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SATURDAY,  AUGUST  3,  1878. 

"' Gainst  the  wrong  thai  needs  redressing, 
For  the  weak,  the  strong  oppressing." 

One  of  the  advantages  which  man  in  his 
primitive  condition  possesses  over  man  in  a 
state  of  modern  civilization  is  that,  while  the 
former  can  travel  from  pole  to  pole  unen- 
cumbered with  any  wardrobe — or  things,  the 
latter  is  forced  by  stern  conventionalities  to 
carry  along  a  clean  shirt  or  two  and  a  box  of 
paper  collars.  The  Central  Pacific  Railroad 
magnates,  with  that  acute  discernment  for 
which  they  are  celebrated,  seem  to  have  dis- 
covered this  fact  and  also  to  have  used  the 
discovery  towards  their  own  aggrandizement. 
Most  people  are  aware  that  $65  is  the  price 
of  an  emigrant  ticket  from  here  to  New  York. 
Now  any  person  at  all  used  to  travel  expects, 
when  he  purchases  a  railroad  ticket,  that  he 
will  be  given  transportation  for  himself  and 
a  reasonable  amount  of  personal  baggage.  A 
medium  sized  trunk — sufficient  to  hold  the 
wearing  apparel  of  any  plain  living  man  or 
woman — will  weigh  when  packed  about  one 
hundred  and  fifty  pounds;  but,  the  ukase  of 
the  C.  P.  B.  B.  says  that  one  hundred  pounds 
only  Bhall  go  free,  and  the  remainder  must  be 
paid  for  at  the  rate  of  fifteen  cents  per  pound. 
Fifteen  cents  per  pound !  Only  three  hun- 
dred and  thirty-six  dollars  per  ton!  In  the 
language  of  the  immortal  Pickering :  A  mere 
bagatelle  I  But  that  only  carries  it  to  Omaha 
a  little  over  half  the  distance.  From  thence, 
opposition  being  encountered,  it  is  carried  at 
the  rate  of  three  cents  per  pound.  Is  any 
comment  upon  these  figures  required  ?  Was 
not  the  sand-lot  orator  right  when  he  charac- 
terized the  railroad  people  as  "daylight  rob- 
bers." 


OURSELVES. 

In  this  issue  we  present  to  our  readers  the 
first  number  of  our  third  volume,  and  in  do- 
ing so  we  may  venture,  without  opening  the 
door  to  a  charge  of  egotistical  sycophancy, 
to  say  a  few  words  about  ourselves,  our 
achievements  in  the  past,  and  our  objects  in 
the  future.  Few  people  outside  of  the  jour- 
nalistic profession  can  appreciate  the  difficul- 
ties attached  to  running  a  paper  upon  an  in- 
dependent basis.  That  is  to  say,  a  paper  in 
which  the  issues  and  occurrences  of  life  are 
treated  according  to  their  merits  without  re- 
gard to  whether  the  feelings  of  the  numeri- 
cally, great  masses,  or  the  dignity  of  the  in- 
fluential few,  are  thereby  hurted;  a  paper 
which  casts  its  weight  in  the  balance  on  the 
side  of  right  and  justice  without  pausing  to 
consider  the  effect  upon  its  own  pocket. 
Even  in  the  profession  the  troubles  of  such 
a  course  are  but  slightly  understood  because 
it  is  so  seldom  attempted.  And  while  that 
is  so  in  regard  to  conducting  a  paper  which 
is  already  established  upon  a  firm  basis,  it 
should  not  be  forgotten  that  those  difficul- 
ties are  intensified  one  thousand-fold  in  the 
case  of  a  young  paper  which  is  just  struggling 
into  existence.  It  need,  therefore,  surprise 
no  one  to  learn  that  we  have  been  battling 
through  a  very  up-hill  fight.  The  Wasp  has 
made  no  friends  save  those  who  have  become 
attached  to  it  on  the  ground  of  merit.  Its 
mission  has  been,  and  is,  to  pass  by  that 
which  is  right — in  silence  and  without  a  word 
of  flattery;  while  everything  which  flavors  of 
wrong,  injustice,  or  oppression,  has  been,  and 
is,  the  natural  enemy  of  its  implacable  pen 
and  pencil.  As  an  infant  we  were  fed  on  no 
pap,  our  hard  unpalatable  diet  was  un- 
flavored  with  a  silver  spoon,  but  our  maturer 
years  are,  therefore,  none  the  less  likely  to  be 
marked  by  a  robust  and  hardy  manhood. 
After  carefully  examining  our  present  posi- 
tion, and  looking,  in  an  equally  careful  man- 
ner, back  over  the  road  which  lead  to  it,  we 
have  every  reason  to  be  satisfied  with  the  result ; 
and  by  the  time  another  year  passes  over  our 
heads  we  think  we  shall  be  still  more  so. 
We  are  getting  to  be  understood.  People 
are  beginning  to  appreciate  that  when  we  ri- 
dicule with  our  pencil,  or  cut  with  our  pen, 
we  are  doing  so  with  good  and  worthy  mo- 
tives; and  that  we  are  making  honest  manly 
efforts  to  improve  the  community  in  which 
our  lot  has  been  cast.  And  so  we  feel  hope- 
ful as  to  the  future. 

On  the  first  page  of  this  week's  issue  we 
present  an  illustration  in  which,  at  our  re- 
quest our  artist,  Mr.  G.  F.  Keller,  has  em- 
bodied his  own  picture,  and  which  we  will  ven- 
ture to  say  has  seldom  been  surpassed  as  a 
work  of  art.  Mr.  Keller  has  already,  through 
the  columns  of  the  Wasp,  won  for  himself  a 
deservedly  high  position  as  a  graphic  picto- 
rial delineator,  and  we  feel  sure  he  will  ever 
be  able  to  point  with  pride  to  this  his  latest 
effort.  It  will  also  be  observed  that  the  va- 
rious departments  of  the  paper  have  received 
new  headings,  and  that  a  new  one,  that  of 
"Literature,"  has  been  added.  Its  dress  has 
also  received  various    needed  renovations. 


Nor  has  our  lavish  liberality  ended  there. 
The  editorial  sanctum  has  received  a  fresh 
coat  of  whitewash,  and  the  community  towel 
has  been  given  its  yearly  cleaning.  Our 
"devil"  has  been  carefully  scrubbed  with 
soft  soap  and  lye — we  will  back  him,  by  the 
way,  to  lie  against  all  comers — and  will  be 
presentable  for  at  least  a  month.  The  editor 
himself  has  had  his  pants  mended,  while  the 
foreman  has  donned  a  cleaned  collar.  The 
artist's  dirty  linen  handkerchief  has  been  ex- 
changed for  a  brand  new  bandana,  and  the 
business  manager — who  is  a  bit  of  a  swell — 
has  had  his  boots  blacked.  Each  of  our  con- 
tributors has  received  a  clean  pair  of  socks 
and  a  five  cent  piece — there  has  been  an  ob- 
servable briskness  in  the  saloon  business  du- 
ring the  past  week.  And  as  a  fitting  crown 
to  all,  the  proprietor,  himself,  has  obtained, 
we  don't  know  how,  a  new  hat.  It  will  thus 
be  seen,  that  we  are  in  a  perfect  condition — 
as  the  auctioneer  of  the  brass  watches  would 
observe :  In  perfect  order  and  every  pivot 
running  on  a  jewel — and  Commence  our  new 
volume  under  auspicious  circumstances.  In 
conclusion,  we  invite  each  one  of  our  readers 
to  take  one,  but  not  more,  drink — at  their 
own  expense. 


THE  FRANCHISE. 


The  apathy  displayed  by  the  people  of  this 
Commonweath,  in  the  recent  election  of  dele- 
gates to  the  Constitutional  Convention,  has 
given  rise  to  a  considerable  discussion  in  the 
leading  columns  of  the  press,  as  to  the  de- 
sirability and  propriety  of  compelling  those 
who  enjoy  the  privileges  of  citizenship  to 
perform  certain  public  duties  attached  there- 
to. It  seems  to  us  that  the  present  is  an 
auspicious  moment  to  open  the  whole  ques- 
tion of  enfranchisement  and  its  responsibili- 
ties; and  to  define  its  boundaries  according 
to  the  exigencies  of  our  social  condition  and 
the  lessons  which  have  been  taught  us  by  ex- 
perience. There  need  be  no  humilation  in 
our  admitting,  as  a  nation,  freely  and  frankly, 
that  we  have  yet  much  to  learn  in  the  science 
of  government.  One  of  the  most  inexorable 
laws  of  nature  is  expressed  in  the  simple 
axiom :  The  child  must  creep  before  it  walks. 
We  are  just  emerging  from  national  child- 
hood into  a  vigorous  and  robust  manhood 
and  surely  it  must  be  apparent  to  the  most 
superficial  observer  that  those  surroundings 
which  were  suitable  for  the  infant,  were  un- 
suitable for  the  more  advanced  years  of  child- 
hood, and  totally  unfitted  to  meet  the  re- 
quirements of  manhood.  To  the  fact  that 
we  have,  heretofore,  failed  to  recognize  the 
importance  of  these  simple  truisms  may,  per- 
haps, in  a  large  measure  be  attributed  the 
present  very  unsatisfactory  condition  of  our 
affairs.  At  the  inception  of  this  government, 
when  it  was  laid  down  as  a  fundamental 
principle  that  every  citizen  was  entitled  to  a 
voice  in  the  adjustment  of  the  public  affairs, 
we  had  a  very  different  class  of  population 
from  what  we  have  now,  We  had  fewer 
large  cities  overcrowded  with  good-for-no- 
thing, criminal  population;  we  possessed 
more  individual  energy  and  less  desire  to 
knock  everything  into  a  cocked  hat,  because 
each  of  us  was  not  a  prince  and  a  nabob  with 
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revenue  and  retinue.  ¥e  had  a  greater 
number  of  shoemakers,  tailors,  and  draynien; 
and  a  fewer  number  of  heaven-sent  reform 
era.  We  had  more  industry,  and  less  bum- 
ming and  tramping.  In  short  we  had  a  peo- 
ple who  all  possessed  some  little  interest  in 
the  country  and  its  welfare;  and,  consequent- 
ly, we  had  a  people  all  of  whom  where  en- 
titled to  have  a  voice  in  the  public  affairs. 
But  we  have,  to  use  George  Francis  Train's 
invention,  evoluted  since  then,  and  we  should 
adopt  ourselves  and  our  government  to  the 
new  order  of  things. 

Every  citizen  contributes  to  a  greater  or 
lesser  extent  to  the  support  of  the  Federal 
and  State  governments;  and,  even  if  he  did 
not,  he  would  still  be  entitled  to  a  small 
voice  in  their  conduct  because  those  govern- 
ments possess  general  legislative  powers  and 
may  abridge  the  liberties  of  the  people.  But 
in  regard  to  Municipal  governments  no  per- 
son is  entitled  to  a  voice  in  their  affairs  who 
is  not  a  taxpayer.  They  possess  but  very 
circumscribed  legislative  powers,  and  should 
have  none  at  all.  Their  income  is  derived 
mainly,  if  not  altogether,  from  contributions 
levied  upon  property  owners.  They  are 
simply  a  combination  of  people  formed  for 
the  purpose  of  conducting  certain  business 
transactions,  just  the  same  as  a  Bank  or  In- 
surance Company,  and  no  person  outside  of 
those  who  constitute  the  combination — the 
property  owners  and  tax-payers — have  any 
right  to  be  heard  in  the  management  of  their 
affairs.  For  these  all  sufficient  reasons  we 
would  suggest  that  in  municipal  elections 
the  suffrage  should  be  restricted  to  those  who 
pay  taxes. 

And  now  we  come  to  the  proposition  to 
render  voting  compulsory.  There  are  cer- 
tain public  duties  which  have  always  been 
compulsory  in  this  country.  A  citizen  is 
compelled  to  serve  in  the  army  in  times  of 
peril.  He  is  also  forced  to  act  as  a  juror.  And 
a  recent  enactment  of  the  legislature  of  this 
State  compelled  citizens  to  act  as  officers  of 
election  when  called  upon.  Bepublicanism 
is  a  compact  for  mutual  self-protection  and 
no  person  should  be  permitted  to  enjoy  its 
advantages  without  also  performing  his  quota 
towards  its  maintenance.  We  can  see  no 
reason  why  the  exercise  of  the  ballot  should 
not  be  made  a  matter  of  compulsion,  but  we 
can  see  a  good  many  the  other  way. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration. 1 
WHAT    GOETH    ON. 

"Coming  events  cast  their  shadows  before 
them"  is  an  abstract  scientific  proposition 
which  has  long  since  been  accepted  as  a  veri- 
table truism — provided  always  that  the  sun 
ie  behind,  them.  But  it  has  remained  for  the 
Wasp,  with  that  intuitive  perception  for 
which  it  is  noted,  to  discover  that  passing 
events  cast  their  shadows  behind  them.  In 
the  future,  that  is  to  say  "The  Sweet  Byeand 
Bye,"  when  the  traveller  is  coming  to  the 
pass  at  Ther — the  Sulphur  Springs,  the  na- 
tives will  know  that  he  is  coming  because  he 
will  cast  his  shadow  before  him;  but,  when 
he  is  going  away,  he  will  throw  his  shadow 
behind  him,  and  the  natives  will  weep  at  the 
words  which  he  speaketh  that  they   should 


fleece  him  no  more.  All  this,  however,  is  di- 
verting from  our  original  intention  which 
was  to  call  our  readers'  attention  to  some 
very  graphic  sketches  of  "What  Goeth  On" 
at  the  present  time  and  which  will  be  found 
on  our  double-page  illustration. 

"Verily,"  said  the  Chief  of  the  Berlin  Po- 
lice, who  in  his  own  country  is  called  "Poli- 
zei  Commissarius,"  "there  is  a  spirit  of  a  re- 
volutionary nature  abroad.  The  sacred  per- 
sons of  Kings  and  Emperors  are  taken  for 
'Aunt  Sallies,'  a  new  and  a  dangerous  dis- 
ease termed  'Socialism'  has  broken  out 
amonst  the  populace,  and,  to  crown  all,  the 
power  and  authority  of  high  officials,  such  as 
myself,  is  no  longer  reverenced  as  it  used  to 
be.  Therefore  will  I  send  out  my  henchmen 
and  followers  into  the  by-ways  and  high- 
ways, and  they  shall  listen  to  the  old  women 
gossiping  and  the  young  children  prattling, 
and  such  as  shall  let  slip  an  unguarded  word 
shall  be  'run  in.'  There  shall  be  peace  in  the 
land,  there  shall  be  full  jails  in  the  land,  and 
there  shall  be  a  proper  veneration  for  the 
high  and  the  mighty."  And  while  he  was 
thus  engaged,  verily  there  was  a  man  walk- 
ing on  the  sea-shore  which  is  washed  by  the 
stormless  waves  of  the  Pacific;  and  as  he 
walked  he  meditated,  and  as  he  meditated  he 
dreamt;  and  as  he  dreamt,  the  dreary  waste 
around  him  became  a  populous,  rushing, 
cursing,  gold  diggins,  and  the  precious  metal 
lay  strewn  all  around;  and  the  people  from  a 
great  and  populous  city  near  by  did  believe 
this  dreamer,  and  forthwith  they  all  started 
out  with  their  picks  and  their  shovels  and 
their  spoons  and  made  their  fortune.  And 
lo  there  was  no  one  who  would  cook  our 
dinner,  for  all  the  world  and  his  wife  had 
suddenly  become  a  millionaire.  That  is  to 
say  all  except  two  unfortunate  gentlemen 
who  tried  to  create  for  themselves  a  bonanza 
out  of  the  plain  metal  stars  which  adorn  the 
breasts  of  that  over-paid  brigade  of  bum- 
mers called  the  police.  But,  the  days  of 
alchemy  being  past,  this  was  found  impos- 
sible, and  so  instead  of  a  mansion  on  Nob 
Hill  they  have  secured  for  themselves  a  small 
apartment  in  the  Broadway  Hotel.  At  that 
period  those  two  astute  and  wily  gentlemen, 
Boss  Carr  and  Friend  Pinney,  observant  of 
the  temper  of  the  times  commenced  to  dis- 
semble, and  shake  with  J  well  affected  fear; 
but  having  long  since  put  up  a  job  by  which 
the  ends  of  justice  were  to  be  defeated,  they 
of  course,  escaped  scot-free.  And  it  came  to 
pass  that  at  this  time  there  were  wars  and 
rumors  of  wars  and  the  smell  of  burning 
powder  reached  the  far-off  plains  where  the 
farmer  was  cultivating  his  crop;  and  he 
smiled  and  said  unto  himself  the  sons-of-guns 
will  fight,  and  while  they  are  fighting  I  will 
sell  unto  them  my  grain;  and  I  shall  receive 
a  great  price  therefor  which  will  be  paid  in 
pounds  of  gold  and  roubles  of  silver.  But 
the  lion  and  the  bear  suddenly  ceased  to  grow 
and  commenced  to  laugh,  and  the  disappoin- 
ted granger  mourneth  and  nurseth  his  leg, 
and  refuseth  to  be  comforted.  And  while  he 
is  thus  disconsolate  a  deputation  of  high  and 
mighty  princes  from  the  orient  come  to  our 
shores,  the  dragon  waves  in  triumph  above 
the  Palace  Hotel,  and  the  gallant  Colonel 
Bee,  is  totally  snuffed  out.      The   Chinaman 


may  go  or  the  Chinaman  may  stay,  but  his 
commission  as  a  mandarin  has  expired  all  the 
same.  None  of  these,  however,  form  the 
great  event  of  the  day.  The  terrific  heat  on 
the  Atlantic  Slope,  with  its  very  serious  mor- 
tality, would  form  a  very  important  occur- 
rence in  the  history  of  the  day  if  it  was  not 
overshadowed  by  its  proximity  to  the  third 
anniversary  of  the  Wasp's  birthday.  This  is 
"what  goeth  on."  This  is  what  keeps  the 
hens  cackling,  the  dogs  barking,  and  the 
widows  smiling.  Him  that  hath  ears  to 
hear,  let  him  hear. 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 

THE  LATEST  GOLD  FEVEB. 

A  few  days  ago  this  community  was  start- 
led with  the  announcement  that  a  large  pay- 
able gold  field  had  been  discovered  at  the 
Ocean  Beach;  and  the  old  forty-niners  were 
full  of  indignation — and  whisky — at  their 
own  stupidity  for  having  tramped  so  many 
long  wearysome  journeys  up  country  in  days 
of  yore,  when  they  might  have  had  all  the 
precious  stuff  they  wanted  had  they  looked 
for  it  a  few  miles  from  the  city.  They  were 
mad  beyond  hope  of  return  to  sanity  when 
they  called  to  memory  the  hardships  and  pri- 
vations whjch  they  had  endured  in  their 
struggle  after  wealth,  and  thought  that  if 
they  had  only  waited  until  this  Coast  pos- 
sessed a  "live  paper"  they  might  have  had 
all  the  gold  they  could  carry  away,  almost 
without  an  exertion.  On  the  other  hand, 
however,  their  were  hearts  that  rejoiced  at 
the  news.  The  leaders  of  the  hosts  of  Is- 
rael, otherwise  denominated  the  sand-lot 
workingmen,  saw  their  brightest  visions  re- 
alized without  so  much  as  firing  a  single  shot 
or  running  the  risk  of  having  their  heads 
broken  by  a  policeman's  club.  Dennis,  the 
bold  American  from  Cork,  as  he  was  whirled 
along  towards  the  Hub,  complacently  dreamt 
of  the  time  when  he  would  be  a  bigger  man 
than  Stanford,  Crocker,  or  Flood,  But  the 
fever  spread  further  than  that.  The  great 
mass  of  the  public  began  to  argue  the  matter 
to  themselves.  If  there  was  gold  in  the  sand 
at  the  Ocean  Beach,  was  it  not  possible  that 
there  was  gold  in  the  sand  in  the  streets.  If 
there  was  gold  in  the  sand  in  the  streets  was 
it  not  possible  that  there  was  gold  in  the 
sand  which  permeated  into  their  houses.  If 
there  was  gold  in  their  own  houses,  was  it 
not  possible  that  there  was  gold  in  their 
pockets — and  forthwith  they  looked  and  came 
to  the  conclusion  that  the  Ocean  Beach  Gold 
Fever  was  a  first-class  bilk.  The  illustration 
on  our  last  page  shows  the  true  inwardness 
of  this  thing  and  the  people  who  got  the 
gold. 


We  learn  with  some  degree  of  pleasure  that 
his  Honor,  Judge  Louderback  has  announced 
that  in  future,  he  will  in  the  innermost  re- 
cesses of  his  judicious  mind,  discriminate 
between  those  equestrians  who  pass  over  the 
street-crossings  at  a  furious  rate  of  speed, 
and  those  who  preserve  some  little  regard 
for  the  lives  and  limbs  of  pedestrians.  We 
might  also  add  that  our  pleasure  would  have 
been  much  more  intense,  had  his  Honor's 
sense  of  the  responsibilities  of  a  judicial  po- 
sition been  awakened  a  little  earlier — say  in 
the  month  of  May  last. 
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There  is  a  happy  land,  far,  far  away!  Its 
name  is  Bulgaria. 

A  Southern  paper  calls  Governor  McClel- 
lan  "a  trump  card."     A  spade,  eh  ? 

Beaconsfield  and  Salisbury  do  not  wear 
their  new  garters  outside  their  pants. 

The  summer  suit  of  a  Feejee-islander  only 
costs  ten  cents,  and  five  of  them  go  for  a 
cravat. 

One  reason  why  policemen  don't  run  fast 
at  night  is  because  hitching  posts  won't 
dodge  out  of  the  way. 

Henry  "Ward  Beecher  begins  to  entertain 
doubts,  as  to  whether  he  was  right  or  not, 
since  the  hot  spell  came  on. 

There  is  a  wide  difference  between  a  fire- 
cracker and  a  water-cracker — as  there  should 
be. — Ex.     Yet  they  both  crack. 

People  often  lack  courage  to  appear  as 
good  as  they  really  are. — Ex.  That's  it,  is 
it?  We  often  wondered  what  was  the  matter 
with  you. 

The  treasury  department  has  issued  a  call 
for  the  redemption  of  some  five-twenty  bonds. 
But  how  about  the  treasurer,  is  there  any  re- 
demption for  him  ? 

Vinnte  Ream,  since  her  marriage,  still 
sticks  to  her  chisel.  There  is,  therefore,  a 
chance  for  the  gallant  Lieutenant  to  get  a 
bust — on  the  nose — some  of  these  days. 

A  printer  named  Oldon  Anderson  left  his 
wife  and  family  through  a  third-story  win- 
dow the  other  day.  If  he  wouldn't  " 'old 
on"  to  them,  they  should  have  held  on  to 
him — or  his  coat  tail  anyhow. 

Change  of  occupation  for  the  muscles,  is 
what  a  learned  man  recommended  us.  So 
we  threw  down  our  pen  in  disgust  and  went 
for  the  foreman,  the  first  time  he  asked  for 
"copy."      That  accounts  for  our  black  eyes. 

Gen.  Butler,  the  coming  leader  of  the  new 
political  party,  has  been  selected  for  that  po- 
sition because  he  has  been  doing  the  dirty 
work  for  the  Democrats,  and  consequently, 
is  a  "workingman"  in  the  true  meaning  of 
the  term. 

A  Cincinnati  paper  chronicles  the  impor- 
tant fact  that  Mr.  Bingham  went  down  the 

river. 

He  went  down  the  river, 
He  did  not  go  to  stay, 
He  fell  in  love  with  Liza  Jane 
And  he  couldn't  get  away. 

If  a  man  shall  smite  you  on  one  cheek  turn 
unto  him  the  other,  observed  President 
Hayes  the   other  day.      And,  forthwith,  he 


proceeded  to  "turn"  his  pen  through  the 
name  of  Gen.  Butler's  brother-in-law.  Verily 
I  say  unto  you,  these  christians  are  a  won- 
derful people. 

The  latest  addition  to  the  already  well 
filled  field  of  weekly  journalism  in  San  Fran- 
cisco, announces  itself  in  its  seductively 
worded  placard  as  "independent  in  all 
things,  neutral  in  none."  Independent  and 
non-neutral!  He,  he,  he!  What  are  you 
giving  us,  old  Lick-spittle  ?     Taffey  ? 

"Breasts,"  says  a  fashion  item,  are  very 
much  used  this  year  for  hats  at  the  seaside. 
It  seems  as  though  one  can't  take  his  girl  to 
Alameda  on  a  Sunday  evening  now-a-days 
but  some  dirty  poltroon  must  be  playing  spj' 
on  him.  It  seems  as  though  one  cannot  sit 
down  to  listen  to  the  sighing  of  the  sad  sea 
waves  and  give  the  salt  winds  a  chance  to 
play  with  his  locks,  but  some  prying  wretch 
must  be  peeping  through  the  bushes  at  him. 
It  seems  as  though  if  one  pillows  his  aching 
head  but  for  a  moment  on  the  fond — but 
what's  the  use  in  talking.  Swine  will  be 
swine. 

It  is  interesting  to  read  that  several  pro- 
minent city  and  county  officials  were  present 
at  the  brutal  exhibition  which  took  place  at 
Piatt's  Hall  on  Saturday  evening  last.  It  is 
interesting  inasmuch  as  it  gives  a  fair  index 
into  the  character  and  standing  and  cultiva- 
tion and  aspirations  of  those  gentlemen 
And  when  it  is  borne  in  mind  that  each  of 
them  must  have  been  a  person  of  some  stan- 
ding in  the  political  party  which  nominated 
him,  it  becomes  more  interesting;  but,  taken 
in  connection  with  the  fact  that  this  is  the 
class  of  persons  who  rule  the  city,  and  who 
recently  refused  a  small  sum  of  money  to  es- 
tablish a  public  library,  it  becomes  painfully 
interesting. 

As  a  double  barreled  fibber  Mrs.  John  Hill 
nee  lima  De  Murska  will  compare  favorably 
with  Jim  Anderson,  Henry  Ward  Beecher, 
Mrs.  Tilton,  or  any  other  of  the  people  who 
have  become  famous  in  that  line.  That  is  to 
say  if  the  statement  published  in  the  Chievgo 
Inter-Ocean  relating  to  her  unfortunate  marri- 
age with  young  Anderson  in  Australasia 
really  emanated  from  her.  This  saving 
clause  is  put  in  because  the  sublime  origi- 
nality of  the  reporters  mind  sometimes  leads 
to  things  being  written  which  will  not  exactly 
tally  with  what  was  said.  In  the  first  place, 
he  was  not  her  first  husband;  in  the  second 
place  he  was  never  in  New  Zealand  with  her; 
in  the  third  place,  they  were  married  in  Syd- 
ney; in  the  fourth  place,  though  suffering 
from  a  chronic  disease,  Anderson  was  quite 
able  to  be  about,  to  enjoy  life,  and  to  attend 
to  his  business,  at  the  time  of  his  marriage: 
in  the  fifth  place,  it  was  some  four  or  five 
weeks  subsequent  to,  and  in  consequence  of, 
his  marriage  that  he  was  taken  ill;  and  in  the 
sixth  place,  the  whole  yarn  about  his  falling 
from  a  piano-stool  is  cut  out  of  whole  cloth. 
As  regards  the  money  part  of  the  business 
there  is  a  substratum  of  truth  in  it.  It  was 
his  family  who  collared  it — they  were  Scotch, 
but  he  was  practically  an  Australian.  Vivat 
Veritas. 
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"2he  Light  of  the  World"  is  a  neat  little 
work  which  comes  to  us  in  tinted  covers.  It 
is  intended  for  parlor,  drawing  room,  and 
other  uses.  There  are  tnany  other  "Lights 
of  the  World."  In  fact  there  number  is  as 
the  grains  of  sand  on  the  sea-shore,  but 
this  one  is  par  excellence  above  all  others. 
We  don't  know  what  it's  all  about,  and  it's 
just  possible  that  the  author  is  in  the  same 
fix.  But  that  is  neither  here  nor  there.  The 
greatest  works  of  genius  which  have  appeared 
in  this  age — for  example  "The  Dance  of 
Death"  and  "The  Dance  of  Life" — are  liable 
to  the  same  objection.  We  predict  for  this 
work  a  big  sale — when  it  is  written. 


"Jack  the  Giant  Killer"  is  the  title  of  as 
neat  a  little  work  (mechanically)  as  we  have 
seen  for  some  time  past.  It  is  bound  in  il- 
lustrated covers  and  it  is  quite  evident  that 
the  publishers  did  not  hesitate  at  any  ex- 
pense— in  the  way  of  color.  On  opening  the 
book  we  find  it  filled  with  a  thrilling  tale, 
told  with  all  the  grace  and  polish  of  an  ac- 
complished penman.  Candor,  however,  com- 
pels us  to  admit  that  it's  almost  all  tale  and 
no  head.  Still  when  we  come  to  think  of  it, 
that  is  not  a  very  grave  fault  because  it 
brings  the  book  all  the  more  within  the  com- 
prehension of  the  people — that  is  to  say,  the 
sand-lot. 


"Message  and  Documents,  1877-8."  This 
is  a  more  serious  work  than  the  preceeding 
two.  But  that  is  not  a  fault;  because  life  is 
very  short,  and  we  spend  too  much  time  eat- 
ing peanuts  and  reading  those  flippant  witty 
editorials  printed  in  the  Call.  This  work 
comes  to  us  in  abridged  form.  On  the  whole 
we  are  rather  glad  of  that,  inasmuch  as  if  it 
had  been  unabridged  we  would  have  been 
compelled  to  get  the  side  taken  out  of  our 
sanctum  or  else  to  have  left  it  in  the  open 
air.  In  the  latter  case  it  might  have  been 
stolen,  or  we  might  have  been  sunstruck — 
we  have  been  daughter-struck  already — when 
we  went  out  to  read  it.  So  looking  at  the 
matter  carefully  we  feel  inclined  to  approve 
of  this  abridgement  idea.  The  work  contains 
a  great  deal  of  valuable  information.  For 
example  the  very  first  words  which  we  meet 
give  us  something  to  think  of,  to  ponder  over 
all  night,  and  scratch  our  head  about  all 
morning.  They  are  as  follows:  "Prepared 
in  accordance  with  the  provisions  of  the  Re- 
vised Statutes."  What  could  be  more  su- 
blime ?  As  a  useful  article  of  kitchen  furni- 
ture this  book  is  unsurpassed.  It  contains 
lies  enough  to  make  any  kitchen  fire  burn — 
at  sight. 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,   $4  a  year.     35 
cents  a  month  by  carriers. 
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BERTIE. 
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6  6  TT  would  not  be  for  your  happiness  to 
know. 

;'It  is  my  right,"  he  answers  doggedly. 

"Bertie,  you  knew  when  I  said  I  would  marry  you 
that  1  did  not  love  you." 

"Yes,  I  knew,"  was  the  quick  response;  and  Ber- 
tie stands  still  beside  her. 

"And — and — " 

"Speak  out,  Clare.  Tell  mu  at  once.  I  cannot 
hear  this  suspense.     Do  you  love  any  one  else?" 

Her  bowed  head  and  heaving  breast  are  sufficient 
answers  for  him.  Her  face  is  hidden  in  her  hands 
and  through  her  fingers  the  tears  are  streaming  un- 
checked. 

"Who  is  it?" 

"Bertie,  you  may  have  guessed." 

"It  is  Gordon  Hay — my  friend?" — with  a  bitter 
accent  on  the  last  two  words. 

"Yes" — in  a  choked  whisper. 

For  a  few  moments  there  is  silence.  There  is 
something  in  Bertie's  throat,  and  in  his  heart  that 
seems  to  stifle  him.  The  room  is  swimming  round 
before  his  eyes,  and  his  voice  sounds  strangely  even 
to  his  own  ears  as  he  asks  abruptly — 

"Does  he  know?" 

"No,  no!  How  should  he?"  is  the  quick  reply; 
and  then,  looking  up  for  the  first  time,  she  sees  the 
suffering  in  his  face,  and  cries  regretfully — 

"Forget  it  all,  Bertie.  Let  it  be  as  though  I  had 
never  spoken." 

"Give  me  time  to  think,"  he  answers,  passing  his 
handover  his  brow  as  though  in  a  dream.  "I  will 
come  back;"  and  then  he  leaves  the  room. 

Silently  she  awaits  his  return.  She  does  not  move 
or  speak;  her  very  expression  remains  almost  un- 
changed, and  her  senses  seem  held  in  abeyance. 
The  warm  sun  pours  down  upon  her  and  she  does 
not  heed  it;  and  when  it  gradually  loses  its  brilliancy 
she  does  not  miss  it.  The  birds  are  still  singing 
blithely  outside,  but  she  does  not  know.  If  the 
church  bells  are  tolling  for  the  dead  she  would  not 
notice.  She  only  feels  that  her  fate  is  trembling  in 
the  balance,  and  that  she  cannot  put  out  a  finger  to 
save  herself  in  such  a  straight  as  this.  Nature  has 
no  power  to  administer  comfort.  At  last  Bertie  re- 
turns, pale  and  composed.  The  battle  is  over,  but 
the  marks  of  the  agony  of  strife  are  still  discernible 
on  his  brow.  She  rises  involuntarily  to  meet  him 
and  for  a  moment  they  stand  looking  into  each  other's 
eyes,  and  then  it  is  she  who  speaks. 

"Have  you  forgiven  me?"  she  says  softly. 

"Yes,  I  have  forgiven  you,  if  indeed  I  had  any- 
thing to  forgive." 

"And  things  are  to  be  as  then  were?" 

"For  the  present  at  least,"  he  answers  slowly.  "I 
am  going  away  for  a  week  and  when  I  come  back  we 
will  talk  it  over  again." 

A  sigh — whether  of  relief  or  pain  she  herself  can 
scarcely  tell — escapes  from  Clare's  lips. 

"As  you  will,  Bertie,"  is  the  gentle  reply. 
And  then  for  the  third   time  that  day  Clare  Colqu- 
houn is  left  alone. 

The  nest  few  days  pass  very  slowly,  and  without 
anything  of  note  happening.  Nothing  has  been 
heard  from  Bertie  since  he  left,  and  Miss  Priscilla  is 
in  a  white  heat  to  know  the  cause  of  his  silence,  but 
Clare  has  been  moving  about  the  house  like  one  in  a 
dream,  scarcely  knowing  what  is  passing  around  her, 
and  not  sensible  to  either  pleasure  or  pain.  She 
smiles  and  laughs  as  often  as  ever,  but  her  merri- 
ment is  so  evidently  forced  that  it  has  a  more  mourn- 
ful sound  than  if  she  wept  and  honestly  gave  way  to 
the  grief  that  is  oppressing  her.  The  apathy  she  feels 
by  day,  however,  is  changed  to  intense  agony  at 
night,  for  in  her  dreams  she  re-lives  the  past,  and 
when  she  awakes  in  the   morning  she  is  unrefreshed 


and  unrested.  Her  nerves  are  utterly  unstrung,  and 
the  suspense  of  these  last  few  days  is  finishing  what 
the  conflicting  emotions  of  the  week  before  had 
begun. 

In  the  meantime  Captain  Cain  is  rejoicing  over  the 
success  of  his  schemes.  Through  his  agency  Gordon 
Hay  has  been  routed  from  the  field,  and  now  Bertie 
has  also  disappeared;  it  seems  as  if  Fortune  herself 
were  playing  into  his  hands  and  insuring  him  the 
victory.  But  he  has  been  reckoning  without  his  col- 
onel. Although  he  has  long  since  given  up  all  hope 
on  his  own  account,  the  sturdy  old  Irishman  is  de- 
termined that,  if  he  cannot  win  this  much-fought-for 
lady,  that  scoundrel  Cain  shall  not;  and  so  he  has 
taken  upon  himsetf  the  ungrateful  office  of  dog-in- 
the-manger.  Whenever  Captain  Cain  goes  up  to 
Ainslee  Court,  Colonel  Melladew  follows  a  few  min- 
utes later,  and  expresses  surprise  when  he  finds  him 
already  seated  by  Clare's  side,  or  occupied  in  laying 
siege  to  Miss  Priscilla's  favor.  With  the  latter  he 
has  always  been  a  privileged  person,  as  he  has  the 
diplomacy  to  pretend  to  take  an  interest  in  her  par- 
ish matter  matters,  and  has  always  some  delightful 
piece  of  gossip  wherewith  to  flavor  the  otherwise  in- 
sipid cup  of  afternoon  tea. 

But  one  afternoon  Captain  Cain  succeeds  in  elud- 
ing his  self-constituted  gaoler^  and  manages  to  spend 
an  hour  with  Clare  without  the  wet  blanket  of  his 
presence.  True,  Mr.  Colquhoun  is  present,  but  this 
is  his  drowsy  time  of  the  day,  and  he  is  dozing 
quietly  in  his  arm-chair,  perfectly  oblivious  of  either 
daughter  or  guest. 

"By-the.bye,"    says   Captain   Cain,   leaning  back 

languidly  and  stroking    Clare's  pet   dog,    which   he 

holds  on  his  knee,  "I  heard  from  Brighton  to-day." 

"Yes?"  responded  Clare  listlessly,  without  looking 

up  from  her  work. 

"  Captain  Hay  is  there,  and  enjoying  himself  im- 
mensely, I  hear,"  he  continues,  looking  at  her 
stealthily. 

"Was  your  letter  from  him?"  asks  Clare  coldly. 
"No,  no — not  exactly — from  a  great  friend  of  his. 
They  say  he  is  at  his  usual  game — flirting  tremend- 
ously. Now  I  wonder  why  it  is,"  he  queries  specu- 
latively, stroking  his  short  black  mustache,  "that 
Hay  can  never  meet  a  girl  without  flirting  with 
her?" 

In  calm  scrutiny  Clare  lifts  her  clear  unembarrassed 
eyes  to  his  face. 

You  know,"  he  goes  on  unabashed,-  "it  is  almost 
ridiculous  for  an  outsider  to  watch  his  tactics;  to  one 
who  knows  him  they  are  so  transparent.  Sometimes 
he  hints  darkly  as  to  some  tie  he  has  contracted  in 
former  years  which  prevents  him  from  accepting  the 
heart  he  has  already  won,  and  sometimes  it  is  on  the 
plea  of  his  honor— his  unstained  honor!" 

The  sting  of  his  remark  goes  straight  to  Clare's 
heart,  and  she  turns  very  white  as  she  thinks  that 
perhaps  Gordon's  earnest  words  were  only  the  clap- 
trap of  sentiment,  and  that  he  fled  from  her  because 
he  feared  that  he  had  gone  too  far. 

Captain  Cain,  seeing  her  change  of  countenance, 
quickly  takes  up  his  cue. 

"Yes,  his  honor — that  much-vaunted  but  non-exis- 
tent thing!  Sometimes  it  is  for  the  lady's  sake  that 
he  will  not  speak,  and  sometimes  he  is  mute  for  the 
for  the  sake  of  a  friend!  Upon  my  word,  it  would  be 
revolting  were  it  not  so  amusing!"  And  Captain  Cain 
gives  an  unpleasant  little  laugh,  watching  her  keenly 
at  the  same  time. 

Again  the  arrow  strikes  home;  but  Clare  bravely 
hides  the  pain  she  feels  at  these  cruel  doubts  that 
are  thrust  upon  her  as  to  Gordon's  honesty  and 
truth. 

1  'He  must  be  a  great  friend  of  yours,  Captain  Cain, ' ' 
she  says  quietly. 

"No,  I  assure  you  he  is  not,"  is  the  eager  reply. 
"I  only  judged  by  the  way  you  spoke  of  him — you 
could  hardly   show   such    pleasure  in   abusing    an 
enemy." 

Captain  Cain  bites  his  lip  with  vexation,  and  strokes 
the  little  dog  on  his  knee  so  viciously  that  it  growls 
snappishly  and  jumps  on  to  the  floor. 

"Indeed  you  judge  me  too  harshly.  It  was  for 
your  sake  I  spoke,  to  warn  you,"    says  Captain  Cain 


softly.  "I  could  not  bear  to  hear  him  speak  to  you 
of  love  the  other  day;  he  is  not  worthy  to  be  in  your 
presence." 

"Allow  me  to  be  the  judge  of  that,"  is  the  cold  re- 
ply. 

"I  beg  your  pardon  if  I  have  presumed." 
Clare  bends  her  head  haughtily,  and,    folding  up 
her  work,  lays  it  on  the  table  beside  her,  to  intimate 
that  the  conversation  is  at  an  end. 

Captain  Cain  rises  hastily  and   stands  beside   her. 

"Forgive  me!      I   am   deeply  grieved  if   I   have 

offended  you — indeed   I  spoke    only  for  your   sake. 

Miss  Colquhoun — Clare — give  me  the  right  to  protect 

you." 

"You  probably  do  not  know  that  I  am  engaged  to 
my  cousin,  and  therefore  need  no  other  protection," 
interrupts  Clare  quietly,  disengaging  her  hand  from 
his  detaining  grasp. 

Captain  Cain  staggers  back  dumbfounded;  he  had 
never  dreamed  of  Bertie  as  a  rival;  true  he  knew  the 
boy  was  in  love,  but  that  his  passion  was  accepted 
and  returned  had  never  entered  his  head. 

"To  your   cousin?"   he   echoes   vaguely,  thinking 
angrily  that  all  his  machinations   have  been  in   vain 
and  misdirected. 
"Yes,  to  my  cousin." 

Never  before  has  Captain  Cain  felt  so  much  pleas- 
ure at  seeing  his  commanding  officer  as  now;  for  the 
door  is  thrown  open  and  Colonel  Melladew  is  an- 
nounced, hot  and  dusty  after  his  hasty  walk  and  red 
with  excitement  lest  he  should  be  too  late  and  the 
decisive  words  be  spoken.  Truly,  they  are  spoken; 
and  Captain  Cain,  as  he  leaves,  thinks  regretfully 
that  he  would  give  a  great  deal  if  they  could  be  un- 
said, and  by  some  Lethean  process  be  forgotten. 

The  new  visitor  does  not  stay  long;  he  has  achieved 
his  object,  which  was  to  rout  the  intruder  from  the 
field;  and,  after  a  few  minntes'  disconnected  conver- 
sation, he  too  says  good-bye.  Clare  walks  with  him 
as  far  as  the  lodge  gates. 

"My  dear  young  lady,"  says  the  Colonel,  with 
fatherly  solicitude,  "I  am  delighted  to  have  your 
company;  but  don't  you  think  you  are  a  little  impru- 
dent to  come  out  in  this  fearful,  almost  ti-opieal  heat, 
and  nothing  on  your  head?" 

Clare  laughs  and  ties  her  handkerchief  over  her 
bright  hair,  and  looks  more  quaintly  pretty  than 
ever,  thinks,  the  weather-beaten  old  soldier. 

"Will  that  do?"  she  asks,  smiling  up  at  him  co- 
quettishly. 

"You  look  charming!"  is  the  enraptured  reply. 
"You  will  make  me  quite  vain,"  she  says,  blushing 
a  little. 

"Not  a  bit  of  it.  It  is  only  your  half-and-half 
beauties  whose  heads  are  turned  by  a  compliment. 

"When  I  want  downright  open  flattery,  I  will  go 
to  Ireland  for  it." 

"And  when  you  want  a  true  affection  come  to  Ire- 
land for  it  too — there'  a  good  deal  of  sound  honesty 
under  the  blarney." 

"I  am  sure  of  it."  says  Clare  cordially. 
Colonel  Milladew  sighs  impatiently. 
"There  are  many  other  things  I   should   like  you 
to  believe,  Miss  Clare." 

"Go  on — my  gullibility  is  unlimited!"  is  the  laugh- 
ing reply. 

"Here  we  are  at  the  gates,  so  we  have  no  time  to 
discuss  them  now.  But  one  thing  I  should  like  yon 
to  believe  is  that  there  are  worse  things  in  life  than 
being  an  old  man's  darling.  Good-bye,  Miss  Clare!" 
And  Colonel  Melladew,  alarmed  at  his  own  temerity, 
hastens  off  without  waiting  for  any  answer. 

An  amused  smile  hovers  round  Clare's  lips  as  she 
watches  him  hurry  down  the  road,  but  it  dies  away 
again  as  she  turns  towards  the  house,  and  an  expres- 
sion of  intense  sadness  takes  its  place. 

Have  I  not  borne  enough?"  she  cries  drearily; 
and  then,  startled  by  the  sound  of  her  own  voice,  she 
walks  on  quickly.  "How  stupid  lam!"  she  thinks 
impatiently.  A  slight  breeze  is  rustling  among  the 
trees,  and  to  her  excited  imagination  it  sounds  like  a 
wail  of  anguish.  A  few  drops  of  rain  are  falling' 
large  heavy  drops  from  the  overful  clouds,  and  she 
thinks  a  little  sadly  that  even  the  heavens  are  griev- 
ing for  her.     She  stops  and  leans  against  a  tree  to 
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collect  herself.  "Ami  going  mad?"  she aaks  anxious- 
ly, with  a  shudder  of  fear,  and  then  wonders  vaguely 
what  would  happen  and  what  her  aunt  would  say  or 
do  if  she  were  brought  home  bereft  of  her  senses. 
Then  through  the  trees  she  sees  somebody,  amd, 
thinking  it  is  the  postman,  she  walks  back  to  meet 
him. 

"Perhaps  it  has  come  now,"  she  says  half  aloud. 
She  holds  out  her  hand  mechanically,  and  even  in 
that  moment  laughs  inwardly  as  it  passes  through 
her  mind  what  a  small  postman  he  is  to  bring  so 
weighty  a  piece  of  news. 

"Tulegram  for  you,  ma'am,"  says  the  boy,  puzzled 
by  the  vague  senseless  expression  in  her  eyes, 

"Thank  you." 

"Is  there  any  answer,  please?" 

"None." 

And  the  boy  goes  away  wonderingly,  leaving  her 
standing  motionless  with  the  yellow  envelope  tightly 
clasped  in  both  her  hands. 

"It  has  come,"  she  presently  whispers;  and  then 
everything  seems  to  whirl  round,  and  all  the  world 
seems  mocking  her  as  she  loses  consciousness  and 
falls  heavily  to  the  ground.  Later  on  in  the  after- 
noon the  gardener  finds  her  tying  senseless  on  the 
grass,  with  the  hot  sun  pouring  down  on  her  face, 
and  the  unopened  telegram  in  her  hand. 

After  leaving  Clare  on  the  morning  of  his  discovery 
of  her  love  for  Gordon  Hay,  Bertie's  first  impulse  is 
to  seek  his  friend  and  tell  him  the  whole  truth;  but 
as  he  sits  alone  that  afternoon,  he  begins  to  realize 
what  it  will  be  to  him  if  Clare  is  taken  from  him. 
She  has  been  the  one  dream  and  ideal  of  his  life,  and 
now  he  feels  that  everything  will  be  lost  in  losing 
her. 

"Heaven  forgive  me,  but  I  cannot  give  her  up!" 
he  cries  in  passionate  rebellion,  and  yet  his  whole 
soul  rises  up  in  abhorrence  at  the  idea  of  marrying 
her,  when  her  heart  is  bound  to  another,  and  that 
other  his  dearest  friend.  '  'I  wonder  if  he  loves  her, " 
he  thinks.  "He  is  so  handsome,  so  noble,  of  course 
she  loves  him;  but  he — he  has  seen  so  many  lovely 
women  at  home  and  abroad,  surely  he  must  have  en- 
countered some  one  who  has  engaged  his  affections 
long  before  this;  it  would  be  too  hard  if  he  had  re- 
mained heart-free  all  these  years,  only  to  fall  in  love 
with  her.  If  he  did  not  love  her,  she  would  forget 
him  in  time  and  love  me — and  yet —  How  selfish  I 
am!"  And  the  boy  lays  his  head  on  the  table,  while 
his  whole  frame  is  convulsed  with  tearless  sobs. 
"Oh,  my  darling,  how  can  I  give  you  up — how  can  I 
give  you  up  even  to  him?" 

Long  and  terrible  is  the  struggle  that  afternoon  in 
that  newly  furnished  and  comfortless  little  room  in 
the  Salford  Barracks,  but  in  the  end  Beatie's  better 
self  prevails. 

"If  he  loves  her,  he  shall  marry  her,"  he  says  reso- 
lutely to  himself — "if  he  loves  her!"  It  is  his  last 
gleam  of  hope,  and,  selfish  though  it  may  be,  he 
clings  to  it  tightly  in  his  desperation — "If  he  loves 
her!" 

He  has  not  much  difficulty  in  getting  leave  from 
the  good-hearted  but  rough  old  colonel. 

"Yes,  yes,  certainly;  go  away  for  a  week  if  you 
like,  but  don't  stop  longer — yon'll  do  no  good  by 
stopping  longer,"  he  says,  kindly.  "I  don't  know 
which  of  the  two  the  girl  likes,"  he  says  to  himself 
afterwards — "perhaps  it  is  neither;  but  they  are  both 
nice  lads,  very  nice  lads,  and  worthy  of  any  woman 
too  good  for  most." 

And  so  Bertie  goes.  He  has  no  clue  to  Captain 
Hay's  whereabouts,  save  the  few  words  he  said  about 
boating  at  Cowes  or  Brighton,  and  a  few  days  are 
lost  in  an  unavailing  search  for  him  at  the  first  place. 
Then  he  goes  up  to  town  for  a  night,  inquires  at  the 
club,  where  they  have  heard  nothing  of  him,  and  the 
"  next  morning  runs  down  to  Brighton  by  the  first 
train.  He  takes  rooms  at  one  of  the  hotels,  and  that 
very  afternoon,  as  he  sits  by  the  open  window,  he 
sees  Captain  Hay's  well-known  figure  lounge  past  at 
a  snail-like  pace.  He  jumps  up  and  rushes  to  the 
door,  nearly  knocking  a  lady  down  in  his  hasty 
egress,  and  wasting  at  least  nearly  five  minutes  in 
the  necessary  apologies,  and  then,  putting  on  his 
hat,  tears  down  the  street  in  pursuit.  When  he  comes 
np  with  his  friend,  he  is  breathless,  and  can  only  lay 
his  hand  detainingly  on  his  arm. 

[TO    BE     CONTINUED. ~| 


E^No  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Alma. — "We  don't  know  how  many  pair  of 
shoes  Queen  Victoria's  family  wore  out  last 
winter,  but  we  can  tell  you  exactly  how  many 
two-bit  meals  one  dollar  will  purchase. 

GiRAED. — A  trotting  horse  usually  pulls  a 
sulky  and  a  driver  after  him.  A  defaulting 
savings  bank  president  usually  has  the  mini 
ons  of  the  law  after  him;  but  he  don't  pull 
them  through. 

Parker. — Charles  Dickens  was  esteemed  a 
good  letter  writer.  So  was  W.  M.  Thackery 
and  Shirley  Brooks.  None  of  them,  how- 
ever, could  hold  a  candle  to  Stanley  Mat- 
thews or  John  Sherman. 

Marion. — You  should  not  permit  it.  No 
woman  of  spirit  would  think  of  wearing  the 
same  bonnet  for  a  longer  period  than  three 
months.  If  he  ever  again  says  sis  months, 
put  a  bucket  of  hot  water  where  it  will 
tumble  over  him.  Desperate  cases  require 
desperate  remedies. 

Figures. — In  1830,  the  United  States  Gov. 
ernment  was  free  of  debt  and  had  a  surplus 
of  forty  million  dollars  in  the  treasury.  We 
don't  know  who  stole  it,  but  it's  unfair  to  lay 
the  theft  on  Gen.  Grant.  He  has  enough 
sins  of  his  own  to  answer  for,  and  that  money 
was  gone  long  before  his  (stealing)  time 
came. 

Scribner. — Wants  to  know,  why  the  Spirit 
of  mortal  should  be  proud  ?  We  don't  know. 
We,  ourselves,  were  never  proud  but  once 
and  that  was  when  we  took  a  pretty  girl 
home  from  church.  But  a  great  big  galoot 
heard  of  it  and  wiped  the  floor  with  us  next 
day.  We  have  never  gone  to  church  or  been 
proud  since,  and  we  can't  tell  you  why  other 
people  should. 

Matron. — The  first  jury  of  women,  in 
America,  was  impaneled  in  Wyoming  in 
1870.  They  were  useless.  When  the  evi- 
dence was  all  in,  and  the  learned  counsel  had 
exhausted  their  loquacity,  it  was  quite  appa- 
rent to  the  most  casual  observer  that  there 
were  twelve  decided  and  different  minds  in 
that  box.  There  being  no  military  in  the 
neighborhood,  the  Judge  declined  undertak- 
ing the  responsibility  of  locking  them  up  in 
one  room.  So  they  had  to  be  discharged. 
The  cause  was  subsequently  tried  by  twelve 
male  bipeds  and  settled  in  two  "minutes. 
They  had  no  minds — decided,  different,  or 
otherwise. 


Married  this  Morning. 

"Harried  this  morning" — how  charming  that  sounds; 

How  splendid  that  looks  in  the  paper; 

"The  bride  wore  white  satin" — how  perfectly  6weet, 

"And  a  veil  like  a  soft  silked  vapor;" 

"No  cards" — how  exclusive  that  souDds,  doesit  not  ? 

"No  cake" — they're  well  up  in  the  fashion; 

And  to  prove  to  the  world  they  are  true  millionaires, 

"No  presents  received" — puts  the  dash  on. 

"Abroad  for  a  long  wedding  tour" — that  is  nice! 

We  maidens  do  envy  them  truly; 

We're  all  in  a  flutter  awaiting  our  turn, 

For  we  can't  for  our  lives  take  it  coolly. 

What  letters  the  fair  bride  sends  back  to  her  friends, 

I've  read  Arabella's  and  Sallie's; 

She  writes  that — just  think  of  it — in  the   Old  World 

They're  dining  with  lords  and  with  ladies. 

"Returned,  Colonel ,  with,  his  beautiful  bride, 

From  France" — how  the  the  journals  do  laud  her; 

"Their  elegant  mansion  thrown  open  to-day — 

Receptions  will  now  be  in  order." 

True,  true,  what  a  recherche  time  it  will  be, 

Her  set  will  be  truly  delighted; 

The  grand  double  parlors  will  scarcely  hold  all. 

Dear,  dear,  shall  we  girls  be  invited  ? 

***** 

"But  two  short  years  married  and  now  a  divorce!" 

Law  sakes,  dear,  who  wouldn't  have  known  it; 

I  thought  from  the  first  'twas  a  very  poor  match, 

But  somehow  I  never  would  own  it! 

She's  no  longer  the  bright  shining  star  that  she  was, 

The  social  horizon  adorning; 

Miranda,  my  love,  here's  the  paper  just  come, 

Now  tell  me  who's  married  this  morning. 


An  Aching  Void. 

She  got  a  letter  at  the  postoffice  yesterday. 
It  had  a  bulky,  financial  look,  and  she  didn't 
wait  to  reach  home  before  breaking  the  en- 
velope. Rushing  to  one  of  the  windows  she 
tore  one  end  of  the  envelope  off,  hunted 
through  the  four-page  letter  for  greenbacks, 
and  her  countenance  fell  exactly  eight  inches 
by  the  government  gauge  as  she  didn't  find 
any.  She  seemed  about  to  tear  the  letter  into 
shreds,  but  female  curiosity  never  defeats 
itself  that  way.  Turning  to  the  letter  she 
read: 

"My  darling,  this  is  my  fifth  letter  to  you 

within  a  week.     I  enclose " 

Here  she  looked  the  letter  over,  peered  into 
the  envelope,  and  then  carefully  searched 
the  floor,  but  she  didn't  find  it.  Turning  to 
the  letter  she  read: 

"I  enclose — my  love — my  undying  affec- 
tions." 

It  was  all  she  could  do  to  restrain  her  de- 
sire to  tear  the  letter  from  the  big  "I"  at  the 
upper  left-hand  corner  down  to  the  word 
"darling"  at  the  lower  right-hand  corner, 
but  she  suddenly  saw  something  that  made 
her  almost  smile.  It  was  a  paragraph  begin- 
ning: 

"Next  time  I  write  I  will  send  something 
more  substantial.     I  will  send  you  fifty " 

She  stopped  there  to  smile  a  real  genuine 
smile,  and  then  finished: 

" fifty  beautiful  pictures  to  paste  on 

your  fruit  jars!" 

One  of  the  earners  was  looking  at  her  from 
behind  the  glass  screen,  and  says  that  she 
jumped  eighteen  inches  high  and  came  down 
on  her  heels  with  a  grinding  motion  that 
gave  him  a  pain  in  his  ribs  for  more  than  an 
hour. 


m  LATEST 
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Tlie  Very  Freshest  American  Humor 

When  a  scythe  manufacturer  wants  to  fight 
a  man,  he  shouldn't  "take  one   of   scythes." 

A  new  book  is  entitled  "Jet:  Her  Face 
Her  Fortune."  The  heroine  must  be  a  book 
agent. 

Was  figures  will  not  lie.  No;  but  they 
will  run — if  you  place  them  in  the  sun  or  too 
near  the  fire. 

Leonard  Grover  of  "Our  Boarding  House" 
has  gone  into  bankruptcy.  But  that  doesn't 
"settle  his  hash." 

A  new  novel  is  called  "My  Heart's  in  the 
Highlands."  That  is  better  than  having 
your  liver  in  the  hands  of  a  doctor. 

No  Bobertus;  Dr.  Schlieman  is  not  a  Dig- 
ger Indian — though  it  must  be  confessed  that 
he  does  more  digging  than  a  "Digger." 

A  contemporary  says  "the  worst  thing 
out"  is  "out  of  cash."  We  should  say  it  was 
not  half  as  bad  as  to  be  out  of  your  mind. 

A  saw  exploded  in  Wyoming  Territory 
yesterday,  killing  its  man.  What  will  not 
explode. — Ex.  Well,  who  said  "what"  would 
explode  ? 

The  great  journalists  are  rapidly  dropping 
off,  Baymond,  Bennett,  Greeley,  and  now 
Bryant.  And  our  physician  has  advised  us 
to  take  exercise. 

"Is  cheap  Bum  Poisoned?"  asks  the  N.  Y. 
World.  The  fact  that  the  editorial  staff  of 
the  World  is  stiU  alive,  pretty  strongly  indi- 
cates that  it  is  not. 

The  Detroit  Free  Prvss  man  says  he  "got 
arrested  once  for  beating  a  drum."  Don't 
you  mean  a  "drummer" — of  Chicago?  A  lit- 
tle one  who  was  not  feeling  very  well? 

Mrs.  Bussing,  has  eloped  with  Frank 
Bohle.  Bussing  out  of  the  family  is  not 
right.  No,  she's  "left."  The  character  she 
now  appears  in  is  a  decidedly  bad  Bohle. 

Keely,  the  motor  man,  wants  three  thou- 
sand dollars  more.  Should  he  get  the  mo- 
ney we  suggest  that  he  names  his  motor 
"Mare" — for  "money  makes  the  mare  go." 

Here  is  an  Irishman's  conundrum;  "Fwhat 
is  the  difference  between  the  Emperor  of 
Germany  an'  Noah's  big  boat  ?  Ans. :  Wan 
is  a  monarch,  an'  the  other  an  ark,  mon." 

Past  experience  teaches  that  there  is  no 
possible  hope  of  a  poor  girl  in  this  country 
falling  heir  to  a  fortune  in  Germany  or  Ire- 
land unless  she  first  becomes  a  waiter  girl. 

John  Boomer,  of  Lewistown, Me., predicts 
that  the  end  of  the  world  will  come  booming 
along  in  1880.  This  will  be  a  great  disap- 
pointment to  that  chap  who  predicted  that 
things  mundane  would  not  be  knocked  into 
eternal  smash  before  1883. 


The  Moffett  register  collected  $38,000  in 
Bichmond  for  the  past  nine  months.  The 
Virginia  newspaper  association  want  to  lease 
the  contrivance  and  send  it  forth  on  a  collect- 
ing tour. 

Science  may  put  on  its  seven-leagued  boots 
and  astonish  mankind  with  a  rapid  succession 
of  startling  inventions,  bat  it  can  never  pro- 
duce a  contrivance  that  will  successfully  close 
up  a  rat  hole. 

Bev.  Jas.  Cook  is  reported  to  have  said 
that  "Men  waste  more  bullets  firing  at  the 
eagle  than  they  do  at  the  crow."  Well,  the 
eagle  flies  much  the  highest — -and  who  wants 
crow,  anyhow  ? 

"Green  corn  dances  are  popular  in  Geor- 
gia." In  this  part  of  the  country  green  ap- 
ple dances  are  coming  into  vogue,  but  they 
will  not  become  popular  as  long  as  cholera 
medicine  costs  only  fifty  cents  a  bottle. 

The  late  Mr.  Bryant  would  not  permit  any 
one  on  his  paper  to  use  the  word  "author- 
ess." But  "authoress"  is  more  complimen- 
tary than  to  refer  to  a  lady  writer  as  "that 
blue  stocking  with  a  pinched  face  and  red 
hair." 

A  Frenchman's  servant  has  been  arrested 
for  forging  his  master's  name  to  a  note  for 
500  francs.  We  might  make  a  pun  here  by 
asking,  Why  did  his  Valet  Forge  it  ?  but  the 
nearness  of  the  centennial  of  our  own  Valley 
Forge  restrains  us. 

An  old  Boman  play,  written  two  thousand 
and  fifty  years  ago  by  Marco  Accio  Pianto, 
was  recently  performed  to  a  large  audience 
in  Borne.  The  author  was  not  called  before 
the  curtain.  It  is  thought  he  pirated  his  plot 
from  Boucicault,  anyhow. 

Angeline  asks  if  "all  the  paragraphs  in  this 
department  are  true?"  Well — n-o-o-,  not 
quite  all.  We  remember  one  slipping  in 
about  two  years  ago  that  contained  no  more 
truth  than  James  Anderson,  the  fraud  wit- 
ness.    Who  had  been  misinformed. 

William  Allen  Butler,  author  of  "Nothing 
to  wear,"  and  other  poems,  has  been  robbed 
by  his  confidential  clerk  of  over  $30,000  worth 
of  bonds.  Young  man,  write  poetry;  but 
don't  employ  a  confidential  clerk  to  assist 
you  in  chopping  the  lines  into  the  right 
length. 

Within  the  last  eight  month  368  horses 
have  been  reported  stolen  at  police  head- 
quarters'in  Kansas  City. — Ex.  Kansas  City 
must  have  mounted  police,  or  why  so  many 
horses  at  their  headquarters  ?  The  police, 
too,  were  evidently  asleep  when  the  robbery 
took  place. 

"Silver  is  in  fashion  again,"  says  a  fashion 
item.  This  is  decidedly  gratifying  news  to 
us.  We  didn't  want  to  go  about  spending 
two  or  three  hundred  dollars  in  silver  every 
day  as  long  as  it  was  not  fashionable,  and  it 
is  a  great  comfort  to  learn  that  this  drawback 
is  removed. 

Lord  Salisbury,  in  a  recent  address,  re- 
marked that  to  enter  a  journalistic  career  re- 
quired no  capital  and  comparatively  little 
training,  bnt  a  large  amount  of  brains.  It  is 
generally  the  other  way  in  this  country — 
very  little  brains,  a  small  capital,  no  training 
and  a  patent  outside. 

Forty  human  bodies  have  been  discovered 
in  "pickle"  at  the  medical  department  of  the 
Ann  Arbor  University.  The  newspaper 
"Household"  and  "Domestic"  departments 
neglect  to  give  directions  for  preparing  such 
pickles,  but  we  understand  that  the  best  time 
to  pick  the  fruit  is  on  a  very  dark  night. 


A  late  invention  combines  an  ironing-table, 
step-ladder  and  chair.  But  what  the  Ameri- 
can housewife  wants  is  a  combination  that 
will  rock  the  baby,  cook  the  supper  and  scold 
the  children,  while  she  hangs  over  the  back 
fence  and  tells  her  neighbor  all  about  the 
freshest  piece  of  scandal  in  the  neighbor- 
hood. 

The  Italians  propose  to  celebrate  the  de- 
struction of  Herculaneum  and  Pompeii. 
They  are  now  looking  around  for  an  old  re- 
sident who  witnessed  the  destruction,  to  form 
one  of  the  principal  features  of  the  celebra- 
tion. We  might  send  them  Hon.  Fernando 
Wood,  and  they  would  never  discover  the 
deception. 

President  McCosh,  of  Princeton  College, 
says:  "It  is  a  curious  circumstance  that  Bos- 
ton, with  its  annexes,  Cambridge  and  Har- 
vard, does  not  produce  original  minds."  But 
Mr.  McCosh  must  remember  that  Cambridge 
and  Harvard,  unlike  Princeton,  don't  "teach 
the  young  idea  how  to  shoot"  with  revolvers 
and  other  fire  arms. 

*In  Chicago  whisky  is  quoted  at  five  cents 
a  glass,  "beer  two  glasses  for  five  cents;"  a 
free  lunch  every  day  from  10  till  2,  and  "beer 
matinees  from  2  till  6."  And  yet  Chicago, 
instead  of  being  the  workingman's  Eden,  is  a 
hot-bed  of  Communists.  Evidently  the 
whisky  is  too  high,  and  they  want  the  beer 
matiness  to  continue  until  midnight,  and  the 
free  lunches  to  last  twenty-four  hours  a  day. 

The  Pompeiian  Theatre,  after  a  vacation  of 
eighteen  hundred  years,  has  reopened  with 
new  attractions.  The  house  has  been  re- 
paired and  improved  during  the  interim. 
None  of  the  old  actors  have  been  retained. 
The  company  and  scenery  are  entirely  new. 
As  the  management  failed  to  send  us  dead- 
head tickets  for  the  opening  night,  we  have 
conscientious  scruples  against  giving  the  giv- 
ing the  house  any  further  free  advertising. 

If  a  man  in  Philadelphia  mails  you  a  dun- 
ning letter,  and  you  don't  receive  it,  you 
don't  make  a  fuss  and  threaten  to  have  new 
postmasters  appointed.  Not  at  all.  You 
wouldn't  grumble  a  solitary  grumble  if  all 
such  letters  miscarried.  But  if  you  mail  a 
letter  containing  a  dollar,  and  it  doesn't  reach 
its  destination,  then  you  declare  that  the 
United  States  postal  department  is  a  failure, 
and  all  its  employes  Boss  Tweeds.  But,  by 
the  way,  was  a  dunning  letter  ever  known  to 
be  lost  in  the  mails  ? 

When  Frank  Gaus,  of  Newark,  N.  J.,  went 
home  the  other  evening  his  boots  were  damp 
and  he  found  difficulty  in  removing  them 
from  his  feet.  He  called  a  gentleman  in  the 
house  to  his  assistance.  Gaus  sat  on  the 
chair,  and  the  man  took  hold  of  a  boot,  and 
gave  a  sudden  jerk,  causing  the  wearer  to 
slip  from  his  seat,  and  striking  his  back  on 
the  chair  his  spinal  column  was  injured,  and 
he  may  die.  If  wives  didn't  make  such  an 
awful  fuss  when  their  husbands  attempt  to 
go  to  bed  with  their  boots  on,  such  terrible 
accidents  would  not  occur. 

Fernando  Wood  is  terribly  mortified  over 
the  defeat  of  his  pet  tariff  bill,  and  any  allu- 
sion to  it  makes  him  very  angry.  On  Satur- 
day he  went  into  a  store  to  purchase  some 
muslin  for  shirts,  and  while  pulling  the  ma- 
terial to  test  the  qualities,  the  clerk  observed, 
"That  wouldn't  tear  if—"  "Tariff!"  inter- 
rupted Wood,  in  tones  of  thunder.  "If  you 
say  that  word  again,  young  man,  I'll  split 
you  open  from  top  to  bottom!"  The  af- 
frighted clerk  whispered  to  the  cash  boy  to 
go  out  and  bring  a  policeman  in  to  arrest  the 
crazy  man. 
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— C.  Herrmann,  the  hatter,  has  removed 
to  336  Kearny  street,  between  Bush  and 
Pine. 

— Cardinal  Franchi  is  reported  to  be  dying 
but  that  does  not  in  any  way  affect  the  fran- 
chise in  this  country. 

— A  man  in  Alabama  has  invented  a  three 
barreled  breech-loader.  What  we  want  now 
is  some  one  to  use  it  practicing  at  our  politi- 
cians. 

— Oleomargine  brings  ten  cents  per  pound 
at  Richmond,  Va.,  while  butter  cannot  be 
purchased  at  any  price,  it  runs  off  in  such  a 
hurry. 

— It  is  said  that  the  total  number  of  silver 
dollars  coined  up  to  date  is  $9,000,000.  We 
don't  believe  a  word  of  it.  Nothing  like  that 
amount  has  passed  through  our  hands. 

— The  matrimonial  bonds  which  were  en- 
twined around  the  forms  of  Elenora  Thorne 
and  W.  H.  Thorne  have  been  dissolved  by 
Judge  Morrison.  This  was  a  case  of  a  thorn 
in  the  side  of  a  thorn. 

— The  Riggers  and  Stevedores'  Union  held 
its  twenty-fifth  anniversary  ball  on  Saturday 
evening  last,  at  Horticultural  Hall.  The 
hall  was  beautifully  decorated,  and  a  very 
pleasant  evening  was  spent. 

— Chinatown  possesses  a  female  rat  who 
has  proved  herself  to  be  of  a  literary  nature. 
She  said :  A  litter  rat  I  had — the  litter  hate 
I,  and  therefore  the  litter  ate  I;  consequently 
among  the  litter  rate  I  am  of  the  litterati. 

—A  reporter  was  present  at  a  negro  prayer 
meeting,  and  the  supplicant  prayed  in  tones 
of  passionate  pleading:  "Bress  de  reportah. 
Oh,  help  him  not  to  write  any  lies  to  Thy 
glory  and  the  advancement  of  Thy  work. 
Amen." 

— The  Rev.  Mr.  Spurgeon  deplores  the 
fact  that  young  men  now-a-days  consider 
themselves  fit  to  form  an  opinion  regarding 
religeous  matters.  There  was  a  time  when 
they  did  not.  There  was  a  time  when  they 
followed  their  spiritual  leaders  with  all  the 
docility  of  a  lamb.  There  was  also  a  time 
when  the  old  heath  at  Smithfield  was  black- 
ened by  the  smoke,  and  stifled  by  the  stench 
of  burning  human  beings,  and  the  dark  caves 
of  the  inquisition  resounded  with  the  dying 
shriek  of  the  tortured  victim,  Were  the  two 
periods  contemporaneous,  Reverend  Sir? 
Would  you  like  to  have  the  old  times  back 
again  ? 


CHINESE  EMBASSY  INTERVIEWED. 

BY    THE    "ONLY   BONES." 

"With  a  few  cartridges  in  my  pocket,  and  my  lend 
pencil  Blung  over  my  shoulder,  I  thought  I  would 
take  a  shot  at  the  Embassy.  The  elevator  boy  at  the 
Palace,  grinned  a  grin,  pulled  the  rope,  and  we  flew 
towards  the  elite  of  Chiua.  Imagine  the  poor  little 
Wasp,  with  its  little  sting  and  its  little  pencil,  in  the 
august  presence  of  the  austere  Chinese  Ministers! 
Insect  though  I  be,  yet  was  I  received  with  the  re- 
spect due  to  a  bigger  bug. 

It  was  an  opportune  moment,  just  after  luncheon. 
They  were  distributed  about  the  room,  like  orna- 
ments on  a  mantle-piece,  each  wearing  a  grave,  well- 
fed,  esthetic  expression.  The  Prime  Minister  solemn- 
ly requested  me  to  be  seated  on  the  floor,  and  let  my 
legs  hang  over.  This  done,  I  carefully  concealed 
my  sting,  as  I  saw  it  would  not  be  needed.  They 
were  all  perfect  gentlemen.  I  unslung  my  weapon 
for  the  first  shot,  but  I  was  immediately  interrupted 
by  a  fusilade  of  remarks  from  the  hitherto  quiet  Sen- 
ators. 

"What  is  it?"  said  the  Duke  of  Ningpo,  pulling 
down  his  vest. 

"I  pass"  remarked  the  Earl  of  Foochow. 
"Somebody  take  it  up, "  laughed  the  Duchess  of 
Tin  Foo. 

"Guess  it  fell  off  a  Christmas  tree,"  said  the  Lord 
Hum  Yum. 

"Ought  to  wear  corsets,  with  such  a  wasp-like 
waist"  piped  a  small  Chinaman,  with  nostrills  like  a 
shot  gun. 

I  will  not  linger  on  my  blushes  that  came  and  went 
at  these  burning  insults.  I  bore  them  as  long  as  I 
could,  and  when  the  Diplomats  were  all  quietly 
smoking  again,  I  took  my  cue,  It  is  not  hard  to  take 
one's  cue  in  a  room  full  of  Chinamen.  "Friends," 
said  I,  with  an  insectivorous  sneer,  "You  make  a 
mistake.     I  am  not  the  editor  of  the  Argonaut.1' 

The  scene  which  followed  this  remark,  beggars  de- 
scription. I  was  seized  and  embraced  by  thirty-sis 
separate  Senators.  I  smelled  thirty-six  separate 
smells,  all  different  from  the  one  in  "Diplomacy." 
Cigars  were  thrust  upon  me,  wine  was  brought  out, 
bottles  of  ink  were  opened,  nothing  could  equal  their 
gratitude. 

When  quiet  was  restored,  and  they  were  all  gravely 
puffing  away  again,  the  Chief  Mandarin  spoke: 

"Waspt,  old  boy,"  said  he,  his  voice  trembling 
with  emotion  (nine  glasses).  "This  is  a  great  day 
for  China.  While  it  is  true  that  you  cannot  put  civi- 
lization in  a  ship  and  bring  it  across  au  ocean  (vide 
Bierce),  yet  it  is  also  true,  that  the  Chinese  Embassy 
is  here.  The  luncheon  that  myself  and  confreres 
have  just  partaken  of.  was  a  touching  meal  in  its 
way,  yet  we  wiped  away  the  silent  tear,  at  the  con- 
spicuous absence  of  the  limber  rat,  the  tender  snail 
and  the  lizzards  gizzards  that  were  wont  to  grace  our 
table  on  the  Yangtze  Eiang.     Let  us  smile." 

We  all  smiled.  The  Duchess  of  Tin  Foo  tightened 
her  grip  around  my  wasp-like  waist. 

"That's  daisy  champagne,"  said  the  chief  laying 
down  his  glass,  "I  hope  none  of  you  fellers  will  give 
this  racket  away,  to  the  poor  devils  in  China  who  are 
putting  up  for  it  V"  And  he  cast  a  searching  look 
around  at  his  fellow  conspirators.  They  all  bowed 
solemnly  and  replied:  "Hi  ya;  turn  lum  sum,"  which 
being  freely  translated  means,  "Give  us  a  rest." 
Reassured,  the  chief  proceeded:  "I  find  your  city  but 
little  altered,  since  my  last  visit.  The  stench  in 
Chinatown  has  the  same  old  laug  syny  vigor,  and 
Picksleys  editorials  remain  unchanged.  The  first, 
softly  lulls  my  senses  away,  after  which,  lam  in  just 
the  condition  to  understand  the  last.  I  will  not  de- 
tain you  longer,  gentlemen.  Please  take  partners 
for  a  bowl  of  rice,  the  Earl  of  Foochow  will  kindly  call 
off." 

Lionized  to  my  heart's  content,  I  spent  a  most  de- 
licious afternoon.  I  always  have  the  best  time  when 
my  vanity  is  being  tickled.  The  brilliant  assemblage 
reminded  me  of  the  "Tails  of  Two  Cities  "  To 
mingle  thus  with  royalty,  to  slap  Dukes  on  the  back, 
to  hob  nob  with  Earls,  to  drink  with  Princes,  is  in- 
deed a  rare  privilege.  When  the  sun,  with  its  thirty- 
three  cents  on  the  dollar  eclipse,  waB  sinking  behind 
the  distant  Cliff  House,  I  submitted  to  thirty-six  em- 
braces aud  thirty-six  smells;  woke  up  the  elevator 
boy,  and  slid  down  to  the  earth  again,  and  found  Col. 
Bee  looking  up  with  a  wistful  gaze  towart  the  celes- 
tial realms  from  whence  I  had  just  descended. 


The  week's  amusements  in  this  city  have 
been  characterized  by  the  most  placid  insipi- 
dity.    At  the 

California  Theatre 
"Diplomacy,"  an  ill-constructed  piece, 
played  by  a  company  who  do  not  include 
"ability"  in  their  repertoire,  has  been  suf- 
ficient attraction  to  fairly  fill  the  house  with 
patrons — and  we  don't  know  with  any  exact- 
ness how  many  deadheads.  We  are  promised 
two  or  three  other  pieces  by  the  Montague 
company.  We  have  not  as  yet  heard  what 
they  are  to  be,  but  we  would  suggest  that,  if 
a  dramatized  version  of  that  thrilling  tale 
"Who  Killed  Cock  Robin?"  can  be  obtained, 
it  would  about  fit  their  dramatic  capabilities. 


At  Baldwin's 
Mr.  J.  H.  Stoddart,  described  as  an  eccen- 
tric comedian,  replaced  that  "reconstructed" 
abortion  called  "From  Singapore  to  Suez" 
with  a  piece  entitled  "The  Long  Strike." 
After  seeing  Mr.  Stoddart  once,  few  people 
will  feel  inclined  to  dispute  the  accuracy  of 
the  description.  If  Mr.  Stoddard  thinks  he 
is  a  comedian,  then  we  may  add  that  he  is 
not  only  a  most  eccentric  comedian,  but  that 
he  holds  a  most  eccentric  view  of  the  occu- 
pation for  which  his  talents  qualify  him. 


Bush.  Street  Theatre 
Still  preserves  its  reputation  as  the  temple 
for  vulgar  fun,  with  Tony  Pastor's  Combina- 
tion as  the  high  priests. 


Ques. 
Mrs.   Scott  Siddons  is  expected  here  next 
month. 

John  Brougham  is  completing  a  protean 
comedy  for  Miss  Laura  Phillips,  called  "Lo- 
tus." 

Week  before  last  was  a  most  disastrous 
one  for  the  the  theatres  in  Chicago,  on  ac- 
count of  the  "hot  wave." 

Miss  Rose  Eytinge  will  make  her  London 
debut  at  the  Olympic  Theatre,  as  Nancy 
Sykes,  in  "Oliver  Twist." 

The  two  great  successes  of  the  London  sea- 
son have  been  "Olivia"  at  the  Court,  and 
'  •Diplomacy"  at  the  Prince  of  Wales  Thea- 
tre. 

All  the  members  of  the  Marsh  Company 
returned  from  Oregon  by  the  steamer  Great 
Republic.  The  enterprise  with  Joshua  Whit- 
by was  a  failure. 

Manager  Arthur  Cheney,  of  Boston,  has 
had  a  surgical  operation  performed  upon  him 
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for  dropsy.     He  lias  been  laid  up   with   that 
disease  for  several  months. 

Bret  Harte's  "M'liss,"  a  story  published 
seven  years  ago,  has  been  dramatized  and 
■will  be  produced  at  the  Grand  Opera  House, 
New  York,  on  August  12th. 

Mr.  Barry  Sullivan  has  been  compelled  to 
decline  invitations  to  visit  the  United  States 
Canada  and  Australia,  and  has  gone  to  Paris, 
Borne  and  Berlin  upon  a  Summer  tour. 

Josh  Hart's  great  dramatic  and  spectacu 
lar  sensation,  "Chicago,"  will  be  the  openin. 
production  at  the  Walnut  Street  Theatre 
Philadelphia,  commencing  on  August  12th. 

Mr.  Edward  Arnott  was  arrested  on  th< 
9th,  at  the  instance  of  Montgomery  H 
Throop,  a  reporter,  for  assault  and  battery 
and  gave  $300  bail  to  appear  at  the  Gener; 
Sessions. 

Joe  Jefferson  has  accepted  the  proposa 
made  by  Dan  Harkins  to  appear  at  the  Fift! 
Avenue  Theatre,  New  York.  The  date  fixe, 
is  November  11th,  and  the  play  "Bip  Va: 
Winkle,"  of  course. 

Master  Lichtenberg  gave  another  farewe' 
concert  on  Monday  last.  The  young  gentle 
men  is  undoubtedly  a  fine  musician,  and  if  i 
were  not  for  that  fact  the  agony  of  this  pro 
longed  parting  would  be  intolerable. 

Misses  Mary  Anderson,  Fanny  Davenpoi 
and  Eose  Eytinge  are  being  lionized  in  Lon 
don. — Ex.  He,  he,  he.  What  is  meant  b 
sixth  rate  actresses  being  lionized  in  Londo 
is,  perhaps,  not  exactly  understood  in  th: 
country. 

The  immediate  cause  of  Charles  Matthew, 
last  sickness  was  a  ride  on  a  wet  and  chill 
night  from  Stalybridge  to  Manchester.  H 
caught  cold,  and  the  next  morning  was  con 
fined  to  his  bed  with  a  severe  bronchial  at 
tack,  which  lasted  a  week,  and  which  his  ag 
and  weakness  were  unable  to  withstand. 

Mr.  Henry  Irving  appeared  in  London  o 
Monday,  July  8,  in  a  farcial  comedy  adapte 
from  Pickwick,  by  Mr.  James  Alberry,  whic! 
says  the  London  Figaro,  is  the  same  piec 
that  was  produced  years  ago  at  the  Lyceur 
Theatre,  under  the  late  Mr.  Bateman's  man 
agement,  with  the  late  George  Bellmore  a 
Sam  Weller. 


Woodward's  Gardens. 
What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon 
don,  the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  th< 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar 
dens  are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ 
ence,  however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

FOUND— Violin,  Guitar  and  Banjo  Strings 
pure  in  tone  and  durable,  for  only  12%  cents  at 
at  MEYEKS'  Music  Store,  605  Kearny  Street. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Beport,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Bevenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 
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A  charming  musical  instrument.  A  Harp  and 
Guitar  combined.  Sweet-toned.  Very  popular. 
Can  learn  to  play  them  in  half  an  hour.  Only  $4, 
with  book  of  tones.     Agency  at  the  Music  Store  of 

BANCROFT,  KNIGHT  &  CO. 

733  Market  Street,  San  Francisco. 


MECHANICS'     INSTITUTE. 


Thirteenth  Industrial  Exhibition, 

SAN  FRANCISCO,    1878. 


The  Managers  have  the  honor  to  announce  to  the 
puhlic  that  the  THIRTEENTH  GRAND  EXHIBI- 
TION OF  SIENUE,  ART  AND  INDUSTRY,  given 
under  the  auspices  of  the  Mechanics'  Institute,  will 
open  at  the  Pavilion,  on  Market,  Eighth  and  Mission 
streets,  on  TUESDAY,  AUGUST  13th. 

Great  and  unusual  attractions  will  be  presented  to  visitors. 
Mining,  Agriculture  and  other  Machinery  will  be  in  motion.  Pa- 
cific Coast  Manufactures,  Minerals  and  Products  of  the  Soil  will  be 
fully  represented,  beside  many  new  and  interesting  novelties  never 
before  exhibited  on  this  Coast. 

The  Art  Department  will  be  under  the  supervision  of  the 
San  Francisco  Art  Association,  a  guarantee  for  excellence  and 
completeness.  Local  Art  will  be  specially  represented,  as  also 
works  of  noted  foreign  artists,  selected  from  the  private  galleries 
of  this  city. 

The  Horticultural  Garden,  so  popular  heretofore,  will  be 
made  still  more  attractive  this  year  by  the  addition  of  many  new 
features. 

The  Music— Each  afternoon  and  evening  a  first-class  Instru- 
mental Concert  will  be  given  by  the  best  soloists  and  accomplished 
musicians  of  this  city,  with  a  daily  change  of  programme  of  the 
best  and  most  popular  music. 

No  expense  or  pains  will  be  spared  by  the  Management  that  will 
add  to  the  comfort  or  convenience  of  visiors. 

Applications  for  space  or  information  can  be  obtained  from  the 
Secretary,  at  the  Office,  27  Post  Street.' 

IRVING  M.  SCOTT,  President. 
J.  H.  GILMORE,  Superintendent. 
J.  H.  CULVER,  Secretary. 


Outfit  free.     Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 
THE  HIBERNIA 

Savings  and.  Loan  Society, 

Cor.  Montgomery  and  Post  Sts. 

San  Francisco,  July  24,  1878. 
At  a  regular  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors, 
held  this  day,  a  dividend  a  the  rate  of  7  %  per  cent, 
per  annum  was  declared  on  all  deposits  for  the  six 
months  ending  July  21st,  1878,  payable  from  and  af- 
ter this  date,  free  from  Federal  Tax. 

EDW.  MARTIN,  Secretary. 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 


San  Francisco  Savings  Union, 

532  California  Street,  cor.  Webb. 

For  the  half  year  ending  with  30th  June,  1878,  a 
dividend  has  been  declared  at  the  rate  of  eight  (8) 
per  cent,  per  annum  on  Term  Deposits,  and  six  and 
two-thirds  (6  2-3)  per  cent,  per  annum  on  Ordinary 
Deposits,  free  of  Federal  Tax,  payable  on  and  after 
Tuesday,  July  16,  1878. 

LOVELL  WHITE,  Cashier. 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 


The  German  Savings  and  Loan 
Society. 

For  the  half  year  ending  June  30,  1878,  the  Board 
of  Directors  of  The  German  Savings  and  Loan  Socie- 
ty has  declared  a  dividend  on  Term  Deposits  at  the 
rate  of  eight  '8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  and  on  Ordi- 
nary Deposits  at  the  rate  of  six  and  two-thirds  (6%) 
per  cent,  per  annum,  free  from  Federal  Taxes,  and 
payable  on  and  after  the  15th  dav  of  July,  1878.  By 
order.  GEO.  LETTE,  Secretary. 


WANTED. 


In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,   CANVAS- 
SERS for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


AND    CUPS. 

One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cupB. 

THE 

Albany'  CjHate  011 

For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
dd  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhaulim,*  their  valves  and  packing — 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.    Will  last  Ave  years  and 
give  no  trouble, 

K.  HOE  &  CO'S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGEB  SAWS, 

^ —  ^  j  .y     always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
■^HM*/<£*       out  any  of  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saws  constantly  demand. 

B.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 


We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  s 
lines,  manufactories,  saw    mills,    etc.,   throughout  the    United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.    Address 

H.  L.  TATUM  &  CO.,  51  Fremont  St.,  S.  F. 
P.  O.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 
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THE  ONLY  HOUSE  in  the  city  that  receives  fresh  patterns  and  New  York  and  Paris  Fashions  weekly.     Samples,  with  instructions  for  self-measurament. 


NICOLL,  THE  TAILOR, 

Branch    of   New    York 


IS  gezrng  gt  nnd  505  ffantgam^  gt 

* » + 

The  Quickest,  Best  and  Cheapest  Tailor  in  the  World. 

Pants  to   Order  in  Six  Hours,  and  Suits  in  One  Day,  if  Required. 


TO  GUDER 

Pants,  -  from  $4.00 
Suits,  -  from  $15.00 
Overcoats,  from  $15.00 
Dress  Coats,    "  $20.00 


TO  ORDER 

Black  Doeskin 

Pants,  -  from  $7.00 
White  Vests,  '■  $3.00 
Fancy  Vests,  "    $6.00 


A  small  stock  on  hand,  of  our  own  make,  to  select  from.    Tailors   and    the   public    supplied  with  cloth  and  trimmings  at  wholesale  prices  by  the  yard;  cut. 


Prise  Boot 


OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


combined.      For  style  and  com 

fort  they  excel  all  others.     Th( 

elastic  is  so  placed   back   of 

.  the   ankle   as  to  protect   it 

from   wear  and  it 

does       not      bind 

around   the  ankle 

Jike  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 
327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


FRBHGB 

Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH   STREET, 

Above  Kearny,  SAN  FKANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  Dleectoe. 

The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878 

By  order, 

feb2-6mos 


GTJSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 


<DK   -f-^v   QiOO  Pcr  day  at  home.    Samples  worth  §5  free. 
*Pt»    LVJ    <$&\J   AdJrcss  Stinso.1  Si  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


Savings  asid  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICEKS: 


President 

ViCE-PltESIDENT . 

11.  D.  Sweeny, 
P.  McAran, 
K.  J.  Tobin, 
Treasurer  .... 
Attorney 


.., C 

TRUSTEES- 
C.D.O'Sullivan, 
John  Sullivan, 
Peter  Donohue, 


.M.  D.  SWEENY 
D.  O'SOLLIVAN 


M.  J.  O'Connor, 
Gus.  Touchard, 
Jo.  A,  Donohue, 
EDWARD  MARTIN 
.RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  C'o's  Express  Otlice  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Hook  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  32.50  upward.      Office  HourB  from  9  to  3. 

july21-tf  ' 


MANUFACTURERS 

Of  the  best  improved  Trusses,  con- 
structed on  scientific  principles.    A 
perfect  retainer,  combining  ease  and 
comfort. 
CALIFORNIA  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
COMPANY,  615  Sacramento  street,    San  Francisco. 
Send  for  Illustrated  Catalogue. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


PANTS  to  Order 
SUITS  from    -    - 


$5.00 
$20.00 


— THE— 


BEST  Car© 


—AND— 


HONEST   WORK. 


MEYERS 

The  Artist  Tailor. 

r»01    Kearny  Street,  cor.  California. 

marl6-4mos 


$66 


a  week  in  your  own  town.  Terras  and  $5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallbtt  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


THE  ONLY  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 


Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  SECOND  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 

be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,'   -  $4  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrierin  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

£^A11  Postmasters  are  Agents.      Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


Commencing  MONDAY,  JULY  29th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),  connecting  with 
Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa, 
Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  con- 
nections at  Lakevills  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City, 
Highland  Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  Geysers. 

tOLConneetions  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  for  Kor- 
bel's, Guerneville  and  the  Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.15  A.  M.] 


Sunday  Excursions  at  Reduced  Bates. 


8f\f\  A.  M.  SUNDAYS  ONLY,  via  Donahue,  for  Cloverdale 
•  v/v/  and  way  statians. 

Fares  for  the    round    trip;  Donahue,  $1.00,   Petaluma,  §1.50, 
Santa  Rosa,  82.00,  Healdsburg.  $3.00,  Cloverdale  §4.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forrcstville,   Korbel's, 
Guerneville,  the  Russian  River  and  Big  Trees. 

Fares  for  round  trip:  Fulton  and  Laguna,  $2.60,  Forrestville, 
Korbel's  and   Guerneville,  $3.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M.] 


^Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  3.00  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN, 
Gen.  Manager.         Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 


NOTICE. 

The  public  are  respectfully  informedjhat  hereafter 
no  advertisements  of  an  improper  or  suspicious  na- 
ture will  be  published  by  this  paper. 
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CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420-1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .Alirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 
FREE 

M&me  sM  inteMigeme  Bmrmm 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOE  AN5T  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours-  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  H.  A.  P.  PLETZ,  Superintendent. 

G.   BAYREUTHER, 

— PBACTICAL— 

Tinsmith  &  Plumber, 

Dealer  in  and  Manufacturer  of 


GARDEN  HOSE. 


STOVES,  RANGES,  COPPER,  TIN  &  SHEET  IRON  WARE 

Vessels  and  Hotel  Work  to  Order. 

SMOKY  CHIMNEYS  A  SPECIALTY. 

JVO.    226    FIRST    STREET, 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OF   THE. 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
"WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO.., 
M&wspsp§Pi,  Bmk  #  I&b  Printers 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 

Printers  of  the  "WASP. 

novl7-tf 

Q.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  H.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KOEBEL  & 
BEOS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL 
&  BEOS.,  in  Santa  Eosa. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


50  Feet  1-2  inch  3-ply  Hose, 
50  Feet  3-4  inch  3-ply  Hose, 


$4.75 
$5.75 


W.  R.  ALLEN, 

PLUMBER   AND    &ASFITTER, 
899  MARKET  STREET,  bet.  4th  and  5th. 


t©  Eaigir. 

Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  (§15),  at 
the  R,  R.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  in 
Santa  Rosa. 


W.  E.  Chambeelatn,  Jb. 


Thos.  A.  Robinson. 


BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Courss  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 


$JL 


O!    Ah! 

MULLER 

IS      THE 

LeadingOptician 

135  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

opposite  the  Occidental  Hotel, 

NEAR  BUSH  ST. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED     WASP. 


15 


DOAWE    <Sc    O  O. 

Importers  aud  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell  Oysters^ 

Stall  No.  93,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO 


Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finesl 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 


X?.  HICKS  <3te  GO.. 

BOOK  BINDERS 

■ — AND 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543   Clay   Street 


jan5-tf 


SAN  FRANCISCO. 


//All  Flirty  ' 


1ST, 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,  effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,    from  Paris. 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.  Parlors  2  and  3,  tip 
stairs. 

B.  S.  BUENS, 

Agent  for 

Tho  Hlwtratad  Wasp 

Office  in  E.  F.  HasweU's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,    between   J   and   K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 

A.  SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Boom  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 

TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

623  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
l  in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of 
\all  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
aerative  organs,  and  all  physical  con- 
[iditians  of  weakness  consequent  upon 
sJthe  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 
Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successfull  treated. 
The  sick  and  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  inEuropf 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospitals  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. •  DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  h« 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  may  be  CURED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 


J  WHOLESALE  0EA7>.r  •• 


^     22US2^0NTSTR^ 


n  |9  COMMERCIAL  r>1 
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8A»  HIANCISCO 


HFFir.E: 

CiO'iCAI.II''  OUX  I  A.      HT 

N  W.  COH.  OF  KEARNY    ST 


SanPrancisco,  Augustto^_I878 


;-~  RECOROED    AT  SACRAMENTO   CAL  .- 
BY  THE    PUBLISHERS    OF  THE   WASP. 


A     HARD 


l\D     J  0^5 
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Published  erery  Saturday, 

-     AT 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
Thtety-ftve  cents  pee  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVAEIABLT    IN  ADVANCE) 

(.Postage  Free) 

One  Year        -  $4.00 

Six  Months  ...  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -       -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 
(.Postage  Free) 

One  Year  ....  $5.00 
Six  Months  -  -  -  -  $2.50 
Three  Months      -      *-  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealebb. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmastees. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Coeeespondents. — When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  602  California  street, 
San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  AUGUST  10,  1878. 

"  'Gainst  the  wrong  that  needs  redressing, 
For  the  weak,  (he  strong  oppressing." 

The  recent  interview  between  Gen.  Grant 
and  a  correspondent  of  the  New  York  Herald 
named  J.  K.  Young,  should,  if  it  may  be  cre- 
dited with  the  attribute  of  truth,  be  received 
a  very  great  satisfaction  by  the  people  of  this 
country.  As  a  General  who  was  successful 
in  a  very  great  military  undertaking  Grant's 
name  will  be  carried  along  the  corridors  of 
time  surrounded  by  a  halo  of  glory.  As  a 
statesman,  the  more  conscientious  of  his 
friends  must  admit  that  he  has  been  a  failure. 
To  be  a  successful  and  able  leader  of  men  in 
armed  conflict  calls  for  the  possession  of  a 
particular  kind  of  talent — that  kind  Grant 
possesses.  To  be  a  successful  and  able  leader 
of  men  in  the  peaceful  conflict  of  every  day 
life  calls  for  the  possession  of  quite  another 
description  of  talent — that  kind  Grant  does 
not  possess.  It  is  therefore,  we  say,  a  mat- 
ter for  congratulation  that  the  General  does 
not  desire  to  occupy  the  White  House  for  a 
third  term.  No  one  will  doubt  for  one  mo- 
ment but  that,  as  President,  he  was  actuated 
by  a  desire  to  serve  his  country  according  to 
his  lights,  but  it  must  be  admitted  that  his 
lights  were  dim.  And,  in  addition,  they  were 
at  times  almost  obscured  by  the  vileness  of 
the  crowd  of  unprincipled  politicians  who 
surrounded  him. 


[See  Double-page  niustration.T 
PIXLEY    OX   THE   RAMPAGE. 

A  person,  named  Pixley,  informs  us 
through  the  medium  of  his  paper,  the  Argo- 
naut, that  he  has  been  inspired  to  advise  his 
readers  not  to  subscribe  their  money  to  aid 
in  the  establishment  of  a  "Kindergarten" 
school  in  this  city. 

The  reasons  which  impel  this  extraordi- 
nary man  to  adopt  this  "inspired"  course  of 
action  are  about  as  unique  as  his  views  on  the 
whole  question  of  education — and,  we  might 
add,  upon  all  imaginable  topics.  Apparently 
they  are  so  strong,  and  ill-founded,  that  he 
feels  it  compulsory  upon  him  to  sustain  them 
by  alluding  to  a  gentleman  of  thrice  his  own 
educational  acquirements,  and  one  hundred 
times  his  own  native  intelligence,  in  epithets 
which  have  a  decided  flavor  of  the  gutter. 
So  far  as  regards  this  person's  individual 
opinions,  no  matter  how  foolish  or  how 
grossly  expressed,  we  have  nothing  to  say. 
But  when,  in  the  capacity  of  a  public  journa- 
list, he  attacks  a  movement  designed  to  ele- 
vate and  improve  mankind  "we  exercise  a  pri- 
vilege, if  we  do  not  perform  a  duty,"  in  ex- 
posing his  sojjhistry  and  condemning  his 
violation  of  the  ordinary  courtesies,  de- 
cencies, and  proprieties  of  civilized  society. 
So  far  as  we  could  judge  from  his  senseless 
diatribe  he  objects  to  the  "Kindergarten"  on 
the  grouud  that — here  we  find  ourselves  in  a 
difficulty.  We  can't  give  his  reasons  for  be- 
ing opposed  to  the  "Kindergarten"  because 
he  has  never  expressed  them.  We  might  in- 
deed add  that,  it  is  extremely  probable  that 
he  has  got  none.  It  is  true  that  he  states  he 
is  "opposed  to  teaching  little  Germans  over 
six  years  of  age  how  to  speak  their  mother 
tongue  at  the  public  expense."  But  we  are 
unable  to  see  in  what  way  that  effects  the 
"Kindergarten."  We  may  parenthetically 
interject  that,  if  this  individual  had  been 
properly  taught  his  "mother  tongue,"  he 
would  not  have  left  us  in  so  much  doubt  as 
to  whether  he  meant  that  he  was  opposed  to 
personally  engaging  in  the  work  of  teaching 
the  German  language,  or  that  he  was  opposed 
to  having  it  taught.  He  affects  to  believe 
that  there  is  great  danger  of  the  "Kinder- 
garten" being  engrafted  upon  our  educa- 
tional system.  To  use  his  own  elegant 
phraseology,  "he  scents  the  rodent."  We 
recollect  having  heard  it  stated  that  the  fox 
with  all  its  cuteness  is  sometimes  deceived  to 
the  extent  of  believing  that  its  own  foul  ef- 
fluvium emanates  from  another  source. 

What  is  the  "Kindergarten"  which  ar- 
rouses  this  great  man's  ire  ?  The  "Kinder- 
garten" is  an  educational  institution;  its  aim 
is  to  gather  in  from  the  back  slums  of  large, 
over-populated,  cities  those  little  waifs  who 
are  tossing  about,  without  a  rudder  or  com- 
pass, on  life's  billows,  and  to  educate  them 
in  the  ordinary  proprieties  of  life.  To  teach 
them  to  be  cleanly  in  their  person,  to  be 
truthful  in  their  speech,  and  respectful  in 
their  demeanor,  and  so  to  arouse  in  them 
those  feelings  which  will  prevent  them  from 
drifting  into  a  life  of  vice.  The  mere  fact  that 
this  institution  had  its  origin  in  Germany  is 
sufficient  to  provoke  the  hostility  of  this 
"free-spirited  American  citizen."     To  him,  a 


foreigner  is  a  thing,  to  come  here  and  engage 
in  a  menial  occupation,  to  enrich  the  coun- 
try by  its  industry,  to  become  a  voter,  and  to 
support  the  political  aspirations  of  Massa- 
chusetts-born mountebanks  and  charlatans 
at  the  polls.  But  when  that  foreigner  at- 
tempts to  assert  his  rights  as  a  citizens,  or  to 
introduce  a  highly  commendable  institution, 
then  he  becomes,  in  the  eyes  of  the  oracle,  a 
public  enemy,  a  something  to  be  railed  at, 
and  lied  about. 

It  has  been  said,  with  a  great  degree  of 
truth,  that  a  man  always  measures  his  neigh- 
bor's corn  according  to  his  own  bushel.  In- 
capable, himself,  of  doing  a  good  action  from 
a  worthy  motive,  it  naturally  follows  that  the 
great  Pixley  should  insinuate  personal  ad- 
vantage as  Dr.  Adler's  impelling  motive. 
Unable  to  perform  a  good  or  a  generous  ac- 
tion for  its  own  sake,  it  is  impossible  that  he 
should  conceive  any  person  else  doing  so; 
and  so  he  necessarily  "presumes"  that  be- 
cause Dr.  Adler  has  devoted  considerable 
time  and  labor  in  its  advocacy,  he  is  figuring 
for  a  position  as  manager  of  the  "Kindergar- 
ten." He  might  have  learned  without  any 
great  trouble  that  Dr.  Adler  had  no  intention 
of  remaining  in  this  city,  but  the  opportuni- 
ty to  indulge  his  slanderous  instincts  was  too 
great  to  be  resisted. 

Mr.  Pixley  has  for  some  time  past  been 
the  bitter,  if  inconsistant,  opponent  of  popu- 
lar education.  Rejected  by  the  people  as  a 
political  leader,  he  has  become  impressed 
with  the  opinion  that  the  people  have  already 
too  much  education.  Nor  is  it  altogether 
strange  that  it  should  be  so.  A  man  natur- 
ally founds  his  opinions  upon  his  own  per- 
sonal experience,  and  this  individual  may 
well  argue,  what  has  education  done  forme ? 
Has  it  prevented  me  from  truckling,  dema- 
gogue like,  to  the  mob  ?  Has  it  prevented 
me  from  toadying  to,  and  fawning  upon,  the 
wealthy  and  influential  few  ?  Has  it  preven- 
ted me  from  describing  a  gentleman,  who  is 
my  equal  in  social  standing,  and  far  more 
than  my  equal  in  erudition,  in  coarse  vulgar 
language  ?  Has  it  so  widened  and  devel- 
oped my  mind  that  I  am  above  all  narrow 
prejudices  in  regard  to  race,  nativity  and  re- 
ligeon  ?  Has  it  caused  me  to  rise  to  the  true 
dignity  of  manhood  and  the  responsibilities 
of  life  ?  And  all  these  queries  being  neces- 
sarily answered  in  the  negative,  it  is  not  sur- 
prising that  he  should  be  "inspired"  to  op- 
pose education.  But  then  he  forgets  that  he 
himself  is  a  phenomenon  and  that  the  ordinary 
laws  of  cause  and  effect  will  not  apply  to  him. 

The  illustration  on  our  double-page  shows 
Mr.  Pixley  in  his  favorite  attitude,  while  in 
the  back  ground  is  a  slight  sketch  of  what 
he  hopes  to  accomplish. 


OUR  GREATNESS  IN  CROOKEDNESS. 

LESAL   FRAUDS. 

There  is  no  phase  of  American  life  in  which 
the  prevailing  spirit  of  fraud  and  chicanery 
is  more  strongly  developed  then  it  is  in  the 
administrative  department  of  the  law.  The 
law  is  an  institution  founded  upon  a  necessity 
which  the  evil  instincts  of  the  race  has   crea- 
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ted.  It  is  supposed  to  be  the  philosophy  of 
right  applied  in  such  a  way  that  it  will  strike 
the  ordinary  occurrences  of  life  and  be  pro- 
ductive of  fair  play  and  justice  between  man 
and  man.  At  least  that  was  the  design 
which  lead  to  its  establishment.  But  there 
may  be,  in  fact  there  are,  serious  doubts  en- 
tertained, at  the  present  time,  as  to  whether 
it  effects  that  purpose.  As  to  whether  it  has 
not  grown  to  be  a  gigantic  evil  instead  of  a 
beneficial  remedy  for  evil. 

We  have  in  this  State  a  Supreme  Judiciary 
the  acts  of  which  all  observant  men  regard 
with  grave  suspicion.  "We  have  District 
Courts,  each  one  with  a  separate  and  distinct 
interpretation  of  the  law.  "We  have  innum- 
erable Puisne  Courts,  in  the  construction  of 
which  knowledge  of  the  law  was  left  out  al- 
together. Finally  we  have  a  bar  full,  to  the 
overflowing,  of  lawyers  (God  save  the  mark !) 
And  what  is  the  result  ?  The  most  simple 
matter  of  dispute  takes  ages  to  settle,  and 
frequently  the  costs  alone  amount  to  more 
money  than  the  sum  in  dispute.  Dickens' 
celebrated  "Jarndice  and  Jarndice"  was  a 
burlesque  on  the  delays  and  rapacity  of  the 
English  Court  of  Chancery.  Applied  to  this 
country,  and  not  to  one  but  all  the  courts,  it 
would  be  a  hard  unpalatable  fact — not  a  bur- 
lesque. It  is  a  matter  of  everyday  occur- 
rence for  suits  to  be  instituted  which  might 
be  adjudicated  upon  and  disposed  of  inside 
three  months,  but  instead  of  that  they  last 
for  years,  in  some  instances  for  a  life  time. 
It  is  a  notorious  fact  that  both  civil  and  cri- 
minal justice  can  be  influenced  by  money. 
It  is  a  glaring  and  unquestionable  truth  that 
the  man  of  money  may  commit  almost  any 
offense  against  decency,  honor,  order, 
and  law,  and  yet  the  scales  of  justice,  under 
the  talismanie  influences  of  his  gold,  will 
weigh  him  out  harmless.  It  has  been  estab- 
lished beyond  dispute  that,  in  nine  cases  out 
of  ten,  civil  actions  for  the  maintenance  of 
rights,  or  the  redress  of  wrongs,  terminate 
in  favor  of  the  man  of  wealth  as  against  the 
poor  man.  And  it  will  be  observed  that 
where  the  means  of  the  litigants  is  about 
evenly  balanced,  an  interesting  game  of  skill 
ensues  which  may  have  an  immediate  termi- 
nation, or  may  be  prolonged  for  years,  and 
the  eventual  result  shows  which  party  pos- 
sessed the  most  skill,  but  does  not  in  any 
way  indicate  on  which  the  side  equities  lay. 
Is  that  condition  of  affairs  not  intolerable  ? 
Is  it  not  a  reproach  upon  our  vaunted  repub- 
lican institutions  that  the  law,  which  is  the 
essence  of  government,  should  discriminte 
between  citizens  on  the  score  of  wealth  ?  "We 
think  so.  We  venture  to  entertain  the  opin- 
ion that  the  time  has  arrived  when  this  con- 
dition of  affairs  must  be  altered,  and  that  too 
in  a  radical  manner.  The  judicature  must 
be  made  more  honest  and  more  capable.  The 
bar  must  be  purified  of  those  vampires  and 
sharks  who  prey  upon  the  public  from  a  se- 
cure retreat,  and  who,  in  doing  so,  spare 
neither  youth  nor  age  nor  infirmity;  who 
know  no  feeling  other  than  self-aggrandise- 
ment. We  propose,  for  our  part,  calling 
public  attention  to  one  or  two  salient  points 
in  this  question  and  leaving  to  such  reform- 
ers as  may  be  in  our  midst  the  duty  of  clean- 
sing the  Augean  stable. 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
A  HARD  JOB. 

In  these  dull  times  "a  job"  is  a  difficult 
thing  to  obtain,  and  there  are  many  willing 
hands  and  active  brains  resting  in  enforced 
idleness.  The  Press  of  San  Francisco,  how- 
ever, is  not  in  that  condition.  It  has  got  "a 
job"  on  hand  which  we  appropriately  qualify 
with  the  adjective  "hard."  Any  person  at 
all  acquainted  with  the  Board  of  Supervisors 
or  that  other  august  body  the  Board  of 
Health  well  knows  that  it  is  as  difficult  to 
get  them  to  adopt  a  sensible  course  of  action 
on  any  question  as  it  is  to  drive  a  milesian 
pig  to  market.  Every  person  knows,  has 
known  for  years  past,  that  that  portion  of 
this  city  denominated  Chinatown,  is  a  reek- 
ing cesspool  of  every  description  of  filth  and 
vileness,  and  that  it  is  a  mere  matter  of  good 
luck  that  the  city  has  not  been  decimated  by 
a  pestilence  bred  by  it.  In  fact  we  might  be 
permitted  to  add  that  there  are  a  half  a  dozen 
or  more  localities  in  our  midst  existing  in  a 
state  of  unexampled  uncleanliness,  but  Chi- 
natown is  worst  of  all.  And  what  have  the 
authorities  done  to  purify  this  plague  spot  ? 
Why  from  time  to  time  with  periodical  regu- 
larity they  have  appointed  a  committee  or 
something  of  the  sort  to  inquire  into  the  mat- 
ter. We  can  recollect  no  period  of  time, 
within  the  last  five  years  or  so,  that  there  has 
not  been  an  inquisitive  deputation  of  truth- 
seekers  working  their  way  throug  Chinatown 
with  spring  clothes  pins  on  their  noses. 
Their  labors  have  invariably  been  followed 
by  a  report  or  two,  which  have  been  amply 
discussed  and  then — .  Then  we  have  had  a 
cubic  air  ordinance  and  a  half  a  dozen  other 
toys  to  play  with,  but  Chinatown  is  to-day 
in  quite  as  bad  if  not  worse  condition  than  it 
was  five  years  ago.  Our  Solons  seem  cap- 
able of  every  exertion  except  that  which  in- 
telligence would  suggest  as  a  means  to  ac- 
complish the  end  in  view.  It  may  possibly 
be  that  San  Francisco  has  been  existing  in  a 
state  of  foulness  for  so  long  that  the  Board 
of  Health  have  lost  sight  of  all  knowledge  of 
what  sanitary  measures  are,  and  that  the 
Board  of  Supervisors  have  had  their  olifac- 
tory  organs  so  seasoned  with  the  stench  of 
their  own  corruption  that  they  are  unable  to 
discriminate  between  dirt  and  cleanliness. 
Those  are  things,  of  course,  about  which  we 
are  merely  speculating. 

In  the  illustration  which  will  be  found  on 
our  first  page,  it  will  be  observed  that  we 
have  represented  this  Chinatown  question  as 
a  large  cart  filled  with  garbage  and  a  couple 
of  specimens  of  the  wretched  inhabitants.  It 
is  stuck  hard  and  fast  in  a  bad  place,  while  a 
broken  down  horse  and  a  dissipated  looking 
mule  are  making  impotent  efforts  to  pull  it 
out.  The  San  Francisco  Press  acts  as  driver 
and  is  urging  them  on  with  vigorous  strokes 
of  his  whip.  In  the  foreground  stands  Mr. 
Wasp  calmly  surveying  the  whole  proceeding 
and  saying  to  himself:  "Verily  there  is  but 
little  health  in  the  land." 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,  $4  a  year.   Thirty - 
five  cents  a  month  by  carriers. 


ANECDOTES  OF  EMIXEXT  ME>\ 

BT   THE    "ONLY   BONES." 

B.  IVIsraeli  Beaconsfield — the  hero  of  the  honri 
The  man  who  held  five  aces  at  Berlin!  No  one 
knows  of  the  early  straggles  of  England's  greatest 
premier.  Some  Dogus  stories  have  got  into  print 
about  his  going  into  his  father's  bedroom  one  cold 
winter's  morning;  and  cutting  down  a  cherry  tree — 
his  father's  favorite — that  had  been  hung  up  the 
night  before  as  a  bait  to  catch  the  liar  of  the  family. 
When  the  father  discovered  the  murder  of  the  cherry 
tree,  he  sent  for  Dizzy.  "My  son,"  said  he,  "Vos  it 
you  vot  down  dot  sherry  tree  gut  ?"  The  future 
Earl  of  Beaconsfield,  with  a  canister  expression  on 
his  face,  that  would  have  done  credit  to  Louis  Ai- 
bischer,  his  nostrils  heaving  with  excitement,  replied : 
"I  don't  can  tell  a  lie  (for  nothing) ;  it  vas  mine 
brudder  Jake  vot  did  it."  "Besides,"  added  D'lsra- 
eli,  with  a  peculiar  smile,  "I  don't  vant  a  sherry  tree 
I'm  after  a  Cyprus."     And  he  got  it. 

When  Victor  Hugo  was  an  infant,  he  wrote  a  novel 
on  the  dress  of  his  nurse,  so  placed,  that  every  time 
her  sweetheart  embraced  her,  he  struck  off  a  copy 
on  his  shirt  bosom.  "Whenever  the  whimsical  novel- 
ist got  angry  at  his  nurse,  he  would  have  her  lover 
arrested,  on  the  plea  that  the  novel  was  copy-righted, 
and  force  the  poor  swain  to  sell  his  shirt  off  his  back 
to  get  the  chapter  where  the  heroine  hung  herself. 
A  wrong  version  of  this  story  is  extant,  in  which  it 
is  asserted,  that  it  was  Hugo's  nurse  who  wrote 
the  work  on  the  sole  of  her  slipper,  and  af- 
ter every  whipping  that  he  got,  Victor  used  to  squat 
on  a  sheet  of  white  paper,  and  thus  secure  a  perfect 
impression  of  the  bright  thoughts. 

And  this  reminds  me  of  an  anecdote  of  Alfred  Ten- 
nyson, the  poet.  One  day  he  was  walking  dreamily 
along  the  sea  shore  at  Santa  Cruz,  when  his  atten- 
tion was  attracted  by  a  number  of  hearts  drawn  in 
the  sand.  They  were  artistically  moulded  in  the 
damp  beach,  and  their  frequency  caused  the  poet  to 
ponder  deeply.  ^Could  they  be  traced  by  lovers  1 
By  the  ends  of  parasols  or  canes  ?  Hardly.  Solu- 
tion seemed  impossible  when  his  eye  caught  sight  of 
a  group  of  bathers  seated  on  the  sand.  Suddenly 
they  sprang  up  and  rushed  merrily  into  the  breakers. 
He  counted  them.  There  were  eight — eight  hearts 
in  the  sand.     The  mystery  was  solved. 

From  poetry  to  prose — from  Tennyson  to  the  sand 
lot  leader.  There  are  no  anecdotes,  nor  anything 
else,  in  the  latter's  life,  but  his  late  speech  in  Bos- 
ton, may  be  of  some  interest.  At  a  few  minutes  be- 
fore eight,  the  great  Agitator  lixivated  his  chin,  as- 
cended the  rostrum,  and  faced  the  dense  throng  of 
empty  benches,  old  maids,  and  a  dejected  Chronicle 
reporter.  The  silence  was  intense — you  could  have 
heard  a  house  fall.  "Dear  girls,"  began  Denis." 
"The  Chinese  Must  Go."  "I  come  to  bury  the  ce- 
lestial, not  to  praise  him.  You  have  all  heard  of  me 
(addressing  the  reporter  and  the  other  three  audi- 
tors) on  the  Pacific  Slope,  of  my  success  in  spread- 
ing incendiary  language  and  sand  lot  fleas.  With 
the  Press  against  me,  and  the  distilleries  in  my  fa- 
vor, I  waged  the  good  fight.  I  waged  it  well.  I 
brought  down  wages.  No  one  ever  thought  of  work- 
ing for  a  dollar  a  day,  until  after  my  voice  had  been 
heard  in  the  desert.  The  Alta  helped  me  immensely 
by  devoting  two  colums  a  day  to  tirades  against  me. 
This  proved  me  of  some  consequence,  as  the  boys 
only  throw  stones  at  the  treeswhich  bear  the  fruit.  I ' 
demonstrated  the  fact,  that  an  empty  lot,  with  a  head 
like  the  lot,  is  superior  to  a  foolish  old  woman  in  a 
newspaper  office.  I  bored  the  bearded  Pixley  in  his 
den,  and  led  him  and  his  paper  around  by  the  nose, 
until  he  found  I  was  giving  nini  away  to  his  ten-but- 
ton-kid-glove subscribers  upon  Nob  Hill.  Then  he 
quickly  dropped  me."  Here  the  great  Agitator 
paused  at  the  hollow  sound  of  his  own  bray.  An 
elderly  female,  with  a  scruffy  skin  and  a  chest  like 
an  ironing  board,  nudged  her  neighbor  and  whisp- 
ered: 

"He  isn't  like  Beecher,  is  he  ?" 

"No,"  replied  her  somewhat  younger  companion, 
"not  half  so  nice  and  wicked ;  and  look  at  his  brogans 
— seventeen  at  least.     Let's  go." 

And  the  audience  rose  en  masse,  and  the  little  Wasp, 
perched  on  his  painer  went  out  too,  and  left  Denis 
alone  in  his  glory. 
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A  thing  to  be  looked  into — a  mirror. 

Somebody  that  "slumbers  not  nor  sleeps" 
— A  mosquito. 

A  workingman  who  is  always  on  the  strike 
— a  blacksmith. 

A  cat  is  said  to  have  nine  lives.     Old  P 

has  more  for  he  dies  every  day. 

How  many  men  are  there  who  have  never 
been  in  battle,  who  have  been  destroyed  by 
grape. 

Paris  has  invented  a  square  umbrella. 
When  were  umbrellas  ever  'round — when 
wanted  ? 

Whisky  is  manufactured  out  of  potatoes. 
Has  that  fact  any  connection  with  the  "Mur- 
phy" movement? 

Physicians  say  that  men  of  genius  and  edu- 
cation are  never  attacked  by  leprosy — Bierce 
smiles  as  though  he  was  happy. 

Peivate  advices  have  been  received  from 
Gotham  to  the  effect  that  the  Sun  denies 
having  been  eclipsed  the  other  day. 

The  man  who  dreamt  he  dwelt  in  marble 
halls,  has  been  accidentally  locked  up  in  a 
mausoleum,  and  so  his  dream  is  "out." 

It  has  just  been  discovered  that  there  is  a 
decided  affinity  between  baseball  and  poetry. 
There  are  nine  muses,  and  nine  players. 

It  is  not  wrong  to  put  on  "airs"  during  the 
heated  term.  But  it  is  wrong  to  put  on 
another  man's  coat  during  the  cold  term. 

A  thermometer  may  be  regulated  with  a 
brick,  a  watch  may  be  cleaned  with  a  scrub- 
bing brush,  and  a  maiden's  smiles  may  be 
won  with  candy. 

A  man  in  New  Jersey  was  struck  by  light- 
ening while  singing  the  "Sweet  Bye  and 
Bye."  Hallelujah  have  a  care.  "The  times 
are  out  of  joint." 

The  annual  remuneration  of  a  brewer  is 
three  times  that  of  the  President  of  a  Univer- 
sity. That  is  the  reason  why  so  many  Argo- 
nauts are  in  existence. 

The  shipping  interests  of  San  Francisco 
are  looking  down.  In  fact  they  are  rapidly 
approaching  the  bed  rock.  Schooners  may 
be  purchased  for  five  cents. 

"Vengeance  is  mine,  I  will  repay,  saith 
etc."  Yet  not  one  of  the  Potter  investiga- 
tion witnesses  has  been  killed  by  sun-stroke. 
Faith  is  put  to  a  hard  test  these  days. 

A  Berry  street  father,  and  a  christian, 
went  out  on  Sunday  evening  to  take   a  look 


;it  "the  lay  of  the  land."  His  wife  found 
him  an  hour  or  so  afterwards,  at  the  grocery 
■store,  examining  a  basket  of  eggs — there 
were  glasses  on  the  counter  too. 

"The  Lord  tempereth  the  wind  to  the  shorn 
lamb,"  observed  the  policeman  as  he  gathered 
up  the  remainder  of  the  fleeced  granger  out  of 
the  gutter.  But  his  Honor  said  a  bed  in  the 
gutter  costs  $5,  Times  are  hard,  wet  cobble 
stones  are  hard,  prices  must  be  reduced. 

It  seems  inexplicable  why  some  people 
should  systematically  la}"  themselves  out  to 
be  miserable  and  melancholy.  A  Van  Ness 
Avenue  maiden  softly  warbled,  with  a  piano 
banging  accompanyment,  "I'm  saddest  when 
I  sing."  Then  why  the  dickens  does  she 
sing? 

The  show  business  has,  for  some  years 
past,  been  principally  characterised  by 
breaches  of  faith  on  the  part  of  the  shower. 
Recently  a  man  in  Burleigh  advertised  that 
he  would  deliver  a  lecture  on  suicide  and  il- 
lustrate the  same  by  a  practical  example  of 
how  the  thing  was  done.  He  carried  out  the 
programme  to  the  letter,  the  coroner  is 
richer  by  one  fee,  and  a  good  start  has  been 
made  on  the  road  back  to  virtue.  That  man's 
life  may  have  been  lived  to  no  purpose,  but 
his  death  was  died  for  a  grand  object. 

Both  parties  are  confident  of  carrying  the 
State  of  Ohio. — Ex.  There  is  but  little  doubt 
that  either  of  the  existing  political  parties 
would  be  quite  willing  to  carry  off  that  com- 
monwealth to  the  nearest  junk  shop  and  sell 
it  for  what  it  would  bring.  But  it  must  be 
recollected  that  Ohio  is  a  sovereign  State  in 
this  federation,  and  it  is  to  be  hoped  that,  if 
any  person  or  party  attempts  to  do  so,  the 
energies  of  our  military  and  naval  armaments 
will  be  directed  to  preserving  the  glory  and 
independence  and  integrity  of  the   country. 

Last  Monday's  issue  of  the  Offend-nobody 
paper  states  that  the  road  to  advancement  in 
the  United  States,  is  open  to  all,  "without 
distinction  of  person."  The  Offend-nobody 
has  always  been  regarded  as  a  journal  which, 
if  it  occasionally  drifted  into  idiocy,  was 
truthful  and  accure  to  a  phenomenal  degree. 
But  that  opinion  can  no  longer  be  enter- 
tained in  the  face  of  this  gross  violation  of 
veracity.  Every  person  knows  that  the  road 
to  advancement  is  not  open  to  all  "without 
distinction  of  person."  The  first  person  is 
quite  distinct  from  the  third  person. 

Good  name  for  a  lady  lawyer — Sue. —  Borne 
Sentinel.  For  a  female  gambler — Bet. — Ball- 
ston  Democrat.  For  a  female  shoemaker — 
Peg. — Ex.  For  a  female  compositor — Em. 
— St.  John  Torch.  For  a  female  soldier — 
Sally — Breakfast  Table.  For  a  female  con- 
tractor— Bridget. — Dutch  Almanac.  For  a 
female  barber — Terese. — Kiang-Shinbaum. 
For  a  female  angler — Caroline. — Alaska 
Punch.  For  a  Louisiana  female  witness — 
Lize. — Jforr.  Herald.  Very  good,  gentle- 
men. You  are  all  of  you  very  clever  no 
doubt.  But  can  any  of  you  explain  why  a 
square  inch  of  hives,  just  between  the  shoul- 
der blades,  should  cause  a  man  to  swear  in 
five  different  languages  inside  half  an  hour  ? 
— Wasp. 


"Shadows."  This  is  a  very  interesting 
book.  Who  is  there  who  does  not  recollect, 
in  his  infantile  days,  sitting  in  a  big  room, 
at  the  close  of  a  winter's  evening,  when  the 
fire  jumped,  and  glared,  and  danced,  and 
cast  many  strange  figures  on  the  wall.  When 
the  great  panorama  of  life  with  its  numerous 
drunks,  its  mashes,  its  disappointments,  and 
its  victories,  was  typified  in  changing,  rest- 
less, unsatisfactory,  phantoms.  They  were 
shadows.  The  book  does  not  say  so,  but 
they  were  shadows  all  the  same  whether  it 
does  or  not.  This  work  is  manifestly  incom- 
plete, all  books  are  more  or  less  so.  Any 
how  there  are  too  many  shadows  and  too  lit- 
tle reality  about  life.  We  want  more  beef- 
steak and  less  chicken  fixings. 

"Ihe  Boy  Pirate."  This  world  is  full  of 
pirates,  especially  the  literary  part  of  it.  We 
will  honestly  confess  that  we  are  unable  to 
conceive  why  so  much  paper  and  ink  should 
be  wasted  in  writing  about  them.  This 
book  belongs  to  the  department  of  fiction. 
The  pirate  who  steals  your  most  logical  ar- 
ticle or  spiciest  paragraph  is  not  ficticious. 
He  is  a  hard,  stern,  uncompormising,  fact. 
The  particular  pirate  who  forms  the  hero  of 
this  tale  is  very  young.  As  the  title  of  the 
book  implies,  he  is  a  boy;  but  that  fact  does 
not  in  any  way  detract  from  his  ability  as  a 
pirate.  The  feats  of  arms  which  he  capable 
of  performing  puts  our  credulity  to  a  very- 
severe  test.  The  way  in  which  he  can  rule 
the  storm  and  conquer  the  foe,  and  capture 
the  rich  argosy,  is  a  caution  to  snakes. 
Nothing  comes  amiss  to  him,  he  is  ready  for 
every  emergency,  and  triumphant  under 
every  circumstance.  This  is  a  splendid  char- 
acter, it  is  well  designed  and  skillfully  drawn. 
The  lines  are  bold  and  the  shading  is  execu- 
ted to  perfection.  The  book  will  be  read 
with  avidity  by  the  young  element  of  the  po- 
pulation and  contribute  largely  to  the  influ- 
ences which  fill  the  prison. 

"Life's  fitful  Dream."  This  is  a  lyric  poem. 
We  were  under  the  impression  thai  the  poets 
were  all  dead,  in  fact  we  thought  they  had 
all  been  killed  by  irate  editors.  Apparently, 
however,  there  is  one  still  left,  and  what  is 
worse  still  he  is  a  melancholy  one.  It  is 
quite  evident  that  he  has  been  disappointed 
in  love  or  eaten  too  much  cucumber.  We 
cannot  recommend  this  little  work  for  any 
other  purpose  than  kindling. 

"America's  Greatest  Statesman."  We  must 
differ  from  the  writer  of  this  book,  and  we 
may  add  that  we  do  so  with  a  great  deal  of 
reluctance.  So  long  as  Emperor  Norton  lives 
the  premier  place  as  a  wise  and  prudent  po- 
litical economist  must  be  given  to  him  and 
not  to  Dr.  O'Donnell.  The  book,  however, 
is  a  graphic  picture  of  the  life  of  the  latter. 
It  is  translated  into  fifteen  different  languages 
and  will,  no  doubt,  have  a  great  sale. 
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[Reprinted  from  the  Banbury  News.] 

BERTIE. 


BY    EMMA    SAKA   J. 


"Hf 


~ALLO,  Bei'tie,  you  seem  excited!" 
says  Captain  Hay,  smiling,  as   he  turns 
-round  and  recognizes  him. 
"'You'll  kill  yourself,  Beauty,  if  you  rush  about  the 
streets  at  this  pace,"  laughs  Bertie,  who  is  still  pant- 
ing.    "After  all,  I  need  not  have  run  to  catch  you." 
"My  dear  fellow,  what's  the  hurry  ?" 
"Nowhere,  it  appears." 
"I  am  very  glad  to  see  you,  Bertie." 
"Thanks  for  the  civility — better  late  than  never," 
cries  young  Grand,  raising  his  hat  in  mock  courtesy. 

"But  what  brings  you  here?"  Bertie's  face  clouds 
over. 

"Never  mind  just  now,  Gordon;  afterwards — some 
time  this  evening  or  to-morrow — we  will  speak  of 
that." 

"In  trouble  again,  little  one  ?"  asks  Hay  sympa- 
thetically. 

"Yes — I  don't  know— don't  ask  me  now,"  is  the 
incohorent  reply. 

Captain  Hay  changes  the  subject  immediately. 
They  walk  down  together  to  the  pier,  and  watch  the 
crowds  of  people  on  it,  for  though  not  the  season, 
the  place  is  crowded  with  tourists  excursionists,  and 
residents. 

"  "What  a  sea  of  faces  !"  says  Bertie  meditatively. 

"Yes;  and  what  a  lot  of  people  there  are  that  no- 
body knows!"  is  the  indolent  reply. 

Bertie  Grand  laughs. 

"You  are  such  a  determined  aristocrat!  "What  a 
fearful  death  you  would  have  died  had  you  lived  in 
France  during  the  Revolution!" 

"It  should  have  been  sword  in  hand." 

"Why  isn't  there  a  war  now?  Why  won't  those 
Ashantee  fellows  kick  up  a  row  or  France  revenge  it- 
self on  Germany — or  something?"  says  Bertie  regret- 
fully. 

"Good  heavens,  why  these  sanguinary  ideas?" 

"I  should  like  to  die  a  glorious  death — sword  in 
hand,  as  you  say,"  answers  the  boy  dreamily,  looking 
out  to  sea. 

"I'd  ratheryou  didn't  die  at  all,"  is  the  laughing 
response. 

Bertie  looks  up  smiling. 

"I  don't  look  a  likely  victim  for 'the  pale  horse- 
man,' do  I?" 

"Not  you;  but,  Bertie,  you  are  looking  rather  hag- 
gard; what  have  you  been  doing  since  I  left?" 

"Nothing  in  particular — nothing  in  the  least  dissi- 
pated— haven't  touched  a  card  or  made  a  bet,  and 
nave  once  or  twice  gone  to  bed  with  the  sun." 

"Well,  you  do  look  seedy;  but  Brighton  will  soon 
put  you  to  rights.  Come  up  now  and  dine  with  me 
and  then  we  will  come  down  here  again  and  have  a 
quiet  smoke." 

Bertie  is  not  a  very  lively  companion;  his  mind  is 
so  full  of  Clare  and  the  object  of  his  visit  that  he 
can  scarcely  give  his  attention  to  anything  else,  and 
yet  he  feels  reluctant  to  say  and  hear  the  words  that 
will  decide  his  fate. 

"I  will  give  her  up  if  he  loves  her!" 

His  resolution  stands  firm,  but  all  his  faith  is  pinned 
on  that  treacherous  little  preposition. 

Captain  Hay  sees  with  solicitude  the  change  in 
Bertie's  demeanor  and  speculates  anxiously  on  the 
cause  thereof,  but  he  asks  no  questions — he  is  con- 
tent to  wate  until  Bertie  tells  him  of  his  own  accord. 
"He  is  sure  to  come  to  me  if  I  can  help  him  in  any 
way;  he  knows  that  I  will  do  most  anything  for  him 
that  is  possible,"  he  thinks;  and  so  with  tales  of  old 
days  and  Indian  life  he  tries  to  amuse  the  boy  and 
draw  him  out  of  himself. 

After  dinner  is  over  they  do  down  to  the  pier  again 
and  lean  over  to  watch  the  waves  as  they  dash 
mournfully  against  the  iron  pillars  that  support  it. 

A  young  workman  is  standing  near  them,  with  a 


girl  whose  hand  he  is  holding,  utterly  regardless  of 
the  people  who  are  standing  round. 

"I  wonder  why  people  invariably  fall  in  love  at 
the  sea-side,"  says  Hay  musingly,  as  he  watches 
them  half  pityingly. 

"I  wonder  why  people  fall  in  love  at  all,"  says 
Bertie. 

"Ah,  there  you  have  me!  I  suppose  it  is  partly 
through  having  nothing  better  to  do,  partly  propen- 
sity, and  partly  a  sort  of  attraction.  One  must  love 
something — yes,  I  suppose  one  must  love  some- 
thing." 

"Somebody,  you  mean,"  corrects  Bertie. 
"0,  it's  all  the  same!     An  animal  is  often  as  affec- 
tionate as  a  human  being,  and  twice  as  faithful." 
"Beauty,  were  you  ever  in  love?" 
"Bertie,  was  I  ever  out  of  it?" 
"No,  but  seriously,  were  you  ever,  as  the  saying 
goes  in  love?" 

The  boy's  eyes  are  fastened  eagerly  on  his  face  as 
he  waits  almost  breathlessly  for  his  answer.     Very 
slowly  and  reluctantly  it  comes. 
"Yes." 

Bertie's  hands  grasps  the  iron  railing  for  support, 
but  he  says  as  carelessly  as  he  can — 
"Did  she  love  you?" 
"I  think  she  did,  Heaven  bless  her  !" 
"And  how  long  ago  was  this?"   persists  Bertie, 
stooping  down  to  pick  up  a  stone  that  is  lying  at  his 
feet.    There  is  no   answer,     "Was  it  years  ago?" 
And  the  stone  is  thrown  far  away  into  the  water,  and 
the  bubbles  that  rise  on  the  surface  break  and  disap- 
perr  as  the  waves  wash  over  them. 

"No,  oh,  no — not  so  long  ago  as  that!'* 
"Was  it  lately — quite  lately?"   continues   Bertie 
earnestly,  the  conviction   within  him  that  his  last 
hope  lies  wrecked  before  him  growing  stronger  every 
moment. 

"Yes — no — my  dear  Bertie,  what  are  you  talking 
about?"  exclaims  Gordon  in  a  startled  voice,  waking 
up  as  though  from  a  reverie,  and  stretching  himself. 
"Fancy  dragging  up  all  the  ghosts  of  my  past  life, 
and  placing  them  before  me  in  such  a  formibable 
array!  Hallo,  Bertie,  aren't  you  well?" — noting  for 
the  first  time  the  faint,  sickly  look  that  has  crept 
over  the  young  fellow's  face. 
"Oh,  yes,  I  am  all  right!" 

"Then  what  is  the  matter!  Are  youquite  happy?" 
he  inquires  anxiously. 

"Awful  happy,"  says  Bertie  listlessly.  "What  a 
lovely  night  it  is!" 

"There  will  be  a  gale  to-morrow,"  says  a  man  be- 
hind them — "look  at  the  wind-clouds." 

"Come  over  and  breakfast  with  me  in  the  morn- 
ing," says  Bertie  as  they  part  outside  his  hotel;  "I 
want  to  talk  with  you.  No,  Gordon,  it's  nothing  se- 
rious;" and  smiling  reassuringly,  he  nods  a  good- 
night and  passes  through  the  open  doors. 

The  next  day  Captain  Hay  wakes  up  early.  The 
sky  is  bright  and  cloudless,  but  the  wind  is  very 
high,  and  the  waves  rise  up  like  small  mountains  and 
glitter  in  the  sunshine.  He  dresses  hastily  and  goes 
down  to  Bertie's  hotel,  thinking  to  have  a  stroll  with 
him  before  breakfast.  But  he  is  disappointed,  for 
Bertie  has  already  gone  out,  and  with  a  slight  feeling 
of  uneasiness  Captain  Hay  follows  in  the  direction 
of  the  beach.  It  is  nearly  deserted,  but  a  few  fisher- 
men are  standing  by  some  boats,  and  to  them  Gordon 
applies  for  information. 

"Have  you  seen  a  gentleman  down  here,"  he  asks, 
tapping  one  of  them  on  the  shoulder,  "very  tall,  and 
dressed  in  a  loose  black  serge  suit?" 
"What,  with  fair  hair,  all  curley?" 
"Yes." 

"Well,  then,  there  he  is,  and  a  madder  young  gen- 
tleman— saving  your  presence,  sir — I  never   knew." 
Captain  Hay  looks  round  impatiently. 
"Where  is  he?     I  don't  see  him,"  he  says. 
"Why,  there,  right  in  front  of  you — and  one  of  my 
boats,  he  has  too!     It's  a  chance  if   either  gentleman 
or  boat  comes  to  shore  again — the  tide's  dead  against 
them?" 

And  then  Gordon  sees  him  in  a  little  cock-shell  of 
a  boat,  that,  in  spite  of  steering  and  rowing,  is  utterly 
at  the  mercy  of  wind  and  wave — one  moment  it  makes 


a   little  way  towards  the  shore,  and   then   back  it  is 
driven  again. 

"Can  nobody  help  him?"  calls  out  Gordon. 
"Nobody,  sir — leastwise  nobody  human.     I   don't 
say  he  mayn't  come  in  all   safe,  but,  whatever  hap- 
pens we  can't  Co  nothing." 

"Heaven  help  him!  He's  a  brave  young  fellow,  and 
a  better  rower  don't  want  to  be,"  says  another  man, 
holding  his  hand  over  his  eyes,  that  he  my  see  better 
how  things  are  going  to  be. 

"Was  he  mad?"  ejaculates  Hay. 
"Ay,  mad  he  must  have  been,"  answers  the  owner 
of  the  boat.  "He  comes  up  to  me  and  says,  'Ain't 
you  going  out  this  morning?'  'Not  I  sir,' says  I. 
Well,  then  he  looked  about  him  for  a  little,  and  then 
he  said,  'Will  you  lend  me  your  boat?'  why,  you  see, 
I  didn't  quite  know  what  to  say.' 
"And  you  lent  it  to  him  ?" 

The  man  takes  off  his  hat  and  rubs  his  head  thought- 
fully. 

"What  could  I  do  sir?  I  told  him  the  wind  and 
waves  was  all  against  him,  and  he  wouldn't  listen, 
'I  ain't  afraid  if  you  are,'  says  he,  and  so  he  took  it. 
I  helped  to  get  him  off,  and  just  as  he  was  starting  I 
said,  'You'll  have  a  rare  battle,  sir.'  'That's  just 
what  I  want,'  he  said;  and  he  laughed  and  waved  his 
hand — but  his  lips  were  quivering  like  all  the  time;" 
and  the  sturdy  looking  boatman  draws  his  coatsleeve 
across  his  eyes  to  hide  a  suspicious  looking  moist- 
ure. 

The  wind  was  rising  higher  every  moment,  but 
Bertie  fights  well,  and  nearer  and  nearer  comes  the 
tittle  craft,  until  at  last  he  is  even  within  speaking 
distance. 

"All  right  now!"  shouts  the  boy  cheerily,  with 
flushed  face  and  tossed  hair  flying  in  the  wind;  but 
the  words  are  carried  away  away  in  the  opposite  di- 
rection, so  that  they  can  not  be  heard  by  those  on 
shore. 

"He'll  do  it  nowl"  shouted  one  of  the  fishermen 
excitedly. 

But  Gordon  stands  watching  with  strained  eyes 
white  lips,  while  almost  unconsciously,  he  divests 
himself  of  his  coat  and  waistcoat,  for  fear — and  even 
while  he  thinks,  what  he  dreads  happens.  A  great 
gust  of  wind  sweeps  across  the  sea,  and  in  a  moment 
that  boat  is  upset  and  lost  to  sight.  Before  anyone 
else  has  time  to  move,  Gordon  Hay  has  dashed  into 
the  water  and  is  swimming  swiftly  with  the  tide. 
The  wind  and  salt  spray  are  in  his  eyes,  and  he  can 
scarcely  see  whither  he  is  going,  but  some  instinct 
guides  him  right,  for,  after  two  unsuccessful  attempts 
he  manages  to  catch  hold  of  the  boy's  arm,  and  then 
there  is  the  cruel  journey  back,  burdened  by  that 
senseless  weight  and  buffeting  with  the  angry  waves 
that  seem  loath  to  give  up  their  prey.  Two  of  the 
fishermen  wade  into  the  sea  to  meet  the  swimmer 
and  to  help  him  towards  the  shore,  and  then  no 
sooner  is  he  on  the  land  and  his  work  accomplished 
than  he  falls  down  exhausted. 

"Pray  Heaven  I  have  saved  him  for  Clare's  sake!" 
he  murmurs  hoarsely. 

These  are  the  words  of  the  telegram  that  Miss 
Priscilla  takes  from  Clare's  hand  as  she  lies  uncon- 
scious that  summer  afternoon — 

"From  Gordon  Hay,  Marlborough  Hotel,  Bright- 
on, to  Miss  Colquhoun,  Ainslee  Court,  Salford: — 
Come  at  once;  Bertie  has  met  with  an  accident  and 
is  very  ill." 

The  poor  lady  is  seriously  distressed;  she  does  not 
like  to  leave  her  niece,  who  is  evidently  very  ill,  and 
yet  with  her  whole  heart  she  longs  to  be  at  Bertie's 
side,  to  know  the  worst  and  to  nurse  him  back  to 
health.  But  while  she  is  in  this  state  of  indecision, 
the  doctor  who  has  called  to  see  Clare  comes  out  of 
the  room  looking  so  serious  that  Miss  Grand  begins 
to  get  alarmed,  and  to  feel  remorseful  at  having 
thought  less  of  her  danger  than  Bertie, 

"What  is  it,  doctor?  Is  she  very  ill?"  she  asks 
anxiously. 

"I  think   she  will  be,"  he  returns   very  gravely; 
"nothing  but  perfect  quietness  and   the  most  careful 
nursing  will  save  her  from  brain  fever,  and  really  in 
her  present  weak  state  I  should  fear  the  result." 
"And  I  must  not  leave  her  ?" 

"On  no  account,  madam;  it  would  be  murder — 
nothing  less,"  says  the  doctor  decidedly  as  he  bows 
himself  out. 

And  so  it  happens  that  Gordon  Hay  is  the  only 
friendly  face  that  Bertie  sees  when  he  opens  his  eyes 
for  the  first  time. 

Where  am  I?  Have  you  come  for  me?  Is  break- 
fast ready?"  he  murmurs  in  a  low,  weak  voice. 
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"Hash,  Bertie,  don't  talk  !"  says  Gordon  sooth- 
ingly. "You  have  not  been  well,  but  you  will  be 
better  presently  if  you  keep  quite  quiet." 

The  boy  looks  up  stupidly  at  first,  but  soon  a 
gleam  of  intelligence  flashes  across  his  face. 

"I  know,"  he  says  softly.  "You  risked  your  life 
for  miue,"  and  he  stretches  out  his  hand.  But  the 
exertion  is  too  much  for  him,  and  sighing  heavily, 
he  closes  his  eyes  again. 

All  that  day  and  through  the  night  Gordon  Hay 
sits  beside  him,  chafing  his  hands  and  feet,  and  cool- 
ing his  burning  forehead  with  lumps  of  ice.  But  the 
next  morning  he  is  worse  and  he  can  scercely  speak, 
except  in  short  gasps,  and  soon  there  is  no  longer 
any  doubt  but  that  he  is  seriously  ill — indeed,  Bertie 
himself  seems  to  know  it. 

"Am  I  going  to  die?"  he  whispers  to  Gordon,  who 
is  leaning  over  him. 

"No,  no,  dear  boy,  surely  not,"  is  the  cheery  re- 
ply, but  with  an  inward  misgiving.  "You  must  rouse 
yourself,  and  you'll  pull  through." 

Bertie  smiles  sadly,  but  says  no  word;  at  last, 
however,  the  truth  has  to  be  admitted  that  not  all 
the  skill  and  science  in  the  world  can  save  him,  nor 
the  greatest  effort  that  human  strength  or  love  can 
make. 

The  boat  had  struck  against  him  several  times 
while  in  the  water,  and  has  severely  injured  his  head 
and  chest,  and  the  terrible  shock  and  loss  of  blood 
together  have  proved  too  much  for  him.  His  labored 
breathing  and  utter  prostration  too  plainly  show  that 
there  can  be  little  or  no  hope  of  his  life.  Bertie  from 
the  first  has  guessed  that  his  case  is  more  serious 
than  is  supposed,  and  seems  little  affected  by  the 
knowledge;  all  his  thoughts  are  centered  on  Clare 
and  her  illness,  and  his  first  words  after  he  has  been 
asleep,  or  silent  for  any  length  of  time,  are  always 
about  her. 

"You  know,  I  am  only  a  boy,  but  I  gave  her  a 
man's  love,"  he  says  once;  and  then  another  time 
he  whispers,  "I  could  be  quite  happy  now  if  she 
were  here,  Gordon." 

"My  poor  boy,  for  your  sake  I  wish  she  were,"  is 
the  sympathizing  reply. 

"But  you  are  very  good,  Beauty,  and,  after  all,  it 
is  best.  I  might  not  be  content  to  die  if  she  were 
beside  me."  And  then  he  is  silent  for  a  time,  lying 
quite  still  with  tightened  lips  and  compressed  brow. 

"Are  you  suffering,  Bertie?"    asks  Gordon  at  last. 

He  looks  up  surprised. 

"There  is  no  pain  in  death,"  Bertie  says  quietly; 
"when  one  has  nothing  else  to  live  for.  Heaven  is 
very  good  to  take  me  now." 

Captain  Hay  pushes  the  hair  back  from  his  fore- 
head with  a  gentle,  caressing  movement. 

"There  is  so  much  I  want  to  say,"  Bertie  contin- 
ues slowly,  "and  then  the  faintness  comes  again,  and 
I  forget." 

"Don't  try  to  think.    Keep  quite  still,  my  boy." 

"My  birthday — when  is  it?" 

"To-morrow,  Bertie." 

"A  lawyer — my  will!"   he  says  gasping  for  breath. 

"All  right,  little  one,  I  will  see  to  it,"  answers 
Gordon  soothingly,  as  he  opens  the  windows  wider, 
and  holds  him  in  his  arms  that  he  may  breathe  more 
freely. 

'  'Gordon,  pray  that — I  may  live — till— to-morrow, ' ' 
he  says  faintly. 

Very  earnestly  Captain  Hay  prays,  not  only  that 
the  boy's  life  may  be  spared  for  one  day,  but  for 
many  years.  "He  is  young,"  he  thinks  regretfully, 
as  he  watches  him  lying  half  asleep  and  half  uncon- 
scious, with  his  hands  grasping  his  chest,  as  though 
stiiving  to  mitigate  the  pain. 

Early  in  the  morning  Bertie  asks  again  for  the 
lawyer. 

"At  once — let  him  come  at  once,  while  I  am  feeling 
better!"  he  cries  impatiently. 

■'It  is  only  five  o'clock — wait  a  little  longer,"  re- 
menstrates  Gordon. 

"No,  no — let  him  come  now,"  half  petulantly;  and 
then  with  a  flash  of  his  old  merriment — "You  know 
that  it  would   not  be  legal   to  die  without  a  lawyer." 

Then  it  is  opposed  no  longer.  An  hour  later  the 
lawyer  arrives,  but  Bertie  has  relapsed  into  his  for- 
mer listless  state,  and  scarcely  seems  to  understand 
thrt  he  lives.  At  last  he  raises  himself  on  his  pillow 
and  looks  round  the  room  to  see  if  they  are  alone. 
The  lawyer  dips  his  pen  into  the  ink,  and  leans  for- 
ward to  take  his  instructions. 

"Write,"  says  the  boy  hoarsely,  "that  I  wish  to 
leave  half  of  my  property— half  my  money — to  my 
cousin  Clare  Colquhoan.  "Write  that  first."  The 
pen  travels  rapidly  over  the  paper  for  a  few  minutes, 
and  then  stops.  "And  the  rest — the  other  half— to 
Gordon  Hay — my  friend — that  nothing  may  be  be- 
tween them." 

"My  dear  sir,  pardon  me,  but " 

"Write,"  says  Bertie  feverishly — "write  quickly!" 

And  so  the  words  are  written  down  as  they  are 
spoken,  and  presently  everything  is  set  forth  in 
proper  order,  and  only  Bertie's  signature  is  wanting. 
Captain  Hay  and  the  landlord  come  in  as  witnesses, 
and  stand  beside  his  bed  silently. 

[to  be  continued."] 


Edg^No  communication  will  .be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

I.  N. — Consistant. 

Greenwood. — It  is  customary  to  wear  spurs 
in  a  race.  "We  believe  that  gold  spurs  are 
the  best  to  urge  on  a  dilatory  lover. 

Ottumwa. — The  salary  of  the  Governor  of 
Michigan  is  $1,000  per  year.  You  are  quite 
welcome  to  the  "job."     "We  don't  want  it. 

Garfield. — Sees  three  rings  round  the 
moon  occasionally.  "We  don't  doubt  it  for  a 
moment,  but  Garfield  neglects  to  say  how 
many  saloons  he  sees  first. 

Ramrod. — The  six-barrelled  gatling  gun  was 
not  designed  for  a  fowling  piece,  but  there  is 
no  reason,  that  we  know  of,  why  you  should 
not  blow  your  head  off  with  one. 

Santa  Barbara. — It  is  not  in  keeping  with 
good  manners  to  pick  your  teeth  or  clean 
your  nails  in  company,  but  you  are  quite  jus- 
tified in  blowing  your  nose  in  church. 

Kingwood. — The  first  duty  of  an  American 
citizen  is  to  subscribe  to  the  "Wasp.  Citizen- 
ship also  embraces  a  number  of  other  respon- 
sibilities which  we  have  no  room  to  enumer 
ate. 

Smthers. — Wants  to  know  when  Christians 
begin  to  date  ?  "We  are  not  quite  sure  but 
we  fancy  christians  have  to  buy  their  dates 
the  same  as  all  other  people — at  the  grocery 
store. 

Clerical. — Wants  to  know  if  Henry  "Ward 
Beecher  is  not  a  very  able  divine.  "We  don't 
know  about  his  divinity,  but  he  is  a  very  ta- 
lented man — and  a  very  loving  one  too,  we 
should  judge  by  all  accounts. 

Republican. — No  sir.  Even  admitting,  as 
John  Sherman  claims,  that  every  seallawag 
and  carpet-bagger  in  the  Southern  States 
was  scared  unto  death  and  back  again  before 
the  last  Presidential  election,  it  does  not  fol- 
low that  he  is  guiltless  of  fraud,  or  conniv- 
ance at  fraud,  after  the  election. 

Martin, — Wants  know  how  to  prevent 
hiccoughs?  You  might  take  a  pistol  and 
blow  your  head  off — we  had  almost  said  blow 
your  brains  out,  but  perhaps  you  have  got 
none — or  you  might  cross  the  mystic  boun- 
dary by  means  of  a  bath  in  the  river  and  so 
get  rid  of  hiccoughs  and  all  other  terrestial 
troubles. 

Alpine. — Inquires  why  the  longest  limb  of 


the  oak  grows  on  the  south  side?  We  don't 
know  what  he  means.  There  is  an  oak  tree 
growing  outside  our  cottage  but  we  were 
afraid  the  limbs  would  grow  through  the 
building  and  so  we  cut  them  off.  There  is 
another  Oak,  who  inhabits  the  next  cottage 
and  who  has  an  off-shoot  or  limb — we  are  not 
sure  of  the  correct  term — which  Ave  would  like 
to  cut  off  also,  but  we  can't  catch  the  thing. 


The  Doctor's  Story. 

Deacon  Rogers,  he  came  to  me; 
"Wife  is  agoin'  to  die/'  said  he. 

"Doctors  great  an'  doctors  small, 
Haven't  improved  her  any  at  all. 

Physic  and  blister,  powders  and  pills, 
And  nothing  sure  but  the  doctors'  bills! 

Twenty  women,  with  remedies  new, 
Bother  my  wife  the  whole  day  through. 

Sweet  as  honey,  or  bitter  as  gall — 
Poor  old  woman,  she  takes  'em  all. 

Sour  or  sweet,  whatever  they  choose; 
Poor  old  woman  she  daren't  refuse. 

So  she  pleases  whoe're  may  call, 
An'  Death  is  suited  the  best  of  all. 

Physic  and  blister,  powder  an'  pill — 
Bound  to  conquer,  and  sure  to  kill!" 

Mrs.  Eogers  laid  in  her  bed, 

Bandaged  and  blistered  from  foot  to  head. 

Blistered  and  bandaged  from  head  to  toe, 
Mrs.  Rogers  was  very  low. 

Bottle  and  saucer,  spoon  and  cup, 
On  the  table  stood  bravely  up; 

Physics  of  high  and  low  degree, 
Calomel,  catnip,  boneset  tea; 

Every  thing  a  body  could  bear, 
Excepting  light  and  water  and  air. 

I  opened  the  blinds;  the  day  was  bright, 
And  God  gave  Mrs.  Rogers  some  light. 

I  opened  the  window;  the  day  was  fair, 
And  God  gave  Mrs.  Rogers  some  air. 

Bottle  and  blisters,  powders  and  pills, 
Catnip,  boneset,  syrups  and  squills; 

Drugs  and  medicines,  high  and  low, 
I  threw  them  as  far  as  I  could  throw. 

"What  are  you  doing?"  my  patient  cried; 
"Fighting  death,"  I  coolly  replied. 

'•You  are  crazy!"  a  visitor  said; 
I  flung  a  bottle  at  his  head. 

Deacon  Roger,  he  came  to  me; 

"Wife  is  a-getting'  her  health,"  said  he. 

"I  really  think  she  will  worry  through, 
She  scolds  me  just  as  she  used  to  do. 

All  the  people  have  pood  and  slurred — 
All  the  neighbors  have  had  their  word; 
'Twere  better  to  perish,  some  of  'em  say, 
Than  be  cured  in  such  an  irregular  way." 

"Your  wife,"  said  I,  "had  God's  good  care, 
And  his  remedies,  light,  water  and  air. 

All  the  doctors,  beyond  a  doubt, 

Couldn't  have  cured  Mrs.  Rogers  without." 

The  deacon  smiled  and  bowed  his  head: 
"Then  your  bill  is  nothing,"  he  said. 

"God's  be  the  glory,  as  you  say! 

God  bless  you,  doctor!  good-day!  good-day!" 

If  ever  I  doctor'that  woman  again, 
I'll  give  her  medicine  made  by  men. 
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"I  am  tired  of  this  Boston  and  Ber- 
lin nonsense.  If  I  had  my  way,  I 
would  burn  every  Cosmopolitan 
School  in  this  city.  The  children  of 
the  Germans  and  the  Irish  have  had 
already  too  much  education." 

"Damn  education  ?  Education  only 
brings  them  to  the  sandlots.  They 
have  so  much  education,-  that  they 
don't  want  to  work." 

PRANK  PIXLEY. 
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The  Very  Freshest  American  Humor 

The  grate  organ — a  poker. 

Dry   goods — a  Democratic   State  Conven- 
tion. 

Water  colors — the  course  flags   at  the  re- 
gatta. 

Lost  at  sea — the  hoy  who   doesn't  know 
his  alphabet  past  B. 

"Why  doesn't  old   man  Bender   come   for- 
ward with  a  confession  ? 


The    "Washington    monument    is     to 
strengthened  with  a  coat  of  whitewash. 


be 


It  is  feared  that  Henry  "Watterson  is  even 
a  more  dangerous  man  than  James  G.  Ben- 
nett. 

Mrs.  Jenks  certainly  talks  more  than  Gen- 
eral Grant,  but  it  is  very  doubtful  if  she  tells 
any  more. 

"When  the  pound  master  gets  fifty  cents  for 
shutting  up  a  vagrant  hog,  is  that  animal 
fees-ance  in  office  ? 

Edgar  Fawcett  wishes  that  "man  could 
make  love  like  a  bird."  He  doas,  Edgar,  he 
does;  like  a  goose. 

The  governor  of  North  Carolina  and  the 
governor  of  South  Carolina  will  attend  the 
regatta  at  Peoria,  incog. 

It  is  singular  that  Victoria  "Woodhull 
hasn't  come  forward  to  tell  what  she  knows 
of  this  electoral  investigation. 

An  Indian  pony  kicked  a  white  boy  to 
death,  at  Yankton,  last  Friday.  Call  out  the 
troops;  more  Indian  atrocities. 

It  is  rumored  that  Mrs.  Tilton  has  chal- 
lenged Jim  Anderson  to  a  joint  confession, 
for  the  American  championship. 

The  Burlington  barge  won  the  showiest 
procession  in  the  regatta.  It  kept  the  lead 
all  the  way  in  the  commodore's  review. 

The  people  of  America  are  getting  ready 
to  run  out  into  the  country  on  the  Fourth  of 
July,  where  the  orator's  can't  find  them. 

It  is  now  quite  generally  believed  that  the 
"Adventures  of  Baron  Muenchausen"  is 
nothing  but  a  series  of  "confessions"  after 
all. 

Mrs.  Tilton  has  been  "excommunicated." 
Now  if  we  were  that  woman  we  would  just 
get  up  a  confession  that  would  make  Borne 
howl. 

Jt  is  all  wrong  that  a  woman  in  chastising 
her  son  always  uses  the  slipper.  She  should 
leat-her  shoe  do  the  work;  he  won't  slipper 
thee. 

""What  shall  we  do  for  the  boys?"  anxious- 
ly asks  the  Christian  Advocate.  (Now  then, 
chorus,  boys;  all  together!)  "Set  'em  up 
again!!" 


Betail  whisky  dealers  say  the  fishing  sea- 
son has  never  been  so  poor,  and  if  it  wasn't 
for  editorial  excursions  business  would  be 
stagnant. 

"There  were  no  speeches,"  says  the  report 
of  the  hanging  of  Connolly  and  Sherry,  "and 
no  accidents."  We  believe  they  were  hanged 
on  purpose." 

The  tramps  of  Iowa  have  adopted  Susan 
Anthony's  motto:  "We  want  bread,  (and 
custard  pie  and  meat  and  eggs  and  coffee) 
not  the  ballot."        _ 

Potter's  committee  and  Forepaugh's  circus 
are  struggling  for  the  mastery  in  the  columns 
of  the  western  press.  The  pools  are  selling 
largely  in  favor  of  the  circus. 

"Gath"  is  to  appear  before  the  Potter  com- 
mittee. The  world  stands  aghast  when  it 
thinks  what  "Gath's"  envy  of  Anderson's 
abilities  in  his  line  may  not  incite  him  to. 

"The  American  -people,"  says  the  New 
York  Sun,  "bend  at  the  bier  of  a  nation's 
honor."  Ah,  yes,  but  how  many  people  does 
it  take  to  bend  around  Bayard  Taylor's  beer  ? 

After  a  fair  examination,  it  is  the  general 
opinion  of  the  American  people  that  the 
"Hop  Bitters"  advertisement  surpasses  the 
Potter  investigation  reports  in  conversational 
brilliancy. 

If  Judge  Hilton  had  been  there,  h.e  would 
have  managed  Eden  with  a  system  of  regu- 
lations that  would  have  most  effectually  saved 
Abel's  life.  There  would  have  been  none  but 
girl  babies. 

Stanley  is  an  awful  liar.  In  one  of  his 
letters  about  Central  Africa,  he  speaks  of 
"the  lions  talking  in  the  hills."  He'll  tell 
us  next  that  the  elephants  can  sing,  and 
chew  tobacco. 

A  compositor  in  a  Springfield  newspaper 
office  got  into  a  q-iarrel  with  the  foreman  the 
other  day,  and  struck  him  on  the  head  with 
the  towel,  fracturing  the  skull  and  causing 
instant  death. 

The  Czar  is  "sick,"  in  all  that  the  term  im- 
plies. What  has  he  to  be  sick  about  ?  Let 
him  come  over  here  and  try  running  a  Be- 
public  three  or  four  years,  and  he'll  have 
some  reason  for  wanting  to  die. 

The  postoffice  department  having  decided 
that  "all  packages  containing  liquids  are  un- 
mailable,"  this  is  looked  upon  as  a  direct  in- 
terference of  the  government  with  the  trans- 
mission of  Democratic  campaign  documents. 
On  with  the  Potter  investigation. 

It  was  a  wish  of  Bryant,  they  say,  that  he 
might  die  in  June.  We  never  thought  seri- 
ously enough  on  the  subject  to  insist  on  a 
time,  but  so  far  as  we  have  any  preference, 
to  be  definite  about  it,  we  have  always 
thought  we  would  like  to  die  on  the  30th  of 
February. 

Only  six  months  ago,  when  John  Stilsen 
of  South  Hill,  married  Nora  Johnson,  he 
called  her  "his  darling  Nora."  And  now, 
when  he  gets  up  at  night  to  fasten  a  spring 
clothes  pin  over  her  vocal  nose,  he  uses  the 
same  tender  expression,  but  leaves  out  the 
"darling." 

'I  want  the  dining  room  walls,"  theNorth 
Hill  man  said  to  the  kalsominer,  "tinted 
blue;  not  a  very  decided  blue,  but  a  tint  blue 
enough  to  show  that  it  is  blue;  just  the  color 
of  milk,"  he  suddenly  added,  as  the  clamor 
of  the  milk  man's  bell  in  the  street  gave  him 
an  inspiration. 


It  is  proposed  to  do  away  with  the  sabre 
in  arming  the  cavalry.  This  is  well.  It  will 
save  our  children  hours  of  useless,  anxious 
thought  and  investigation,  and  they  will 
never  have  to  wonder,  and  wonder,  and  won- 
der, as  their  fathers  have  done,  what  under 
the  sun  the  army  used  the  sabre  for. 

"There  was  a  vast  difference,"  remarked 
Gladiolus,  "between  Latimer  and  this  baked 
bass  we  are  devouring,"  "Yes,"  said  Helio- 
trope, "because  Latimer  was  burned  at  the 
stake,  and  this  bass  was  turned  at  the  bake." 
Gladiolus  said  that  wasn't  just  what  he  was 
going  to  say,  but  he  would  let  it  go  at  that. 

The  unfortunate  publication  of  our  Fourth 
of  July  oration  last  year,  has  so  completely 
incapacitated  that  masterly  piece  of  elo- 
quence for  use  this  year,  that  we  are  com- 
pelled to  decline  all  invitations  this  summer 
to  "say  anything."  It  hasn't  occurred  to 
anybody,  to  change  the  verb  in  the  invita- 
tion. 

Ever  since  it  became  known  that  Judge 
Levisse  was  offered  $100,000  for  his  electoral 
vote,  the  office  of  President  has  sank  into  in- 
significance, and  more  men  in  every  State  are 
in  training  for  the  nomination  for  leader  in 
1880  than  ran  for  city  marshal  in  1876.  It 
doesn't  take  men  in  this  country  long  to  learn 
what's  what. 

The  telegraph  reports  continued  progress 
in  the  investigation  of  "the  undervaluation 
of  kid  gloves."  Heavens,  don't  say  anything 
about  it.  If  $2.75  for  gloves  that  split  down 
the  back,  and  explode  at  'the  ball  of  the 
thumb  just  as  the  servant  announces  your 
name,  is  an  "under  valuation,"  let  the  under 
valuation  go  on;  don't  let  the  thing  get  up  to 
par. 

Once,  when  he  was  about  seven  years  old, 
James  E.  Anderson,  in  an  un  unguarded 
moment,  was  betrayed  into  telling  the  truth. 
He  repented  in  bitterness  of  spirit  as  soon  as 
he  fully  understood  what  he  had  done,  and, 
raising  his  right  hand  to  heaven,  vowed,  if 
his  life  was  spared,  he  Would  never  do  it 
again  so  long  as  he  lived.  He  still  lives,  and 
his  life  attests  the  unbroken  sanctity   of  his 


The  July  Scribner  announces  that  it  con- 
tains "the  first  pantoum  written  by  an  Ame- 
rican." A  pantoum  then,  it  is  very  evident, 
isn't  that  popular  form  of  American  poetry 
in  which  the  opening  stanza  begins  with  a 
date,  and  the  first  long  name  begins  with  a 
proper  name,  and  end3  with  the  abbreviation 
for  "Doctor."  They  have  been  written  ever 
since  the  first  white  men  bought  land  of  the 
Indians. 

"When  asks  the  Warrensburg,  Missouri, 
Press,  "when  is  the  time  to  travel?"  When 
you  hear  her  father's  foot  on  the  third  step, 
young  man,  is  about  as  good  a  time  as  any, 
to  start,  and  you  can  prolong  the  tour  to  suit 
your  own  convenience  and  the  length  of  the 
old  man's  cane.  From  the  innocence  with 
which  you  ask  the  question,  we  suppose  you 
didn't  travel  until  he  was  clear  into  the  par- 
lor.    Served  you  right. 

It  has  been  asserted  that  a  book  agent  can 
be  won  by  kindness.  One  day  last  week  a 
West  Hill  man  tried  it  on  one  of  them.  He 
beat  him  with  a  bludgeon  and  broke  his  arm, 
poured  kerosene  over  his  clothes,  and  set  fire 
to  it,  shot  him  through  the  lungs  and  finally 
locked  him  up  in  a  room  with  a  mad  dog, 
and  the  agent,  deeply  affected,  whispered 
through  the  key-hole  that  as  soon  as  the  dog 
got  through  with  him,  he'd  let  him  have  a 
copy  of  "Moody's  Anecdotes"  for  sixty-five 
cents,  which  was  thirty  per  cent  off. 
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— Another  call  for  five  million  of  five-twen- 
twenties.     And  we  haven't  got  one  left. 

— A  negro  politician  says  the  Republican 
party  of  North  Carolina  is  "completely  sub- 
abregated." 

— It  is  rumored  that  England  is  negotia- 
ting for  the  purchase  of  Goat  Island.  Call 
out  the  militia! 

— A  Georgia  progedy,  three  years  old,  re- 
cites whole  pages  of  poetry,  and  can  beat 
Bob  Toombs  talking  politics. 

— Hydrophobia  is  killing  people,  dogs,  and 
cattle  in  Texas,  but  we  have  not  heard  of  any 
reduct'on  in  the  price  of  sausage. 

— The  Nbrrislowu  Herald  knows  of  an  ex- 
paragrapher  who  is  keeping  a  boarding- 
house.  We  begin  to  feel  hopeful  about  the 
future. 

— Make  yourselves  homes  in  the  country, 
all  of  you.  If  you  have  no  money  wherewith 
to  start  in  with,  ask  the  people  who  are  ad- 
vising you  for  some. 

— Queen  Christina,  grand-mother  of  the 
present  King  of  Spain,  is  dangerously  ill. 
Emperor  Norton's  grand-mother,  we  believe, 
died  some  time  back. 

— Portions  of  South  Carolina  are  suffering 
from  severe  drought.  Now  is  the  time  when 
the  Governor  of  North  Carolina  should  ex- 
hibit his  hospitality. 

— A  Deadwood  Bank  will  not  take  gold  for 
greenbacks.  "We,  ourselves,  are  not  a  bit 
particular.  "We  would  just  as  soon  have  a 
houseful  of  gold,  as  any  other  description  of 
money. 

— Mason  County,  Texas,  has  produced  a 
525-pound  pumpkin. — Ex.  "We  are  free  to 
admit  that  that  is  a  big  pumpkin,  but  the 
man  who  wrote  the  item  is  the  biggest  liar 
we  know  of. 


—"Miss  LillieC.  Phillips  is  a  'sweet  singer' 
of  Pittston,  Pa."  So  writes  a  gushing  young 
journalist.  We  thought  men  were  pretty 
well  seasoned  before  they  got  on  the  pr<  ss. 
One  soft  head  however  seems  to  have  slipped 
in — sideways,  we  suppose.  He  says  Lillie  is 
"sweet."  Of  course  she  is,  sonny,  they  are 
all  "sweet."     Yum,  yum,  yum. 

— We  are  informed  that  the  San  Francisco 
•Journal  of  Commerce  Publishing  Co.  are 
preparing  a  display  for  the  Thirteenth  Indus- 
trial Exhibition,  which  will  far  eclipse  their 
previous  efforts.  Persons  having  anything 
good  in  the  way  of  Pacific  Coast  products  or 
manufactures,  are  invited  to  forward  the 
same  per  W.  P.  &  Co.  They  will  be  carried 
free  of  cost. 

— The  Buffalo  Express  is  of  the  opinion 
that  any  editor  who  is  set  upon  by  a  citizen 
with  a  cane  or  horse  whip  should  not  only 
fight  back  but  should  make  a  great  and  shin- 
ing example  of  his  enemy.  That,  we  think, 
depends  largely  on  circumstances.  If  the 
enemy  were  small  and  weakly  looking,  then 
we  should  feel  disposed  to  wire  in  and  set  an 
"example"  which  would  be  creditable  of  our 
profession. 

— We  read  with  a  degree  of  interest  the 
evidence  of  the  President  of  the  Cigar- 
makers  Union  of  New  York.  He  is  not  op- 
posed to  Chinamen  as  a  rule.  This  model 
champion  of  labor  is  only  opposed  to  the  ci- 
garmaking  portion  of  the  Mongolians.  And 
therein  lies  the  grand  secret  which  has  dis- 
gusted many  patriotic  thinking  men  with  all 
labor  organizations.  Selfishness  is  their  rul- 
ing sentiment.  They  are  seldom  actuated  by 
any  desire  for  the  well  being  and  happiness 
of  their  fellowmen. 


— We  are  authorised  by  James  Gordon 
Bennett  to  invite  the  Press  of  this  city  to 
send  representatives  to  the  North  Pole.  If 
we  are  requested  we  will  next  week  name  one 
or  two  gentlemen  that  we  could  get  along 
without. 

— Dr.  Schlieman  is  about  to  return  to 
Greece  to  begin  excavations  at  new  points — 
Ex.  We  fail  to  see  anything  to  blow  about 
in  the  matter.  In  fact,  if  we  were  .to  stick 
our  head  in  the  grease  tub  and  eat  our  way 
through,  (excavate  is  our  contemporary's 
word),  we  should  be  ashamed  to  own  it. 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 
The  Austrian  Jseger  Company. 

On  our  last  page  will  be  found  a  picture  of 
the  Austrian  Military  Company  in  their  new 
uniform.  It  was  imported  directly  from 
Vienna  and  is  similar  to  that  worn  by  the 
Vienna  Jaegers.  The  uniform  is  of  light 
gray;  short  dress  blouse,  gold  and  green 
trimming;  green  stripe  on  outside  of  pants; 
black  hat,  bugle  on  side,  gold  cord  band, 
and  black  feather.  The  company  presents  a 
highly  creditable  appearance  underarms  and 
is  commanded  by  the  following  officers :  Cap- 
tain, S.  W.  Shulock;  First  Lieutenant,  F. 
Cosmo;  Second  Lieutenant,  N.  Sturizza;  Sec- 
retary, J.  N.  Miners. 


From  the  Country. 


He  had  come  in  with  an  excursion  party. 
He  was  a  fatherly-looking  old  man,  generally 
carrying  himself  on  an  even  keel,  but  after 
tramping  around  town  with  his  wife  until 
his  knees  threatened  to  give  out,  he  left  her 
sitting  on  the  City  Hall  steps  and  went  out 
in  search  of  something  to  revive  him.  He 
got  it.  It  hadn't  been  down  over  fifteen 
minutes  before  his  knees  were  all  right,  his 
heart  beat  naturally  once  more,  and  suddenly 
jumping  over  a  stool,  he  swung  his  hat  and 
called  out: 

"Haven't  felt  so  happy  in  seventeen  years 
by  the  watch!" 


"Please  keep  still,"  warned   the  saloonist. 
"I  can't!     I  can't  no  more  stop  kicking  up 
behind  and    working  my  mouth  than  the 
earth  can  stop  its  durn — durn — diurnal  revo- 
lution— whoop  I" 

"You'll  be  arrested!" 

"Let  'em  arrest!  I  defy  the  arrestor!  This 
is  the  biggest  old  country  on  earth !  This  is 
the  side-yard  of  Paradise!  I'm  a  bigger  man 
than  four  oversaers  of  highways  and  a  town 
clerk  thrown  in !  Whoop !  whoope !" 

He  went  out  and  tried  to  find  the  City 
Hall.  It  had  been  moved  during  his  absence, 
and  he  could  not  discover  it.  At  10  o'clock 
at  night  he  fell  to  crying  because  he  could 
not  find  his  wife,  and  meeting  a  man  with 
blue  spectacles  on  and  a  quarter  mutton 
under  his  arm  the  excursionist  fell  upon  him 
tooth  and  toe-nail,  calling  out: 

"You  moved  er  ole  City  Hall,  an'  I'm  goin' 
to  maul  you  to  death!" 

After  life's  battle  he  slept  well,  and  he  was 
sober  in  the  morning. 

"I  orter  knowed  better,"  he  explained  to 
the  court,  "but  you  see  I  was  kinder  ex- 
hausted, and  I  rather  think  that  bar-keeper 
gimme  big  measure." 

"Are  you  used  to  drink  1"  asked  his 
Honor. 

"I'm  used  to  water.  I  s'pose,  I  believe  I 
could  drink  a  whole  quart  and  not  feel  it." 

"Do  you  think  you  are  thoroughly  sorry 
for  this?" 

"I  do.  I  couldn't  feel  any  worse  if  I  lost 
an  ox." 

"Your  wife  has  gone  home  with  the  party," 
remarked  the  court.  "I  suppose  you'll  tell 
her  that  you  got  left  over  on  Barbary  Coast?" 
"No,  sir.  I'll  make  tracks  for  hum.  I'll 
git  thar.  I'll  go  in  at  the  back  door,  and 
afore  the  ole  woman  kin  open  her  mouth  I'll 
say:  'Vioie  Imogene,  when  I  left  you  in  San 
Francisco  I  went  to  a  palace  of  sin  and  ab- 
sorbed a  fluidal  compound  known  as  Thomas 
and  Jerry.  Tha  next  thing  I  knew  it  absorbed 
me,  and  a  policeman  absorbed  us  both. 
That's  the  scrub-brush  I  was,  Viole  Imogene, 
and  now  step  on  me,  forgive  me,  and  we'll 
never  mention  the  matter  again.'  That's 
what  I'll  say  your  Honor,  and  if  I'll  throw  a 
calico  dress  into  the  speech,  she'll  be  most 
certain  to  forgive." 

He  went  away  repeating  to  himself  the 
speech  he  was  to  make. 

ANNUAL  FESTIVAL 


THE 

J5 Of  C HET  T  t 

to  be  held  at 

South  San  Francisco  Park, 

ON  SUNDAY,  AUGUST  11th,  1878. 


Tickets  50  Cents.         Children  under  12  years,  free. 
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Theatrical  business  has  been  exceptionally 
dull,  and  no  very  marked  change  need  be 
looked  for  in  the  immediate  future.      At  the 

California  Theatre 
That  extraordinary  production  "Diplomacy," 
has  been  played  in  a  still  more  extraordi- 
nary manner  for  four  weeks.  And  what  is 
still  more  extraordinary,  has  succeeded  in 
attracting  the  attendance  of  considerable  au- 
diences. One  of  the  idiosynracsies  of  the 
the  theatre  going  public  lies  in  the  fact  that 
it  will  attend  and  encourage  performances  of 
no  merit,  while  first  class  entertainments  are 
allowed  to  languish  and  die  for  the  want  of 
support.  We  can  only  account  for  the  suc- 
cess of  "Diplomacy"  in  the  same  way  that 
we  would  account  for  a  crowd  gathering  to 
watch  the  antics  of  an  insane  chicken  or  some 
other  grotesque  absurdity. 

At  Baldwin's 
"Dearer  than  Life,"  a  piece  from  the  pen  of 
Mr.  Byron,  has  been  produced  this  week  with 
Mr.  Stoddart  as  the  incarnate  part  of  the  at- 
traction. "Dearer  than  Life"  is  a  good  play, 
full  of  strong  situations.  The  dialogue,  how- 
ever, was  written  for  an  English  audience, 
and  the  glimpses  of  wit  and  humor  which 
are  let  in  here  and  there  have  a  local  appli- 
cation which  breaks  their  force  in  this  coun- 
try. The  resources  of  this  house  at  the  pre- 
sent time  do  not  permit  the  stage  manager  to 
cast  any  piece  in  a  very  effective  manner. 
There  have  been  worse  plays  produced  in 
San  Francisco  than  this  one,  but  there  have 
been  a  good  many  much  better.  On  the 
whole  the  performance  is  mediocre. 


Bush  Street  Theatre. 
Haverly's  Minstrels,  with  considerable  al- 
teration in  the  personnel  of  the  company,  and 
a  number  of  new  things  in  the  programme, 
have  made  their  re-appearance.  Haverly's 
Minstrels  are  a  slight  improvement  on  Tony 
Pastor's  Combination,  but  that  is  all  that  can 
be  said  for  them. 


Ques. 
Strackosh  is  in  Vienna  and  Kellogg  is  in 
Paris. 

J.  K.  Grismer  is  on  his  way  East  with 
Mr.  Lonsdale,  late  manager  for  George  Eig- 
nold. 

Messrs.  Goffrie  and  Knopfel  propose  to 
commence  a  series  of  popular  concerts  at  the 
Metropolitan  Temple. 

Mr.  Sam  Piercy  has  settled  with  the  Bald- 
win management,  and  will  leave  for  the  East 


next  week.  He  has  received  a  flattering 
offer  to  support  the  Countess  Modjeska  for 
the  next  season. 

"Woodward's  Gardens. 
What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Planles  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gvmnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 


FOUND — Violin,  Guitar  and  Banjo  Strings 
pure  in  tone  and  durable,  for  only  12%  cents  at 
at  MEYERS'  Music  Store,  605  Kearny  Street. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


IHons.  Alexander  S.  ©e  Wolowski, 

The  well-known  pianist  and  vocalist,  honor- 
ary member  of  the  principal  Philharmonic 
Societies,  reopens  courses  and  classes  for 
piano  and  singing,  for  opera,  parlor  and  eon- 
certs,  by  his  new  simplified  method,  the 
shortest  and  best  in  existence,  saving  years  of 
practice  to  beginners,  reading  music  at  sight 
and  training  the  voice  to  its  highest  culture. 
Musical  time  by  his  new  invention.  At  Al- 
bemarle House,  No.  8  Mason  St. 


Baldwin's  Arcade  Market ! 


James  Lintott,  914  Market  Street  and  9 
Ellis  Street,  keeps  the  best  Lamb,  Beef, 
Mutton,  Veal,  Bacon,  Pork  and  Ham,  at  the 
lowest  market  rates.  Goods  delivered  to 
all  parts  of  the  city  free  of  charge. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Beport,  TJ.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


NOTICE. 


The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  su'spicious  nature  -will 
be  published  by  this  paper. 


DOIsnSTOLLY'S 

YEAST  POWDER 

FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 
Ask    Your    Grocer    For    It. 


17-STRING-ED 


CITHERN 


A  charming  musical  instrument.  A  Harp  and 
Guitar  combined.  Sweet-toned.  Very  popular. 
Can  learn  to  play  them  in  half  an  bour.  Only  $4, 
■with  book  of  tones.     Agency  at  the  Music  Store  of 

BANCROFT,  KNIGHT  &  CO. 

733  Market  Street,  San  Francisco. 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 
TOE  HIBERNIA 

Savings  and  Loan  Society, 

Cor.  Montgomery  and  Post  Sts. 

San  Francisco,  July  24,  1878. 
At  a  regular  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors, 
held  this  day,  a  dividend  a  the  rate  of  7%  per  cent, 
per  annum  was  declared  on  all  deposits  for  the  six 
months  ending  July  21st,  1878,  payable  from  and  af- 
ter this  date,  free  from  Federal  Tax. 

EDW.  MARTIN,  Secretary. 


MECHANICS'     INSTITUTE. 


Thirteenth  Industrial  Exhibition, 

SAN  FRANCISCO ,    1878. 


The  Managers  have  the  honor  to  announce  to  the 
public  that  the  THIRTEENTH  GRAND  EXHIBI- 
TION OF  SIENCE,  ART  AND  INDUSTRY,  given 
under  the  auspices  of  the  Mechanics'  Institute,  will 
open  at  tbe  Pavilion,  on  Market,  Eighth  and  Mission 
streets,  on  TUESDAY,  AUGUST  13th. 

Great  and  unusual  attractions  will  be  presented  to  visitors. 
Mining-,  Agriculture  and  other  Machinery  will  he  in  motion.  Pa- 
cific Coast  Manufactures,  Minerals  and  Products  of  the  Soil  will  be 
fully  represented,  beside  many  new  and  interesting;  novelties  never 
before  exhibited  on  this  Coast. 

The  Art  Department  will  be  under  the  supervision  of  the 
San  Francisco  Art  Association,  a  guarantee  for  excellence  and 
completeness.  Local  Art  will  be  specially  represented,  as  also 
works  of  noted  foreign  artists,  selected  from  the  private  galleries 
of  this  city. 

The  Horticultural  Garden,  so  popular  heretofore,  will  be 
made  still  more  attractive  this  year  by  the  addition  of  many  new 
features. 

The  Mnslc— Each  afternoon  and  evening  a  first-class  Instru- 
mental Concert  will  be  given  by  the  best  soloists  and  accomplished 
musicians  of  this  city,  with  a  daily  change  of  programme  of  the 
best  and  most  popular  music. 

No  expense  or  pains  will  be  Bpared  by  the  Management  that  will 
add  to  the  comfort  or  convenience  of  visiors. 

Applications  for  space  or  information  can  be  obtained  from  the 
Secretary,  at  the  Office,  27  Post  Street. 

IRVING  M.  SCOTT,  President. 
J.  H.  GILMOBE,   Superintendent. 
J.  H.  CULVER,  Secretary. 


WANTED. 


In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,   CANVAS- 
SERS for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
"Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


C.  D.  O.    SULLIVAN.  JAS.  K.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS.  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 
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THE  ONLY  HOUSE  in  tho  city  that  receives  fresh  patterns  and  New  York  and  Paris  Fashions  weekly.     Samples,  with  instructions  for  self-measurnment 


NICOLL,  THE  TAILOR, 

Branch    of   New    York 


1$  gearwj  gl  md  505  ^ontqomcju  gt 

The  Quickest,  Best  and  Cheapest  Tailor  in  the  World. 

Pants  to   Order  in  Six  Hours,  and  Suits  in  One  Day,  if  Required. 


TO  OUBER 

Pants,  -  from  $4 .00 
Suits,  .  -  from  $15.00 
Overcoats,  from  $15.00 
Dress  Coats,    "  $20.00 


TO  ORDER 

Black  Doeskin 

Pants,  -  from  $7.00 
White  Vests,  '■  $3.00 
Fancy  Vests,  "    $6.00 


on  hand,  of  our  own  make,  to  select  from.    Tailors  and   the  public   supplied  with  cloth  and  trimmings  at  wholesale  prices  by  the  yard;  cut. 
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OF  THE  PACIFIC   COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


combined.      For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.     The 
elastic  is  so  placed   back   of 
the   ankle   as   to  protect   it 
from   wear  and  it 
does       not      bind 
around   the   ankle 

like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now.  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  S3. 50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


FREHQB 

Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH   STREET, 

Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAKE,  Dibectob. 

The  French  Savings  aud  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GTJSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6inos 


JftK   4-(-l   <DO/""^  Per  day  at  home.    Samples  \vorth  $5  free. 
<PD    LO   tPJU  Addresi  Stiki 


nbon  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


BIBKRNXA 

Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 

OFFICERS: 

President M.  D.  SWEENY 

Vice-President , CD.  O'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES- 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  0'Sullivan: 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue, 

Treasurer EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 


M.  J.  O'Connor, 
Gus.  Touchard, 
Jo.  A,  Donohue, 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  32.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
july21-tf 


MANUFACTURERS 

Of  the  best  improved  Trusses,  con- 
tracted on  scientific  principles.    A 
perfect  retainer,  combining  ease  and 
comfort. 
CALIFORNIA  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
COMPANY,  615  Sacramento  street,    San   Francisco. 
Send  for  Illustrated  Catalogue. 


SUBSCKIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  BEST  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  OH  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  THIRD  YEAR! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 

TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -         -     $±  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

H^"A11  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


j£ubi[icating  {^ompotmd 

AND   CUPS. 

One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  od  cups. 

THE 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
dd  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 


For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems, 
give  no  trouble. 


Will  last  five  years  and 


It.  HOE  iV  CO'S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGES,  SAWS, 

always  in    perfect   condition    to  run  with- 
out any  of  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which* 
other  saws  constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.     AddresB 

TATUM  &  BOWEN, 

No.  3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market. 
P.  O.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 
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CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .A_lLi?ens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 

YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

141-7  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Fiancisca.) 
FREE 

Mqwm  &a&  IateUigsae§  Bureau 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOK  AN  J  SERVICE,  f  urn  ".shed  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours-  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 

ft  f\T  TTl  Any  worker  can  make  S12  a  day  at  home.  Costly 
vXV-f.I_l.Lf  Outfit  free.    Address  True  &  Co.,  Aufrusta,  Maine. 

BACK    NUMBERS 


ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
"WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  nnmber  of  copies  of  each 
issue  whioh  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
M§  w&pop&Fp  B&ok  &  J?@b  Primtem 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 

Printers  of  the  WASP. 

novl7-tf 

FOR    SALE,. 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  P.  KORBEL  & 
BEOS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL 
&  BROS.,  in  Santa  Rosa. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


$66 


a  week  in  your  own  town.   Terms  and  §5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


Sail  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing  MONDAY,  JULY  29th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  "Washington  Street  Wharf.) 

3  00  P.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Steamer  "James  M. 
■O  v  Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),  connecting  with 
Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa, 
Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  con- 
nections at  Lakevills  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City, 
Highland  Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  Geysers. 

^^Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  for  Kor- 
bel's,  Guemeville  and  the  Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.15  A.  M.] 

Sunday  Excursions  at  Reduced  Rates. 

8f\{\  A.  M.  SUNDAYS  ONLY,  via  Donahue,  for  Cloverdale 
•  vV  and  way  statians. 

Fares  for  the  round  trip;  Donahue,  §1.00,  Petaluma,  gl.50, 
Santa  Rosa,  $2.00,  Healdsburg.  $3.00,  Cloverdale  $4.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forrestville,  Korbel's, 
Guemeville,  the  Russian  River  and  Rig  Trees. 

Fares  for  round  trip:  Fulton  and  Laguna,  $2.50,  Forrestville, 
Korbel's  and   Guemeville,  $3.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at-  6.55  P.  M.] 

^.Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  3.00  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 

A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN\     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  Manager.        Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 


GARDEN   HOSE. 


50  Feet  1-2  inch  3-ply  Hose,   -    $4.75 
50  Feet  3-4  inch  3-ply  Hose,   -    $5.75 


W.  R.  ALLEN, 

PLUMBER   AND    G-ASFITTER, 
S99  MARKET  STEEET,  bet.  4th  and  5th. 


TO   tIT. 


Country  Hotel  (©25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  R,  R.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  P.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  in 
Santa  Rosa. 


W.  E.  Chamberlain,  Je.  Thos.  A.  Robinson. 

PACIFIC 

BUSINESS  COLLEGE 

320  Post  St.,  San  Francisco. 

Examine  its  merits  before  attending  elsewhere. 
Points  of  Superiority:  The  oldest  Commercial  Col- 
lege in  the  State;  the  most  practical  Coursa  of  in- 
struction; an  ABLE  Corps  of  Teachers;  best  ventila- 
ted and  most  suitable  halls  for  school  purposes;  more 
Graduates  occupying  honorable  and  lucrative  posi- 
tions than  all  the  other  schools  of  this  class  on  the 
Coast.  Day  and  evening  sessions  during  the  entire 
year.  Life  Scholarships  only  $70.  For  full  parti- 
culars call  at  the  College  Office.  janl2-lm 
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Staffer's  Optical  Depot 

I  135  Montgomery*  near  Bush. 
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DOAJTE    <5b    OO. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell  Oysters^ 

Stall  No.  9%  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRAXCISCC 


Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  ami  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 


X3.  HICKS  <5g  CO., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANE 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543   Clay  Street 

SAN  FKANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,  effectually  cured 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,   from  Pari 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3, 
Btairs. 

B.  S.  BUENS, 

Agent  for 


Office  in  E.  P.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,   between  J  and 

SACKAMENTO,  CAL. 

A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost. 
Koom  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 

TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  G-ibbon's  Dispensary, 

G23  Kearny  Street,  corner  ol 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entranc< 
on  Commercial  street.  Establishei 
.  in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  ol 
kail  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
erative organs,  and  all  physical  coii- 
Mditians  of  weakness  consequent  upoB 

Jgthe  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 

Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successful  treated. 
The  sick  and  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upoi 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europ 
aod  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospitals  there 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  whicl. 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  sei 
vices.  DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  h> 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  may  be  CUBE! 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden 
tial.  Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address. 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 
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THE    ILLTTSTKATED    WASP. 


Published  every  Saturday, 

-     AT 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
Thirty-five  cents  per  month  delivered  by  carrier. 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY    IN   ADVANCE) 

(Postage  Free) 

One  Year        ....      $4.00 
Six  Months  -         -         $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -      -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 
^Postage  Free) 

One  Year  ....  $5.00 
Six  Months  ....  $2.50 
Three  Months      -         -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Coitntry  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  aU\  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  The  Editor,  602  Cali- 
fornia street,  San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  AUGUST  17,  1878. 

"  'Gainst  the  wrong  that  needs  redressing, 
For  the  weak,  the  strong. oppressing." 

Thebe  is  a  wide  spread  and  growing  belief 
that  the  present  President  of  the  United  Sta- 
tes is  a  first-class  humbug.  At  the  time  of 
his  inauguration  into  that  high  position  there 
was  a  general  inclination  on  the  part  of  the 
people  to  overlook  the  doubtful  means  by 
which  he  attained  the  position  in  view  of  the 
fact  that  he  showed  a  disposition  to  reform 
the  gigantic  abuses  which  existed  in  the  go- 
vernment. Prominent  amongst  these  was 
the  prostitution  of  the  Civil  Service  of  the 
country,  from  the  objects  for  which  it  was 
designed — the  conduct  of  the  public  business 
— to  the  purposes  of  the  "political  machine." 
One  by  one,  however,  the  roses  fade  in  obe- 
dience to  the  irrevocable  laws  of  nature,  and 
one  by  one  the  new  President's  virtuous  in- 
tentions fade — or  to  put  it  more  correctly  re- 
solve themselves  into  the  plausible  clap-trap 
of  the  wily  politician.  He  has  issued  innu- 
merable orders  which  would  have  a  tendency 
to  elevate  and  improve  the  Public  Service  of 
the  country,  but,  one  by  one,  it  has  been  dis- 
covered, that  these  orders  would  also  have 
the  effect  of  preventing  his  own  party  from 
taking  advantage  of  an  improper  assistant, 
and  so  it  has  been  announced  that  they  are 
all  to  be  taken  in  Pickwician  sense. 


OUR  GREATNESS  IN  CROOKEDNESS. 

LEGAL  FRAUDS. 

There  can  possibly  be  no  greater  calamity 
befall  a  country  than  to  have  it  over-run  with 
half-educated  lawyers.     And  that  is  one   of 
the  great  troubles  which  this  nation  is  suffer- 
ing from  now.     Look  into  every  court  in  the 
land  and  you  find  men  struggling — painfully 
and  fruitlessly — with   complex  propositions 
which  require  for  their  adjustment  the  appli- 
cation   of    an    intricate    and    philosophical 
science  to  some  of  the  ordinary  events  of  life. 
You  find  them  assuming  strikingly  tragic  at- 
titudes, where  quiet  cool  demeanor  is   called 
for;  speaking  classic  bladderdash,   or  vapid 
sentiment,  where  intelligent  reasoning  is  re- 
quired;  giving  way  to  coarse   vulgar  humor, 
where   refined  wit  might  make  point.     You 
find  them  indolently  lounging,    spitting  to- 
bacco juice,  idly  conversing,   and   generally 
assuming  an  air  of  insolent   superiority,   in 
that  place  which  of  all  others,  in  a   self-gov- 
erned country,  should  be  sacredly  decorous, 
the  Chamber  of  Justice.    And  all  this  simply 
because  these  so-called  lawyers  are  ignorant 
boorish  pettifoggers  who  under  a  proper  sys- 
tem  would   never  have  gained  admission  to 
the  profession.     When  a  suitor  goes   into   a 
Court  of  Justice  in  other  lands,  he  is  impres  • 
sed  with  a  respect  for  the  law,  even   though 
the   decision   goes   against   him.     He    sees 
those  who  are  engaged  in  its   administration 
performing  their  high   duties   with  gravity 
and  decorum;  he  hears  language  used  which, 
though  he  may  not  always   comprehend  its 
meaning,  wins  his  respect  because  be  knows 
it   springs  out  of  the  fountain  of  learning 
The  criminal  goes  before  the  bar  of  justice 
and  every  ceremony  and   form  which  takes 
place  at  his  trial  is  keenly  noted  by  him,  and 
when  he  leaves  that  bar,  whether  it  be  as  a 
condemned  malefactor  or  as  a  purged  and 
falsely  accused  person,   he   does   so  with  a 
high  feeling  of  respect  for  the  majesty  of  the 
law;  for  its  power,  for  its  greatness,  and   for 
its  justice.     In  after  life  he  retains  that  feel- 
ing, and  almost  unknown  to  himself,  he  dis- 
seminates and  spreads  it   amongst  those  he 
associates   with,   and   so   the  law  becomes  a 
thing  to  be  revered,  to  be  held  in  esteem, 
and  to   be   obeyed.     We  fancy  we  can  hear 
the  loud  mouthed — foul  mouthed  might  also 
be  added — advocates  of  "republican  simpli- 
city" protesting  against  impressive  ceremo- 
nies being  used  in  the  administration  of  the 
law.      No  forms  or   ceremonies,   say  these 
wiseacres,  should  be  found  in  the  Courts   of 
Justice  appertaining  to  a  free  people.     They 
should  be  plain,  simple,   and   unaffected   in 
their  proceedings.     That  is  to  say  the  judge 
should  chew  tobacco  and  expectorate  freely; 
the  lawyers  should  lean  back  in   their  seats 
with   their  feet  elevated   at  a  high  altitude ; 
the  witnesses  and  suitors   should  attend  in 
their  shirt  sleeves,  if  they  choose  to;  in  short 
every  effort  should  be  made  to  impress  "the 
people"  with  the  fact  that  they  are  equal  to,  if 
not  above,  the  law.    The  highest  aim  and  ob- 
ject should   be   to   bring  the  law  into  con- 
tempt and  contumely,  because   that  is   "re- 
publican simplicity."     In  this  way   a  great 
end  is  obtained.     And   that   end  is  that  we 


are  to-day  the  most  lawless  people  on  the 
face  of  the  civilized  globe.  Like  the  un-tu- 
tored  savages  we  rely  upon  our  own  strong 
arm  for  the  protection  of  our  person  and  our 
rights.  We  walk  round  the  streets  with 
deadly  weapons  stuck  in  our  pockets,  and" 
every  now  and  then  one  of  us  is  carried,  to 
the  home  which  we  left,  full  of  life  and 
vigor,  but  a  short  time  before,  a  mutilated 
corpse.  And  all  this  simply  because  an  af- 
fected "republican  simplicity"  demands  that 
the  legal  profession  shall  be  open  to  half- 
educated  boors;  that  our  Courts  of  Justice 
shall  resemble  a  corner-grocery  meeting  of 
ward-strikers;  and  generally  that  the  law 
shall  be  accounted  a  thing  to  be  obeyed  or 
disobeyed  at  pleasure  and  altogether  beneath 
the  attention  of  the  "sovereign  people." 
Some  obtuse  individual  may  inquire  what  has 
all  this  to  do  with  "our  greatness  in  crook- 
edness." We  fancy  it  has.  We  are  pos- 
sessed of  a  somewhat  firm  conviction  that  it 
assists  largely  in  undermining  the  general  mo- 
rality and  organization  of  society  and  so  leads 
to  the  existing  "crookedness"  and  swells  the 
magnitude  thereof. 


A  MANDARIN  HIGH  IN  AUTHORITY. 

Mr.  Kwang  Chang  Ling,  a  Mandarin  High 
in  Authoritj',  is  a  special  pleader  of  no  mean 
order,  but,  in  his  own  flowing  rhetoric,  as  a 
historian  and  logician  he  excites  our  amuse- 
ment. It  is  hardly  within  the  province  of  a 
journal  which  is  disposed  to  regard  the  oc- 
currences of  life  from  a  volatile  stand-point 
to  enter  into  discussion  with  a  philosopher 
of  Mr.  Kwang  Chang  Ling's  calibre;  yet  we 
feel  called  upon  to  make  a  few  comments  on 
one  or  two  of  his  choicest  bon  mots.  Mr. 
Ling  comes  to  the  front  and  places  himself 
and  his  ordorous  name  in  direct  antagonism 
with  the  no  less  ordorous  sand-lot  by  assert- 
ing in  unequivocal  language  that  the  Chinese 
must  not,  can  not,  and  will  not  go.  With 
very  much  more  culture,  and  a  correspon- 
dingly greater  knowledge  of  language  than 
his  opponents,  he  has,  we  observe,  followed 
their  example  and  failed  to  qualify  that 
wonderful  verb  "go"  with  an  extension  of 
place.  We  take  it,  however,  that  he  word 
"hence"  would  supply  the  deficisncy  though 
the  objective  point  would  still  be  left  in  the 
realms  of  indefiniteness.  We  have  read  Mr. 
Ling's  six  column's  carefully  through,  and  if 
it  were  not  that,  to  use  the  classic  language 
of  his  organ,  "we  scent  the  rodent" through- 
out his  effusion  we  should  be  startled  into  a 
state  of  chronic  nervousness  to  learn  that,  if 
our  celestial  sojourners  took  it  into  their 
heads  to  go,  the  State  would  be  ruined. 
Here  is  a  condition  of  things  which  might 
well  appal  the  stoutest  heart.  Suppose  they 
should  take  it  into  their  guileless  caputs  to 
"go,"  what  on  earth  would  become  of  us  ? 
And  above  all,  what  would  become  of  '-Ker- 
nel" Bee,  and  A.  M.  Kennedy,  and  Otis  Gib- 
son, and  the  Commercial  Advocate,  and  a 
number  of  others  ?  Heretofore  the  political 
genius  of  this  Coast  has  been  concentrated  in 
an  effort  to  devise  ways  and  means  to  make 
them  "go,"  but  with  this  fresh  light  on  the 
subject  we  should  immagine  that  in   the  fu- 
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ture  the  great  desideralum  would  be  to  de- 
vise means  of  compelling  them  to  stay. 

Mr.  Ling's  contribution  to  current  litera- 
ture is  full  of  original  deductions  from  facts, 
but  the  originality  of  his  deductions  is  in 
some  instances  eclipsed  by  the  greater  origi- 
nality of  his  facts.  We  fancy  that  even  the 
Eev.  Otis  must  have  been  a  little  startled  to 
learn  that  China  sympathized  with  Christi- 
anity. But  then  when  we  come  to  think  of 
it,  perhaps  Kwang  is  right.  At  the  period 
to  which  he  alludes,  the  so-called  christian 
church  was  little  more  or  less  than  a  seeth- 
ing mass  of  corruption  and  profligacy;  it  was 
the  strong  supporter  of  every  despotic  dy- 
nasty that  chose  to  bow  to  its  imperial  will; 
it  was  grasping,  rapacious,  and  relentless;  it 
held  mankind  in  a  pitiless  grasp,  levying 
blackmail,  corrupting  and  defiling,  wherever 
it  went.  It  is,  therefore,  quite  possible  that 
China  with  her  deified  upper  class  and  her 
brutalized  lower  class,  should  be  in  full  sym- 
pathy and  accord  with  such  an  institution. 

Kwang  shows  himself  to  be  a  humorist  of 
no  mean  ability.  We  fancy  we  can  see  the 
"smile  that  is  child-like  and  bland"  hover- 
ing over  his  features  as  he  pokes  his  quiet 
fun  at  the  wealthy  stupidity  for  whom  his  ef- 
fusions are  designed.  There  is  something 
uniquely  ludicrous  in  his  assurance  that  it 
was  only  a  stupendous  regard  for  Christiani- 
ty which  prevented  the  gentle  mongolian 
from  over-running  the  whole  of  Europe  in 
the  good  old  days  of  long  ago.  But  surely 
even  his  stoical  reserve  must  have  given  way 
when  he  drew  that  remarkable  simile  between 
the  republican  federation  of  the  United  Sta- 
tes and  the  Imperial  despotism  of  Mongol; 
surely  when  he  penned  those  lines  he  must 
have  made  the  aristocratic  walls  of  the  Palace 
ring  with  a  good  wholesome  resonant  laugh. 
There  is  one  point  Kwang  Chang  Ling  seems 
to  have  have  forgotten  or  perhaps  over- 
looked. He  has  given  us  a  somewhat 
lengthy  history  of  the  "pirates,  cut-throats, 
and  adventurers"  who  visited  the  Chinese 
coast.  Ostensibly  his  object  was  to  account 
for  his  country's  non-intercourse  policy ;  but, 
presumably  he  has  also  desired  to  establish 
the  fact  that  the  distinguishing  characteris- 
tic'of  Chinese  waters  did  not  originate  there, 
but  was  the  direct  result  of  bad  society.  Did 
it  ever  strike  Kwang  Chang  Ling  that  there 
was  another  race  of  beings  addicted  to  habits 
of  immitation  ?  We  think  Kwang  will  offer 
food  for  a  little  more  reflection  at  a  subse- 
quent period. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration,"! 
IN  1IFE  AND  IN  DEATH. 

And  now  that  he  was  dead  the  people  who 
despised  him  while  in  life,  gathered  to- 
gether in  order  that  they  might  devise  a  suit- 
able monument  whereby  to  perpetuate  his 
memory.  He  had  been  a  great  man  in  his 
way  and  had  lived  frugally.  He  had  traded 
with  judicious  shrewdness  and  had  left  be- 
hind him  great  possessions.  So  the  sons  of 
men  and  the  daughters  of  women  were  ex- 
ceeding sorrowful  and  met  together  in  order 
that  they  might  exchange  grief  (and  onions) 
or  ought  else  that  there  was  profit  in.  And 
there  were  men  amongst  them  who  were 


deeply  versed  in  classic  lore.  Men  familiar 
with  the  legend  of  those  valorous  days  when 
people  went  out  in  the  tented  field  and  bit 
their  thumbs  at  the  enemy;  or  defiantly  pared 
their  toe-nails  in  the  face  of  the  foe;  or  stood 
upon  the  bridge  and  cut  it  down  into  the 
rushing  stream  below  while  the  paralized  op- 
posing legions  looked  on;  or  sprang  into  the 
yawning  chasm  in  order  that  the  fatherland 
might  be  saved;  or  single-handed  defended 
the  mountain  pass  against  the  advancing 
columns  of  the  conquering  hosts;  or  other 
wise  performed  some  great  deed  on  behalf  of 
some  portion  of  their  fellowmen.  There 
were  others  also,  who  were  equally  familiar 
with  the  history  of  that  subsequent  and  pa- 
triotic period  when  men  wrestled  with  con- 
ventions for  a  nomination;  or  nobly  served 
their  country  by  supplying  its  men-at-arms 
with  necessaries  at  double  price;  or  devoted- 
ly legislated  for  the  interests  of  railroad  cor- 
porations or  other  monopolies;  or  self-deny- 
ingly  yet  profitably  administered  the  affairs 
of  the  savage  wards  of  a  paternal  govern- 
ment. 

And  in  this  gathering  of  grief  stricken 
people  it  was  well  known  that  all  those  per- 
sons, who,  in  either  of  those  two  epocs,  had 
achieved  a  marked  greatness,  had  been  re- 
warded with  some  distinction  in  life,  while  a 
commemorative  decoration  enshouded  their 
names  in  death.  This  man  it  was  true  had 
performed  no  great  feat  of  arms,  nor  had  he 
committed  any  brilliant  feat  of  legs — unless 
it  was  trying  to  escape  the  tax  collector;  but 
still  he  was  a  great  man.  He  had  gathered 
together  much  wealth.  He  had  paid  with 
rigorous  exactness  and  many  an  inward  groan 
that  which  he  owed.  He  had  bestowed  upon 
the  orphan  his  blessing  and  had  not  withheld 
from  the  widow  his  smile.  He  had  saved 
the  free  lunch  from  spoiling,  but  had  estewed 
the  habit  and  expense  of  drunkeness.  He 
had  been  fastidious  in  his  dress  but  never 
wasteful  or  extravagant.  In  truth  and  in 
fact  he  had  been  possessed  of  many  virtues 
and  few  vices.  And  now  he  was  dead  and 
had  left  behind  him  much  to  be  scrambled 
for,  so  it  was  meet  and  proper  that  his  name 
should  be  handed  down  to  posterity  with 
proper  marks  of  respect.  The  point,  how- 
ever, was  to  hit  upon  a  suitable  devise.  One 
suggested  a  piece  of  wood,  another  a  brick, 
and  still  another  a  marble.  Eventually  it 
was  determined  to  leave  the  matter  in  the 
hands  of  of  our  artist  who  is  noted  for  a  keen 
discernment  of  the  proprieties.  The  illustra- 
tion which  will  be  found  on  our  double-page 
shows  the  result.  It  true  to  life  and  faith- 
ful to  death.  It  is  suggestive,  it  is  appro- 
priate. It  possesses  that  recommendation 
which  of  all  others  would  commend  it  to  the 
deceased — it  cost  nothing;  it  is  purely  gratui- 
tous. It  has  but  one  fault;  it  is  on  paper;  it 
is  but  transient;  it  will  pass  away.  It  will 
burn  with  fire;  it  will  melt  with  water;  it  will 
disappear  like  the  beautiful  snow.  In  the 
language  of  the  fluent  Kwang:  "Come  ye 
just  and  valient  men,  ye  beautious  and  com- 
passionate women"  preserve  this  thing  from 
destruction.  Hand  out  your  "sugar"  and 
raise  high  towards  the  heavens  a  suitable 
monument  in  memory  of  a  public  benefac- 
tor. 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
THE  EFFECT  OF  A  STING. 

Individuals  sometimes  become  so  inflated 
with  self  esteem  that  they  are  liable  to  rise 
like  a  baloon  and  float  away  to  realms  that 
are  far  beyond  the  reach  of  ordinary  mortals. 
This  striking  fact  in  natural  history  has  been 
amply  illustrated  to  this  little  community  by 
the  curious  antics  of  a  certain  journalist.  He 
seemed,  however,  to  forget  that  gas-bags  of 
of  all  descriptions  may  easily  be  pricked;  and 
when  the  Wasp,  last  week,  drove  its  sting 
deep  into  the  recepticle  which  contained  his 
vapor,  the  great  man  came  to  earth  with  a 
flop.  His  first  emotion,  upon  finding  him- 
self down  amongst  common  people  again, 
was  blank  amazement.  This  was  succeeded 
by  grief,  which  in  turn  gave  place  to  anger. 
"Show  me  the  man  who  struck  Billy  Patter- 
son" he  cried  in  the  agony  of  his  rage.  But 
no  one  showed  him.  His  employes  and  flun- 
kies discreetly  kept  out  of  his  way.  Then 
he  tore  his  hair  and  danced  on  the  Wasp  for 
a  spell.  The  hair  pulling  business  didn't 
seem  to  pay,  because  every  handful  an  eld- 
erly angry  man  pulls  out  may  not  grow  again. 
And  as  to  the  dancing,  he  is  not  a  graceful 
dancer  to  begin  with.  Besides  its  very  vigo- 
rous wearing  exercise  and  it  didn't  seem  to 
hurt  the  Wasp  a  cent.  Dance  so  long  and 
so  strong  as  he  might,  and  every  time  he 
looked  down  at  his  feet  that  familiar  por- 
trait struck  his  eye.  Some  philosopher  has 
said  that  the  moments  of  our  most  supreme 
grief,  as  well  as  those  of  joy,  must  have  their 
ending.  The  great  man  cooled  off  at  last. 
He  walks  around  now  with  a  step  a  trifle  less 
jaunty  than  it  used  to  be.  At  times  he  looks 
up  longingly  towards  the  realms  from  which 
he  has  been  so  ruthlessly  cast  down,  but  still 
withal  he  has  learned  a  lesson.  He  has  dis- 
covered that  he  is  not  invulnerable;  that  the 
critic  may  in  turn  be  criticised.  That  this 
offensive  obtruding  of  individuality  into  the 
columns  of  a  newspaper  has  disadvantages  as 
well  as  its  advantages. 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 
THE  TRAIl  NUISANCE. 

No  man  ever  has  or  ever  will  understand 
the  idiosyncrasies  of  female  dressing.  The 
person  who  presides  over  the  literary  desti- 
nies of  these  columns  enjoys  an  unusual  ad- 
vantage however.  He — that  is  to  say  she, 
was  born  of  the  male  persuation  but  takes  to 
the  female  side  of  the  house  with  the  same 
natural  instinct  which  a  duck  displays  in  ta- 
king to  water.  The  consequence  is  that  we 
are  able  to  discuss  this  question  with  a  free- 
dom and  familiarity  that  few  journals  can 
reach.  We  know  why  a  woman  will  wear  a 
lot  of  hair  which  grew  upon  some  other  wo- 
man's head  and  which,  if  it  was  growing 
upon  that  head  now,  she  would  declare  it  to  be 
perfectly  horrid.  We  say  we  know — but  we 
won't  tell.  We  know  why  a  woman  will 
cany  round  two  or  three  files  of  old  news- 
papers in  her  bustle  when  she  would  not 
carry  a  little  paper  parcel  in  her  hand — but 
we  won't  tell.  We  know  why  she  sweeps 
the  streets  with  a  few  yards  of  trail,  when 
she  would  not  sweep  her  own  door  step  with 
a  broom— but  we  won't  tell. 
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Xever  plant  trees  or  flowers  in   a   feather 
bed. 

The  oldest  living  woman  is  not  dead.  This 
is  reliable. 

The  pen  mitier  than  the  sword — so  is  sum- 
mer cheese. 

Bigotky  never  dies. — Ex.    Wonder  if  he  is 
any  relative  of  either  of  the  P — s. 


On.  City  is  celebrated  for  its  wells. 
Francisco  is  celebrated  for  its  swells. 


San 


Strange.  A  beautiful  plump  woman  will 
attract  the  attention  of  men — and  also  of 
fleas. 

The  crews  who  rowed  recently  at  Henley, 
England,  are  all  he-rows.  There  isn't  a  girl 
amongst  them. 

There  may  be  nothing  in  a  name,  but  that 
celebrated  marksman  McComb  says  that 
everything  is  in  an  aim. 

Do  we  need  a  new  religeon  ? — N.  T.  World. 
Can't  say  for  certain  but  think  a  new  pair  of 
pants  would  suit  you  much  better. 

A  fashion  item  says:  Marygold  is  now  a 
popular  shade  of  yellow.  When  was  the  time 
that  marrying  gold  was  not  popular  ? 

Business  depression — A  synonomous  term 
with  defaulting  secretaries  and  savings 
bank  presidents. — Coming  Dictionary. 

Forge  in  a  bad  word  to  use  in  connection 
with  money,  but  coin  collections  might  have 
a  Valley  Forge  medal  in  their  cabinets. 

Old  naturalists  believed  that  the  fruit  of  a 
tree  was  transformed  into  ducks. — Ex.  They 
were  right;  so  it  is — when  a  woman  eats  it. 

The  Circus  Maximus  of  Rome  seated  385,- 
000  people.  The  brain  power  of  this  crowd 
would  not  kill  a  mosquito  if  it  fell  on  one. 

The  writing  ink  used  by  the  ancients  would 
be  called  varnish  to-day;  but  a  great  deal  of 
the  ink  used  by  modern  journalists  should 
be  called  mud. 

"What  is  the  resemblance  between  a  col- 
ored Congressman's  heir  and  the  recent 
eclipse  ?  The  one  is  a  dark  son  and  the 
other  is  a  dark  Sun. 

The  man  who  can  step  on  a  railroad  train 
in  motion  is  admired  for'  his  agility,  but  the 
man  who  steps  on  a  lady's  train  when  in  mo- 
tion is  regarded  as  a  clumsy  boor. 

A  spark  is  likely  to  cause  a  fire  and  a  pru- 
dent father  and  householder  will  stamp  on  it 
at  once.  (The  young  man  who  wrote  this 
item  has  been  killed.     The  girls  did  it.) 


Speaking  of  the  idiosyncracies  of  modern 
great  men  a  contemporary  asserts  that  the 
sand-lot  agitator  changes  his  6hirt  once  a 
month  and  washes  his  face  regularly  every 
week. 

It  is  an  astonishing  fact  that  when  a  man 
makes  up  his  mind  that  he  can  sleep  to  eight 
o'clock  an  industrious  fly  is  sure  to  get  im- 
pressed with  the  idea  that  he  wants  to  arise 
at  five. 

The  N.  Y.  Graphic  suggests  that  voters 
pick  up  courage  and  leave  half  our  lawyer  le- 
gislators at  home.  This  is  a  good  idea,  but 
to  put  three  fourths  of  them  in  jail  would  be 
still  better. 

A  good  way  to  economize  on  doctor's  bills 
— keep  healthy.  Possibly  you  may  not  be  able 
to  see  where  the  joke  comes  in,  but  you  can 
easily  discern  the  point  of  entrance  of  the 
economy. 

A  German  editor  wrote  a  beautiful  two 
column  editorial  on  Socialism.  The  Govern- 
ment was  so  tickled  with  it  that  he  has  been 
presented  with  the  freedom  of  the  Peniten- 
tiary for  ten  years. 

Saints  and  sinners  are  alike  in  some  re- 
spects. At  a  camp  meeting  the  former  are 
called  to  devotion  by  the  blast  of  "a  horn," 
while  the  latter  require  "a  horn"  before  they 
can  blast  worth  a  cent. 

Young  men,  do  your  courting  on  moon- 
light nights.  The  pale,  pale,  moon  is  a  good 
thing  to  work  up  the  sentiment,  besides  it 
enables  you  to  see  the  ice  cream  saloon  in 
the  distance  and  by  turning  down  some  other 
street  to  save  yourself. 

The  deputy  leader  of  the  sand-lots  says 
men  of  brains  can  never  reach  the  Presidency 
so  long  as  that  clause  about  nativity  is  re- 
tained in  the  constitution.  Besides,  he  adds, 
there  is  no  such  proscription  in  the  second 
volume  of  the  Declaration  of  Independence. 

It  is  wrong  to  alarm  the  public,  but  the 
great  and  responsible  duties  attached  to  jour- 
nalism must  be  performed.  Therefore,  it 
seems  appropriated  at  this  season  of  the  year 
to  inquire  what  ice  cream  and  soda  water  are 
made  of  ?  There  may  be  nothing  wrong  in 
them,  but  what  has  become  of  the  thousands 
and  thousands  of  people  who  have  eaten  and 
drank  of  them  ?    Echo  answers  what  ? 

A  recent  issue  of  the  "live  journal"  con- 
tained a  paragraph  implying  one  of  the  judi- 
cial lights  of  this  city  had  defined  "what  con- 
stitutes a  public  street."  On  reading  the 
paragraph  through  it  was  found  that  the 
learned  judge  had  enumerated  a  few  of  the 
things  which  did  not  constitute  "a  public 
street,"  but  altogether  omitted  to  state  those 
requisites  which  are  necessary  to  establish  a 
street."  After  taking  a  walk  around  the 
water  front,  with  its  lumber  yards,  factories, 
workshops,  and  warehouses,  established  on 
the  highways  and  sidewalks,  one  would  al- 
most feel  inclined  to  think  that  the  judicial 
mind  had  acted  in  a  judicious  manner  in 
avoiding  the  issue. 


Wide  Awake. — Is  the  title  of  a  little  work 
of  fiction  which  comes  to  our  hands  this 
week.  The  title  is  suggestive  of  the  con- 
tents of  the  book.  The  principle  character, 
the  hero  we  should  say,  is  a  wide  awake  indi- 
vidual who  cannot  under  any  circumstances 
be  caught  napping — except  when  he  is  sleep- 
ing. The  way  in  which  he  can  get  away 
with  all  kinds  of  cute  people,  who  lay  very 
skillful  plans  for  his  overthrow,  is  something 
amazing.  The  author  is  a  young  man,  con- 
sequently we  feel  inclined  to  look  over  a 
great  many  little  faults  which  arise  from  in- 
experience. But  we  must  suggest  to  him 
that  he  made  a  very  grave  error  when  he  kil- 
led his  hero  in  the  chapter  before  the  last. 
He  might  have  run  him  on  through  four  or 
five  volumes  more  and  built  upon  him  a  great 
construction.  Out  of  a  man  possessed  of 
such  superhuman  powers  he  might  have  made  a 
first  class  murder,  a  pirate,  a  highwayman,  a 
forger,  and  a  half  dozen  other  things. 


Little  Jack  Horner. — Is  a  little  work  of  fic- 
tion founded,  we  believe,  upon  historical 
facts  and  occurrences.  It  is  profusely  illus- 
trated in  colors  of  the  most  striking  and  sug- 
gestive kind.  The  story  relates  the  life  and 
adventures  of  a  certain  John  Horner,  who  is 
denominated  ''Jack"  by  his  familiar  associ- 
ates and  designated  "Little"  because  he  is 
somewhat  diminutive.  The  principal  event 
of  interest  is  the  eating  of  a  piece  of  fruit 
cake.  The  story,  however,  is  told  with  a 
great  deal  of  grace  and  polish  and  the  glimp- 
ses of  pathos  which  are  let  in  here  and  there 
bear  the  impress  of  a  master  hand. 

Popular  Sience,  Series  No.  1. — This  is  the 
first  number  of  what  is  designed  to  be  a  ser- 
ies of  works  treating  of  the  live  sciences  with 
a  view  to  familiarizing  the  masses  with  them. 
The  number  which  has  just  come  to  hand 
treats  of  the  science  of  boiling  a  kettle. 
Every  one  will,  we  feel  disposed  to  fancy, 
admit  that  boiling  a  kettle  is  a  very  useful 
science-  The  author  of  this  little  work  has 
explained  the  modus  operandi  in  clear,  vigo- 
rous English.  He  goes  right  to  the  root  of 
the  matter  at  once  and  no  person  need  lay 
down  the  little  work  without  understanding 
exactly  how  a  kettle  is  boiled.  Epitomized 
the  whole  arrangement,  according  to  this  au- 
thority, is  simply  this:  a  kettle  full  of  water; 
a  stove;  a  few  sticks  of  wood;  a  little  paper, 
and  a  match. 

A  Volume  of  Farces.— This  suggestive  title 
we  supply  to  a  little  book  which  has  just 
been  sent  us  by  J.  P.  Tracy  &  Co.  It  con- 
tains two  plays  of  the  above  class  by  T.  P. 
James,  and  one  by  J.  T.  Pilgrim.  It  is  well 
printed  and — nuf  sed. 
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4  6  T^V  O  you  wish  to  sign  it  now  ?"   asks 
|  the  lawyer. 

"Yes,   now — at  once.     Hold  me  up, 
Gordon." 

Gordon  steps  forward  and  supports  the  dying  boy 
in  his  arms  while  he  traces  his  signature  in  a  scarcely 
legible  scrawl. 

"Be  good  to  her,  Beauty.  Heaven  bless  you  both!" 
he  says  huskily;  and  then  his  liead  falls  back  on 
Gordon's  shoulder,  and  his  last  cohorent  words  are 
spoken.  For  another  hour  he  lies  in  the  greatest 
pain,  struggling  and  fighting  for  breath,  and  then, 
after  a  time,  he  is  quite  quiet,  being  too  exhausted  to 
move.  But  his  breath  comes  fainter  and  fainter, 
and  at  long  intervals,  and  all  feel  that  the  end  is  not 
far  off.  Just  once  he  opens  his  eyes,  and  a  tender 
smile  plays  round  his  mouth. 

"Kiss  me,  Clare,"  he  whispers;  and  Captain  Hay 
stoops  down  and  presses  his  lips  tenderly  on  the 
boy's  forehead. 

"My  Clare — dear  Clare!"  he  murmurs  again,  and 
with  this  name  on  his  lips  breathes  his  last. 

The  landlord,  who  has  been  standing  by  silently, 
steps  forward  and  lays  a  soft  handkerchief  gently 
over  his  face. 

"Poor  lad — poor  lad!"  he  mutters  in  a  low  strained 
voice.  The  tears  are  standing  in  his  eyes,  and  he 
dashes  them  away  hastily,  as  though  half  ashamed 
of  displaying  such  emotion;  but  Gordon  leans  for- 
ward and  takes  his  hand  in  his,  grateful  for  his  sym- 
pathy. 

"It  is  all  over,"  says  the  lawyer  quietly,  as  he 
gathers  up  his  papers  and  re-arranges  them  in  his 
usual  methodical  fashion.  To  him  these  scenes  are 
so  frequent  that  he  has  long  since  ceased  to  feel  the 
painfulness  of  them,  and  in  fact  he  is  far  more  con- 
cerned at  the  irregular  wording  of  the  will  he  has 
been  drawing  up  than  at  his  young  client's  death. 

"Yes,  it" is  all  over,"  echoes  Gordon  sorrowfully. 
There  is  nothing  now  to  keep  him  in,  and  he  turns 
from  the  bed  and  goes  slowly  down  stairs  and  out  of 
the  hotel.  Utterly  dispirited,  with  downcast  head 
and  dejected  mein,  he  wanders  down  to  the  water's 
edge,  almost  to  the  very  spot  where  a  few  days  before 
Bertie  had  been  carried  ashore,  senseless  from  ex- 
haustion. He  sits  down  on  a  piece  of  timber  that  is 
lying  there,  and  for  the  first  time  hasliesureto  think 
of  all  that  has  happened  since  he  has  been  at  Bright- 
on— of  the  misery  of  those  first  days,  when  his  whole 
heart  had  been  full  of  Clare  and  of  his  love  for  her, 
when  for  friendship's  sake  and  for  his  own  honor  he 
had  sacrificed  every  hope  that  had  brightened  his 
life.  It  had  seemed  then  that  nothing  worse  could 
befall  him,  but  now  all  thoughts  of  love  seemed  to 
be  blotted  out  by  the  solemnity  of  death.  The  past 
is  a  dream — a  sad  pitiful  dream — half  forgotten  in 
the  waking  fact  that  Bertie  with  his  beautiful  face 
and  winsome  ways — is  dead. 

"If  it  had  only  been  I,"  he  cries  aloud  in  his  ex- 
citement, "for  whom  nobody  cares,  and  for  whom 
no  one  would  grieve!" 

He  shudders  at  the  sound  of  his  own  voice,  and 
turns  round  nervously  to  see  if  any  one  is  near,  but 
only  the  washing  of  the  waves  is  to  be  heard,  and 
only  the  bright  restless  seagulls  are  to  be  seen  as 
they  sweep  across  the  horizon  and  hover  over  the 
stormy  ocean.  Then  comes  the  thought  of  how  Clare 
will  Buffer  when  she  knows  that  he  who  was  to  have 
been  her  husband  is  gone  from  her  for  ever;  and, 
when  he  thinks  of  how  she  will  weep  and  mourn  for 
him,  he  is  almost  tempted  to  envy  the  dead. 

But  Bertie  had  not  been  happy;  he  had  had  some 
secret  trouble  that;  had  undermined  the  happiness  of 
his  last  days;  and  Goadon  wonders  if  this  had  any- 
thing to  do  with  Clare  and  his  engagement.     A  hand 


rests  for  a  moment  timidly  on  his  shoulder,  and  turn- 
ing round,  he  sees  the  old  boatman  who  had  helped 
to  rescue  Bertie  from  the  waves. 

"BeggiDg  your  pardon,  sir,  for  troubling  you,"  he 
he  commences  hesitatingly. 

"What  is  it?"  asks  Gordon  wearily. 
"Well,  sir,  it  was  the  young  gentleman  I  wanted 
to  ask  about — the  young  gentleman  that  had  the  up- 
set, you  know,  sir;  I  was  wondering  what  had  hap- 
pened to  him." 

"The  very  worst  has  happened — he  is  dead." 

"I  feared  it,  sir;  for  I've  been  that  unsettled  I 
could  do  nothing;  and  what  with  not  having  no  boat 
and  naught  in  the  shape  of  work  I  seemed  to  brood 
on  it  like." 

"So  you  lost  your  boat?" 

"Ay,  but,  bless  you,  sir,  that  don't  matter;  a  boat 
ain't  of  as  much  account  as  a  man's  life — and  he  was 
the  finest  young  fellow  I  ever  did  see.  I  hadn't  ought 
let  him  go  on  such  a  morning." 

"It  was  no  fault  of  yours." 

"Nor  of  yours,  either,  sir,  I'll  be  bound;  for  you 
did  your  best  to  save  him,  and  at  a  fearful  risk," 
says  the  boatman  earnestly.  "He  was  a  brother  of 
yourn  likely?" 

"No,  he  was  my  friend." 

And  then,  out  of  his  own  not  overful  purse,  Gor- 
don produces  two  or  three  bank-notes,  which  he 
gives  to  the  honest  fisherman  to  replace  the  boat  that 
had  been  his  only  source  of  maintenance;  and  leav- 
ing him  overcome  with  gratitude,  he  walks  back 
slowly  to  the  hotel.  The  lawyer  is  standing  near  the 
table  in  the  sitting-room,  and  before  him  are  strewn 
letters  and  papers  of  all  sorts,  near  a  large  writing- 
desk. 

"I  have  been  waiting  for  you,  sir,"  he  says  in  his 
usual  slow,  measured  accents,  seeing  that  Captain 
Hay  looks  a  little  surprised  to  find  him  there.  "As 
the  nearest  friend  of  the  deceased,  I  wish  to  formally 
make  over  to  you  all  documents  that  have  been  found 
among  his  effects  or  on  his  person." 

"Am  I  to  read  them?" 

"That  is  as  you  choose;  it  is  not  absolutely  neces- 
sary— only  it  would  be  as  well  to  look  over  them; 
and  as  the  nearest  relative  is  a  maiden  aunt,  I  think 
the  duty  ought  to  devolve  on  you,  as  being  more  suit- 
able." 

"If  it  is  necessary,  I  will  do  it." 

"It  is  safer;  though  as  a  rule  a  young  man's 
papers  generally  consists  of  bills  and  love-letters 
only,"  says  the  lawyer,  with  a  grim  smile. 

Gordon  does  not  answer,  save  by  a  haughty  bend 
of  the  head,  which  the  other  rightly  interprets  as  a 
dismissal,  for  with  a  prim  legal-looking  bow  he 
leaves  the  room,  and  Gordon  is  left  alone. 

He  draws  a  chair  to  the  table,  and  with  a  slight 
tinge  of  awe  separates  the  numberless,  bills,  receipts, 
notes  of  invitation,  and  other  things  from  the  letters 
that  seem  of  a  more  personal  character.  There  are 
closely  written  budgets  of  local  news  from  Miss 
Grand,  and  long  rambling  epistles  from  Mr.  Colqu- 
houn,  and  then  there  are  some  short  notes  from 
Clare,  which  are  tied  together  with  a  ribbon,  and 
nearly  falling  to  pieces  with  being  read  over  so  often. 
These  Go.don  touches  reverently;  but,  as  he  lays 
them  gently  on  one  side,  he  cannot  help  noticing 
that  they  commence  and  finish  like  the  letters  of  a 
mere  acquaintance,  and  are  not  couched  in  the  en- 
dearing terms  that  a  woman  would  naturally  use  to 
the  man  that  she  loved  and  was  about  to  marry.  A 
strange  contradictory  feeling  arises  in  his  heart,  and 
for  a  moment  he  is  indignant  that  Bertie's  true,  pa- 
tient love  should  have  evoked  no  answering  passion. 

The  bulk  of  the  letters  are  soon  sorted;  and  now 
nothing  remains  but  the  desk  and  a  small  pocket- 
book,  which  the  poor  boy  who  is  dead  had  always 
carried  about  with  him;  and,  as  Gordon  opens  the 
former,  he  sees  a  letter  addressed  to  himself  lying  on 
the  top.  He  opens  it  eagerly,  and  reads  the  follow- 
ing words,  which  are  traced  in  irregular  characters — 

"Deab  Gordon: — I  have  been  thinking  all  night 
how  best  to  tell  yon  what  with  the  express  purpose 
of  saying  I  came  to  Brighton;  I  don't  think  I  dare 
trust  myself  to  speak  of  it,  for  the  wound  is  so  recent, 
and  I  am  so  new  to  pain,  that  I  might  not  bear  it 
bravely  as  a  soldier  should.  I  have  been  a  sad  bun- 
gler, and  it  never  entered  my  head  before  that  you 
too  loved  Clare  so  dearly;  but  last  night  I  saw  it 
clearly,  and  my  selfishness  in  sending  you  away 
comes  plainly  before  me.  It  is  I  who  should  have 
gone — I  whom  she  never  loved,  whom  she  never 
would  have  loved,  even  if  she  had  never  met  you; 
for  it  is  you  that  she  loved  from  the  beginning.  I 
have  been  very  blind,  wickedly  blind,  to  all  but  my 
own  feelings — my  own  love  for  her;  but  some  day 
when  all  this  is  long  forgotten,  you  will  forgive  me, 
and  win  my  pardon  from  her  too.  If  I  have  come 
between  you,  believe  me,  it  was  unknowingly,  and 
in  thoughtlessness  only.  I  shall  go  away  for  a  time, 
but  scarcely  know  whither  yet.  Everything  seems 
confused,  and  nothing  certain,  which  is  your  gain. 
Be  good  to  her,  Beauty;  and  I  thank  Heaven  that, 
since  she  could  not  love  me,  it  is  you  who  have  won 


her  heart.     Good-bye,  my  true,  faithful  friend,  and 
may  heaven  be  with  you  both!  Bertie." 

Gordon  drops  the  letter  and  buries  his  face  in  his 
hands.  He  knows  all  now;  and  the  nobleness  of 
the  boy  in  ignoring  the  sacrifice  he  has  made,  and 
his  generosity  in  blaming  himself  for  all  that  has 
happened,  touches  him  deeply. 

That  he  possesses  the  love  of  Clare,  and  is  now 
free  to  woo  her,  seems  a  joy  that  is  far  off,  and  arising 
as  it  does  from  the  death  and  sorrow  of  a  friend,  it 
is  a  joy  that  must  be  subdued  and  put  aside  until  a 
more  fitting  season.  Now  all  that  comes  home  to 
him  is  that  Bertie  is  dead,  and  that  his  last  words 
were  those  of  self-renunciation. 

By-and-bye  he  opens  the  pocket-book,  but  there  is 
nothing  in  it  but  a  dried  piece  of  maiden-hair  fern 
and  the  withered  stalk  of  a  geranium.  These  he 
takes  up  tenderly,  and,  when  he  has  placed  the 
papers  in  proper  order,  he  carries  the  former  up- 
stairs to  the  room  where  Bertie  lies.  He  hides  them 
under  the  cold  hands  that  are  crossed  so  meekly  upon 
his  breast,  and  then  he  kneels  down  beside  the  bed, 
and  for  the  second  time  that  day  kisses  the  white 
forehead  of  the  dead  boy. 

They  bury  Bertie  in  the  quiet  cemetery  of  Salford 
and  plant  lovely  flowers  on  the  grassy  mound  above 
him;  but  only  a  simple  cross  tells  his  name  and  the 
date  of  his  decease. 

Clare  is  inconsolable  at  his  death  and  blames  her- 
self bitterly  for  it.  She  is  only  just  getting  better 
from  her  illness  when  the  news  comes,  and  the  shock 
is  so  great  that  she  has  a  relapse  and  is  thrown  back 
once  more  into  the  danger  from  which  she  has  so 
lately  escaped.  Then,  when  slowly  recovering  her 
health,  the  idea  seems  to  fasten  upon  her  that  she 
alone  is  responsible  for  what  has  happened,  and  in 
her  present  weak  state  this  seriously  retards  her  re- 
covery— and  her  aunt's  constant  presence  is  not  cal- 
culated to  dispel  her  gloom. 

Miss  Grand  for  a  long  time  refuses  to  be  comforted 
but  gradually,  as  the  violence  of  her  grief  abates, 
she  commences  to  think  gratefully  of  the  young  man 
who  had  so  tenderly  cared  for  him  to  the  last. 

With  a  woman's  logic  she  rather  naturally  con- 
cludes that  what  has  soothed  her  own  sorrow  may 
have  some  power  to  mitigate  the  misery  of  her  niece; 
and  so,  directly  Clare  is  able  to  come  down  to  the 
drawing-room,  she  begs  Gordon  to  visit  her,  and  en- 
deavor to  disabuse  her  mind  of  the  idea  that  possess- 
es it,  and  to  rouse  her  from  the  dangerous  apathy 
that  has  lately  fallen  over  her.  At  first  he  demurs; 
but  when  Miss  Priscilla  makes  a  point  of  it,  he  gives 
in  and  suffers  himself  to  be  led  up  stairs.  She  opens 
the  door  very  gently,  and  when  he  is  safely  in  closes 
it  and  goes  down  again  to  await  the  result. 

Gordon  gazes  at  her  earnestly,  and  a  sharp  pain 
goes  straight  to  her  heart  as  he  sees  the  alteration 
that  a  few  weeks  have  made.  Her  eyes  look  unnat- 
urally large  and  sunken,  and  her  face  is  so  pinched 
and  transparent,  that  her  hair  seems  almost  too 
heavy  for  her  to  bear,  as  it  hangs  about  her  shoulders 
in  uncared-for  profusion. 

"Clare!"  he  cries  excitedly,  stepping  forward. 

She  turns  her  eyes  slowly  upon  him,  and  not  even 
the  faintest  of  flushes  suffuses  her  pale  cheeks  as  she 
sees  who  it  is.  She  is  not  even  surprised,  and  only 
wonders  vaguely  whether  any  fresh  ill  has  befallen 
any  one. 

"My  poor  child!"  he  says  very  gently,  and  draws 
nearer  to  her. 

Her  eyes  drop,  and  with  a  nervous  caressing  littlo 
movement  she  strokes   the  rug  that  is  covering  her. 

"Why  are  you  here?"  she  says  slowly. 

"To  see  you — to  comfort  you,"  he  answers  earn- 
estly. 

"Comfort  me  !" 

The  words  are  spoken  bo  bitterly  and  with  such 
utter  scorn  that  Gordon  shudders. 

"Hush,  hush,  Clare!"  he  says  almost  sternly.  "No 
one  should  grieve  like  that." 

She  does  not  seem  vexed,  and  only  looks  up  at  him 
as  he  stands  over  her,  and  with  a  sort  of  pity  in  her 
glance  which  seems  to  imply  that  he  could  never 
fathom  the  depth  of  a  sorrow  that  was  heightened  by 
remorse. 

"How  can  you  measure  the  bonds  of  grief,  and 
how  can  you  mete  out  comfort  for  a  trouble  like 
mine?"  she  says  calmly. 

He  kneels  down  beside  her  and  takes  her  hand. 

"Clare — dear  child,"  he  pleads — "weep  if  you  will, 
but  do  not  talk  like  this." 

She  draws  away  her  hand. 

"I  am  a  child  no  longer,"  she  says.  "I  am  a  wo- 
man now,  by  right  of  my  woman's  woe." 

"Clare,  be  comforted  for  my  sake,"  he  continues 
earnestly,  and  his  voice  falters  with  emotion. 

But  she  does  not  move,  and  looks  so  stonily  be- 
yond him  that  he  commences  to  fear  for  her  reason — 
her  stolid  despair  seems  so  natural.  Once  again  he 
strives  to  plead  with  her  and  leans  over  and  with 
trembling  fingers  smooths  back  her  hair. 

"For  Bertie's  sake,"  he  whispers." 

A  shiver  passes  through  her  and  for  the  first  time 
she  seems  moved  at  his  words. 

"You  must  not  speak  of  him  to  me,"  she  says 
quickly. 
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""Why  not?     We  were  friends  and  he  loved  us. 
"He  loved  me,  but  I  betrayed   him;  I  was  false  to 
myself  and  to  him." 

"Even  if  that  were  true,  he  forgave  you." 
"He  was  always  good  and  forgave  soon.'* 
"And  loved  you  to  the  last." 
"Ah!    Goon." 

A  Bweet  smile  has  crept  over  hea  face  and  she  rais- 
es herself  to  listen. 

"His  lust  words  were  of  you.  'Dear  Clare,'  he  said, 
and  then  again,  'Kiss  me,  Clare.'  " 
"And  I  was  not  there!" 

"No;  but  I   leaned   down  and  kissed  him  in  your, 
stead,  and  he  never  knew— he  died  happy." 
"Thank  Heaven!"  she  murmurs. 
"He  was  buried  with  a  flower  you  gave  him  on  his 
breast.     I  found  it  in  his  pocket-book  and  placed  it 
where  I  knew  he  would  have  wished." 

The  tears  are  gathering  slowly  in  her  eyes  and  her 
lips  tremble  a  little. 

"Did  he  suffer  much?"  she  asks. 
"I  do  not  think  bo;    he  was  so   patient,  so  uncom- 
plaining." 

She  is  weeping  now,  not  stormily  or  passionately, 
but  very  quietly,  as  though  each  tear  that  falls  is  a 
load  from  off  her  heart.  Gordon  waits  silently,  and 
then,  when  at  last  she  is  calmer,  he  rises  to  go,  but 
she  stops  him. 

"Tell  me  everything  about  it,"  she  says. 
And  very  gently  and  carefully  Gordon  tells  her 
the  whole  story,  suppressing  al  that  which  bears  any 
reference  to  himself,  and  impressing  clearly  upon 
her  that  his  death  was  an  accident  which  no  one 
could  have  prevented,  and  which  would  have  hap- 
pened under  any  other  circumstances;  and  at  last 
she  is  convinced.  When  he  leaves  she  smiles  a  little 
and  begs  him  to  come  again  soon,  and  he  promises 
to  do  so. 

"Very  soon,"  she  says  anxiously. 
"Yes,  very;"  and  so  he  takes  her  hand  in  his  for  a 
moment  and  then  goes. 

Miss  Priscilla  is  awaiting  him  eagerly  below,  and 
rushes  out  of  her  room  when  she  hears  his  footsteps. 
"Well?"  she  says  curiously. 
"It  is  well;  I  think  she  will  be  better  now." 
"Captain  Hay.  you  have  been  very  good!"  she  says 
gratefully. 

"Indeed  I  have  done  nothing.  I  have  only  spoken 
to  her  of  Bertie,  and  it  seems  to  comfort  her." 

"Dear  me!"  cries  Miss  Priscilla.  "And  I  have  al- 
ways avoided  the  subject  so  studiously." 

"That  was  not  wise;  it  made  her  think  of  him 
more.  You  should  talk  of  him  naturally,  and  gradu- 
ally she  will  get  accustomed  to  the  thought  of  his 
death,  and  in  time  resigned." 

"But  she  diu  not  love  him  when  he  was  alive,"  de- 
murs Miss  Grand. 

"That  is  just  it— and  now  she  is  regrettingher  want 
of  affection  and  blaming  herself  for  it." 

"Oh!"  gasps  the  old  lady  in  wonder;  and  then 
Gordon  leaves  her  to  think  over  this  new  aspect  of 
affairs. 

A  few  days  afterwards  he  comes  again,  and  this 
time  Clare  seems  very  pleased  to  see  him.  She  is  sit- 
ting up,  and  has  a  book  before  her,  which  she  has 
evidently  not  been  reading,  for  the  leaves  are  as  yet 
uncut,  and  her  hands  are  folded  idly  in  her  lap. 

"If  she  would  only  work  or  read,  she  would  be 
better, ' '  thinks  Gordon ;  and  then  a  bright  idea  strikes 
him,  and  as  he  draws  off  his  second  glove  he  manages 
to  tear  the  button  off. 

"There — is  not  that  annoying!"  he  says  artfully, 
holding  it  out. 

"It  will  mend,"  she  answers  listlessly. 
"Yes,  but  there  is  no  one  to  do  it  until   I  get  back 
to  barracks — unless  you  would  be  so  good." 
"I  will  do  itif  you  like,"  she  says  hesitatingly. 
"You  are  very  good,"   he   says,   delighted  at  the 
success  of  his  ruse;  and.  then  he   runs  down,    and 
procures  needles  and   cotton  of   all   sizes  from  Miss 
Grand's  work-basket. 

Clare  looks  up  smiling  as  he  comes  back  with  his 
■  spoil. 

"I  sha'n't  want  all  these,"  she  says. 
"No,  I   suppose   not,  but  I  was   determined  you 
should  have  a  good  choice." 

"It  is  only  a  stitch — there,  it  is  finished  already," 
she  says  returning  the  glove  him  with  the  button  re- 
stored to  its  original  place. 

He  takes  it  eagerly,  looking  down  at  it  with  rever- 
ential admiration,  as  being  her  work.  Aftur  this,  by 
his  advice,  Miss  Grand  leaves  some  work  on  Clare's 
table,  and  sometimes  it  is  taken  up  for  a  minute  or 
two,  and  a  few  stitches  are  put  it.  Another  time  he 
commences  to  read  aloud  to  her,  and  manages  to 
leave  off  in  the  most  interesting  part;  and  to  his  in- 
tense delight,  when  he  offers  to  read  some  more  on 
his  next  visit,  she  thaks  him,  but  has  already  finished 
it. 

"Captain  Hay, "she  says  one  day.  when   they  are 
alone,  "will  you  tell  me  about  Bertie's  grave — howit 
looks,  and  the  exact  spot  where  it  is?" 
"And  then  he  describes  it  all  to  her. 

he  asks, 


"Won't  you  come  and  see  it  with  me?" 
when  he  has  ended. 

[to  be  continued.] 


C^No  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

"Ypsilantt. — There  are  different  kinds  of 
paste.  One  kind  is  a  bunch  of  clenched  di- 
gits colliding  with  the  optic. 

St.  John. — When  a  temperance  leader  asks 
for  a  glass  of  soda,  and  surreptitiously  winks 
at  the  druggist,  you  may  safely  put  him 
down  as  a  fraud. 

Traveler. — You  can  leave  this  city  by  boat, 
by  rail,  or  by  shanks'  mare.  But  you  can't 
go  without  paying  your  landlady  and  your 
washer-woman. 

Agony. — The  "volume"  of  greenbacks  out- 
standing June  30fch,  1878,  was  $346,681,016. 
It  is  a  volume,  however,  which  is  not  on  the 
shelves  of  our  library. 

Saginaw. — Yes,  sir.  A  man  may  be  a  very 
influential  politician — under  the  present  or- 
der of  things — and  yet  be  unable  to  speak  a 
sentence  of  good  English,  or  even  write  his 
name. 

Mechanic. — "We  don't  think  you  could  ob- 
tain a  patent  for  an  invention,  the  object  of 
which  is  to  assist  young  ladies  to  eat  double 
the  qauntity  of  ice  cream  nature  enables 
them  to. 

Hender80n. — An  accomplished  navigator 
should  be  able  to  box  the  compass.  It  is 
usually  done,  we  believe,  with  a  hammer, 
some  nails,  and  a  few  boards.  Boxing 
gloves  are  designed  for  a  different  use  alto- 
gether. 

Toledo. — The  department  of  agriculture 
estimates  the  wool  crop  for  this  year  at  from 
three  to  five  per  cent  greater  than  in  1877. 
We  do  not,  however,  believe  that  the  crop 
growing  on  the  heads  of  the  colored  popula- 
tion is  included  in  this  calculation. 

Love. — We  are  not  in  the  canning  busi- 
ness, consequently  we  cannot  tell  you  how 
pickles  are  made.  We  are  aware,  however, 
that  sometimes  a  man  tries  to  run  a  paper 
and  makes  a  "case  of  pickles"  out  of  the  ef- 
fort and  another  out  of  the  paper. 


Lowell. — To  define  what  constitutes  a 
good  servant  maid  is  a  somewhat  difficult  job. 
We  should  say,  however,  that  one  who  gets 
up  in  the  morning  at  4  o'clock,  lights  the 
fire,  prepares  breakfast,  sweeps  the  house, 
and  makes  the  beds  before  any  one  is  up,  is 
an  extra  good  domestic. 

Jamestown. — If  you  can  invent  a  telescope 


by  which  objects  five  miles  away  can  be 
brought  within  a  few  feet,  you  will  certainly 
eclipse  Edison  and  make  a  great  ^eal  0I 
money.  With  such  an  invention  a  man 
might  walk  around  and  bring  "portable  pro- 
perty" of  a  valuable  nature  right  into  his 
pocket  without  any  risk,  and  so  accumulate 
a  fortune  with  rapidity  and  certainty. 


At  the  Gate. 


You  kissed  me  at  the  gate  last  night, 
And  mother  heard  the  "smack," 

She  says  it's  naughty  to  do  so, 
So  please  to  take  it  back. 

I  cannot  see  what  harm  there  is 
In  such  a  thing,  can  you  ? 

But  mother  seems  so  wroth, 
Please  take  it  back,  now  do! 

It  seems  to  me  quite  natural 
For  lips  to  meet  that  way, 

But  mother  says  it's  very  wrong, 
So  take  it  back,  I  pray. 

And  come  to  think  of  it,  I'm  sure 
That  several  times  'twas  done, 

So  now  to  make  it  right  be  sure 
To  take  back  every  one. 

I  would  not  have  you  think  it's  me, 

I  do  not  care  a  mite, 
But  mother's  so  particular, 

Please  take  them  back  to-night. 


Almost  an  Angel. 
He  was  a  youth  of  eighteen  with  a  name 
almost  as  long  as  his  neck,  but  not  quite  as 
red.  He  owned  up  that  he  drove  a  butcher 
cart  and  was  continually  hoping  to  kill  some 
one  under  the  wheels,  but  this  was  his  only 
failing.  He  was  meek  of  mind,  tender  of 
heart,  and  sometimes  felt  as  if  he  should 
soon  have  wings  and  play  on  a  little  harp. 
His  Honor  doubted.  This  was  the  only  case 
where  he  expressed  any  sort  of  doubt,  but  he 
argued  that  a  young  man  who  had  started  a 
row,  struck  a  policeman,  threatened  murder 
and  kicked  his  cell  door  all  night,  was  dump- 
ing his  sand  on  the  wrong  wharf.  The  pris- 
oner was  preparing  to  argue  the  case  from 
thirteen  different  stand-points,  when  he 
found  himself  in  the  corridor,  sentenced  for 
thirty  days,  and  his  Honor  smiled  at  Bijah, 
who  whispered: 

"Don't  be  particular  about  beauty — hustle 
'em  along  and  keep  the  machinery  warmed 
up!" 


Hard  to  Tell. 


The  sounds  of  blows  and  shrieks  attracted 
a  crowd  before  a  house  on  Oak  street  the 
other  day,  and  directly  one  of  the  newly  ap- 
pointed officers  came  sauntering  along.  He 
seemed  a  trifle  anxious,  but  yet  made  no 
movement,  and  one  of  the  crowd  exblaimed : 

"Why  in  the  name  of  Heaven  don't  you  stop 
that?" 

"Is  it  a  fight  ?"  queried  the  offiber. 

"Of  course  it  is!" 

"Are  you  sure?" 

"Sure!  Why  even  a  fool  can  tell  that  some 
one  is  being  pounded  to  death!" 

"Perhaps  so,"  mused  the  officer;  'but you 
can't  tell — can't  tell.  I  jumped  in  once  in 
just  such  a  case  as  this  and  found  that  it  was 
a  young  lady  taking  music  lessons  instead  of 
a  row.  Keep  still,  you  boys,  and  let  me  see 
if  I  can  hear  any  crockery  bang  against  the 
walls !" 
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Tlie  Very  Freshest  American  Humor 

The  right  bowwower — A  good  watch   dog. 

A  word  of  caution  to  the  farmers — Mind 
your  rye. 

The  cat  that  has  nine  lives  must  be  a  cat- 
o'-nine  tales. 

If  you  wish  to  preserve  your  constitution, 
you  must  first  carefully  observe  the  bile  laws. 

If  Noah  counted  all  the  animals  that  went 
into  the  ark,  weren't  they  certainly  of  Noah 
count? 

"All  flesh  is  grass"  yet  a  very  poor  quali- 
ty of  hay  is  obtained  by  "cutting"  one's 
friends. 

"A  hanging  is  like  a  wedding  in  that  it  is 
something  which  some  people  like  to  see 
completed  at  an  early  day." 

Kissing  the  bride  in  the  church  is  one  of 
the  lost  arts.  Ah,  no;  not  one  of  the  lost 
tarts,  but  one  of  the  lost  sweets. 

Does  it  follow  that  because  a  phrenologist 
reads  a  person's  mental  characteristics  from 
the  bumps  that  they  have  a  red  head  ? 

"I,  too,  have  a  presentment  that  I  will  peg 
out  in  June,"  sighed  the  Sweet  Singer  of 
Michigan,  as  she  gazed  sadly  at  Bryant's  por- 
trait. 

Mr.  Barnum  claims  to  be  the  greatest 
showman  on  earth,  and  yet  he  cannot  stand 
on  his  head,  unless  he  gets  up  against  a 
wall. 

A  Vermont  man  dropped  dead  just  as  he 
was  going  to  kick  a  foot-ball.  He  had  kicked 
his  family  often  and  always  enjoyed  good 
health. 

Mary  Walker  asserts  that  the  Venus  de 
Medici  never  wore  corsets.  Of  course  not. 
She  didn't  wear  anything,  her  wardrobe  was 
tore-so. 

Ben  Butler  says  he  would  rather  have  writ- 
ten two  pages  for  a  school-reader  than  to 
become  the  great  man  he  is.  "We  can  all  see 
•his  mistake. 

"The  man  who  tries  to  flirt  with  me,"  re- 
marks Dr.  Mary  Walker,  "may  escape  a  kick- 
ing, but  if  he  does  he  will  have  to  run  faster 
than  I  can." 

It  matters  not  how  indifferent  an  angler  a 
man  may  be,  at  this  season  of  the  year  he 
can  always  find  good  fly-fishing  in  the  family 
cream  pitcher. 

The  Graphic  kindly  offers  to  forward  any 
designs  which  Gail  Hamilton  may  have  on 
Carl  Schurz.  Thought  Gail  herself  was  for- 
ward enough. 

Our  forefathers  must  have  suffered  at  Val- 
ley Forge — of  course  they  did — but  they 
knew  they  would  be  remembered  by  Fourth 
of  July  orators. 


Most  any  dolt  can  chase  a  rabbit  into  a 
hollow  log,  but  the  man  who  can  chop  him 
out  and  eat  him  is  the  fellow  who  has  a  right 
to  feel  good  over  it. 

To  the  young  gentleman  who  sends  us  a 
poem  on  "Ah  me!  the  sun  will  set,"  we  wish 
to  say  that  if  the  eggs  are  large  thirteen  are 
enough  to  begin  with. 

If  you  would  be  clear  and  forcible,  don't 
use  foreign  words.  Be  natural.  A  man 
nexer  stops  to  hunt  up  a  foreign  word  when 
he  is  stung  by  a  hornet.- 

One  kind  word  spoken  to  a  tramp  may 
cheer  his  whole  future  life.  Bemember  this 
when  you  see  him  walking  off  with  you  as 
and  fifty  feet  of  garden  hose. 

Those  Smith  sisters  of  Glastonbury  sit 
around  in  slippers,  hair  done  up  in  brown 
papers,  and  wonder  why  a  modern  martyr 
can't  fetch  a  tear  from  the  public. 

Tricket,  the  famous  Australian  sculler,  has 
lost  two  fingers  while  handling  a  cask  of 
liquor.  It  is  usually  the  cask  that  loses  two 
or  three  fingers  by  being  handled. 

Darwin  owns  up  that  animals  cannot  ex- 
actly laugh,  and  he  further  admits  that  the 
leer  on  a  mule's  countenance  after  kicking  a 
man  over  is  no  expression  of  feeling. 

It  is  asserted  by  narrow-minded  critics 
that  after  a  policeman  has  been  sworn  about 
15,000  times  he  begins  to  forget  the  differ- 
ence between  a  Bible  and  a  city  directory. 

A  traveling  toper  was  lately  discovered 
half-frozen  and  almost  famished,  in  an  Al- 
pine defile.  He  said  he  had  been  on  the 
tramp  for  a  week,  and  hadn't  Metter-horn. 

The  Graphic  publishes  statistics  to  show 
that  the  middle  class  is  gradually  dying  out, 
and  that  in  time  all  of  us  will  become  high- 
nosed,  four-horse  aristocrats.     Let  'er  come! 

There  is  a  fortune  in  store  for  .  the  genius 
who  can  invent  a  way  of  carrying  home  a 
mackerel  so  it  will  resemble  a  parcel  contain 
ing  twenty-six  yards  of  silk  for  his  dear  wife 

Thought  is  not  as  rapid  as  philosophers 
have  asserted.  A  man  who  is  sitting  behind 
a  runaway  horse  may  bounce  along  a  full 
mile  before  he  has  thought  of  half  his  mean 
deeds. 

Francis  Parkham  has  written  a  book  to 
prove  that  universal  suffrage  is  a  failure. 
We  can  lay  our  hand  on  a  hundred  disap- 
pointed office-holders  who  firmly  believe  with 
Parkman. 

A  Buffalo  minister  has  been  preaching  a 
sermon  about  "The  Truly  Beautiful  Wo- 
men," and  now  several  church  members  are 
always  at  home  when  the  pastor  calls  on 
their  wives. 

The  Indians,  when  holding  the  sun-dance, 
will  endure  any  amount  of  pain,  but  let  an 
Omaha  hotel  keeper  lift  him  down  stairs  in 
the  gentlest  manner  and  he  flies  to  a  jury  to 
assess  damages. 

The  lorn  husband  in  the  city  smokes  all 
over  the  house.  His  wife  at  Long  Branch 
flirts  all  over  the  beach.  Both  are  satisfied. 
The  parlor  curtains  and  the  character  of  the 
sad  sea  sands  alone  suffer. 

The  five  Swarthmore  girls  who  were  made 
Bachelors  of  Arts,  yesterday,  are  now  going 
in  for  the  hearts  of  bachelors.  The  differ- 
ence between  them  and  poets  is  that  they  are 
not  born  but  maid  Bachelors. 


A  Nelliston  genius  has  invented  a  pair  of 
spectacles  which  enable  the  wearer  to  see  be- 
hind as  well  as  in  front.  If  Mrs.  Lot  had 
worn  one  of  these  invaluable  glasses,  that 
pillar  of  salt  would  never  seen  the  light. 

The  old  man  of  the  Bocehster  Chronicle 
predicts:  Probabilities:  Low  barometer  in 
all  the  academic  centres,  followed  by  high 
winds,  copious  showers  (of  greenbacks), 
clearing  weather  and  innumerable  "scholas- 
tic honors." 

The  Scientific  American  notes  the  fact  that 
of  260  hangings  in  the  country  during  the 
past  five  years,  seventy-five  per  cent,  have 
occurred  west  of  the  Alleghanies.  We  have 
always  understood  that  westward  the  star  of 
hemp-ire  took  its  way. 

It  takes  a  drug  clerk  of  broad  judgment 
and  liberal  views,  and  a  calm,  statesmanlike 
control  of  his  features,  to  know  how  to  give 
a  citizen  the  right  kind  of  syrup  in  his  soda 
water  when  the  citizen's  wife  says  she  will 
take  the  same  as  her  husband. 

Among  the  Zulus,  a  nation  of  the  Kaffres, 
according  to  etiquette,  the  mother-in-law  can 
not  face  the  son-in-law,  but  must  hide,  or 
pretend  to  hide,  when  she  sees  him.  In  this 
country  the  custom  is  reversed.  It  is  the 
son-in-law  who  does  the  dodging. 

Brethern,  let  us  resolve  to  never  again  aim 
the  shaft  of  ridicule  at  chewing-gum.  From 
its  excessive  mastication  an  Ohio  woman  con- 
tracted the  lock-jaw,  and  was  unable  to  speak 
for  three  days.  Her  husband's  hair,  which 
was  quite  gray,  turned  to  a  jet  black  the  first 
night. 

A  man  can  never  be  said  to  look  care-worn 
and  miserable  enough  to  justify  the  opinion 
that  his  kidneys  are  out  of  order,  until  after 
a  long  tramp  on  a  dusty  road  he  approaches 
the  only  beer  saloon  within  a  radius  of  a 
mile,  only  to  discover  that  the  family  is  ab- 
sent at  a  funeral. 

Two  tramps  recently  slept  in  a  limekiln  in 
Baltimore  and  died  from  inhaling  the  fumes. 
This  may  be  called  a  mortaruary  notice,  and 
we  suppose  that  they  said  to  each  other  be- 
fore givingup  the  ghost,  "Well,  lime  kilned." 
Every  citizen  will  no  doubt  have  a  limekiln 
under  his  back  stoop  as  soon  as  this  is  peru- 
sed. 

They  were  talking  about  the  weight  of  dif- 
ferent individuals  in  a  certain  family  gather- 
ing in  Newark  the  other  evening,  and  the 
daughter's  young  man,  who  was  present, 
spoke  up  before  he  thought,  and  said:  "I  tell 
you  that  Jenny  isn't  so  very  light,  either,  al- 
though she  looks  so."  And  then  he  looked 
suddenly  conscious  and  blushed,  and  Jenny 
became  absorbed  in  studying  a  chromo  on 
the  wall. 

There  are  men  who  can  face  a  stuffed  lion 
without  the  quiver  of  an  eye-lid  or  thought 
of  fear;  who  have  been  known  to  walk  boldly 
up  to  the  Cardiff  giant  and  touch  his  forbid- 
ding limbs  with  the  freedom  of  a  child  toy- 
ing with  a  flower.  And  yet  these  same  men 
cannot  hear  a  little  woman  at  home  speak  to 
them  without  their  knees  giving  way  and  a 
cold  chill  running  down  their  back.  What 
is  the  explanation  of  this  ? 

They  were  standing  at  a  window.  "In 
looking  out  doors,  do  you  notice  how  bright 
is  the  green  of  the  grass  and  leaves  ?"  asked 
an  elderly  gentleman  of  a  little  girl  whose 
home  he  was  visiting.  "Yes,  sir."  "Why 
does  it  appear  so  much  brighter  at  this  time?" 
he  next  asked,  looking  down  upon  the  bright, 
sweet  face  with  tender  interest.  "Because 
ma  has  cleaned  house  and  you  can  see  out 
better,"  she  said.  The  elderly  gentleman 
sat  down. 
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— The  most  prosperous  profession  in  Li- 
beria is  that  of  the  undertaker. 

— Just  fancy,  a  nominating  convention  has 
adjourned  in  Texas  without  making  a  nomi- 
nation. 

A  Charlestown  duck  is  raising  a  couple  of 
kittens.  We  once  knew  a  goat  to  raise  a 
duck — of  a  girl. 

— Gen.  Butler  says  he  is  in  favor  of  the 
Workingrnen's  party,  of  spoons,  and  of  him- 
self for  President. 

■ — One  man  in  North  Carolina  has  shipped 
North  this  season  40,000  cucumbers.  He  has 
not  yet  been  indicted  for  murder. 

— Portions  of  Georgia  are  suffering  severe- 
ly from  drouth.  They  all  seem  to  be  thirsty 
and  whisky  only  15  cents  a  drink. 

—An  exchange  states  that  Theodore  Cook 
is  in  Paris.  We  have  an  impression  on  our 
minds  that  there  are  quite  a  number  of  cooks 
in  Paris. 

— Mrs.  Sweet  the  wife  of  Mr.  Sweet  and 
the  mother  of  Miss  Sweet  has  just  been  killed 
by  a  locomotive.  Candy  has  gone  up  fifteen 
per  cent. 

— The  Sultan  of  Morocco  has  presented 
the  Emperor  William  with  ten  fine  Barbary 
horses — to  assist  him  in  having  a  more  stable 
government. 

— A  Boston  paper  recently  headed  a  mar- 
riage notice  "Ingenious  Attempt  to  Swindle." 
The  compositor  was  promptly  killed  by  the 
irate  bride  groom. 

■ — A  South  Carolina  darkey  stole  enough 
chickens  to  buy  a  marriage  license  but  was 
arrested  and  thrown  in  jail  one  hour  before 
the  consumation  of  his  happiness. 

— Henry  Ward  Beecher's  agent  is  a  man 
of  considerable  nerve.  He  has  just  been 
married  and  permits  his  bride  to  travel  in 
company  with  the  Beverend  lecturer. 

— Australian  dogs  never  bark.  We  think 
Australia  must  be  a  nice  sort  of  a  place  to 
live  in.  We  intend  to  inquire  if  Australian 
cats  ever  sing  in  the  stilly  hours  of  night. 

— A  contemporary  enquires  if  a  man  has 
the  right  to  kill  himself  ?  We  will  wave  the 
question  of  right  and  allow  about  three- 
fourths  of  the  people  we  know  to  exercise 
the  privilege. 

— Francis  Murphy  is  eating   potatoes  and 


drinking  water  at  Saratoga.  The  water  may 
be  all  right.  We  are  not  quite  sure,  these 
mineral  waters  are  suspicious;  but  surely  he 
must  have  learned  by  this  time  that  potatoes 
contain  spirits. 

— The  Sonoma  Democrat  has  reached  its 
sixth  volume.  It  is  one  of  the  best  papers 
published  in  this  State.  It  is  edited  with 
vigor  and  ability,  and  is  always  found  advo- 
cating that  which  commend  itself  to  reason, 
justice,  and  right. 

— Society  gossip  has  it  that  Mr.  James 
Gordon  Bennett  and  Miss  Carrie  May  have 
kissed  and  made  up,  and  that  the  nuptials 
will  be  performed  at  an  early  date.  All 
right  Jim,  send  us  a  card  and  we  will  be 
there  to  bestow  our  fraternal  salutation  on — 
the  bride. 

— It  is  interesting  to  learn  from  the  Asso- 
ciated Press  telegrams  that  the  "Shotgun 
Policy"  is  about  to  be  resumed  in  South 
Carolina.  It  is  interesting  inasmuch  as  a 
political  campaign  has  just  been  opened 
which  will  determine  the  complexion  of  the 
House  of  Kepresentatives  for  the  next  three 
years,  and  possibly  elect  the  next  President. 
The  Republican  party  being  without  a  policy 
on  the  current  issues  (as  usual)  falls  back 
upon  the  "bloody  shirt."  Hurrah  for  Abe 
Lincoln. 


HORRORS  OF  A  CHURCH  SOCIAL 

BT   THE    "ONLY   BONES." 

I  write  this  in  the  cause  of  religion.  It  ought  to 
do  religion  good,  just  as  the  exposure  of  spiritualistic 
humbugs  ought  to  help  true  spiritualism — if  there  is 
anything  in  it.  Now,  thefe  is  a  great  deal  in  reli- 
gion, and  every  man  ought  to  have  it,  yet  the  way  it 
is  sometimes  dished  up,  scares  many  away.  Butter 
is  a  good  thing  so  is  watermelon — but  buttered  water- 
melon does  not  sound  escharotic.  Eseharotic  is  a 
good  word — have  it  stuffed  and  put  it  in  your  conser- 
vatory. 

In  the  Bible  days,  when  Job  was  cured  of  his  boils, 
the  Lord  sent  him  to  a  church  social,  and  poor  Job 
immediately  prayed  to  have  his  boils  back.  And 
why  ?  We  will  see :  Say  you  attend  a  social.  You 
are  a  tall,  pale  young  man,  with  plastered  hair;  your 
form  is  slender,  your  means  the  same;  yon  enter  the 
church  basement.  You  have  a  dim  idea  that  you 
will  be  robbed,  but  when  a  young  lady,  with  a  sac- 
charine smile,  asks  you  to  "buy  a  button-hole"  you 
forget  your  breakfast,  and  pay  your  quarter.  Then 
one  of  the  sisters  approaches  with  "Why,  Mr.  Skin- 
ner," and  grasps  your  hand  with  equatorial  affection. 
You  smile  like  an  empty  trunk,  and  lisp  out  some  lie 
about  "how  well  she  looks. ' '  She  simpers  like  a  ten- 
der maid  of  ninety,  and  immediately  returns  the 
falsehood  in  some  pleasant  form.  After  you  have 
swapped  forgerieB  for  a  while,  she  spies  another  vic- 
tim and  introduces  you  to  a  Miss  Flint,  and  flits  away. 
Miss  Flint,  you  soon  find,  will  never  have  brain  fever 
for  when  you  observe  "it's  warm,"  she  says  "yes, 
very."  You  pull  your  mustache  for  five  miserable 
minute,  and  then  remark  on  the  "coolness  of  the 
evening."  "Quita  chilly,"  answers  Miss  Flint,  and 
as  you  both  remember  your  former  remark,  she  gets 
very  red,  and  you  begin  to  perspire.  A  happy  (?)  in- 
cident relieves  your  embarrassment.  A  jaded  female, 
who  seems  born  to  her  job,  passes  with  a  tray  of  ice 
cream.  With  a  seven  benign  smile,  she  pauses,  and 
Miss  Flint  bashfully  partakes,  you  partake,  and  your 
half-dollar  betakes  itself  to  the  jaded  female's  clutch . 
The  ice  cream  fills  the  chinks  in  the  conversation, 
but  it  takes  the  chinks  out  of  you  pocket.     Suddenly 


the  room  grows  quiet.  Somebody  is  going  to  sing. 
A  young  lady  seats  herself  at  the  instrument,  and 
war  is  declared.  Willingly  you  pay  two  and  a  half 
to  see  a  glove  contest — you  take  genuine  comfort  in 
setting  dogB  on  each  other,  but  a  fight  between  a 
young  lady  and  a  piano  you  never  could  and  never 
will  enjoy.  The  piano  always  gets  the  thumping, 
the  performer  the  applause,  and  the  audience  the 
agony. 

"See  that  her  grave  is  kept  green  !"  Yes,  you 
could  plant  a  few  grasses  on  it  this  very  moment. 

"What  a  sweet  voice  she  has"  pensively  remarks 
Miss  Flint.  You  become  absorbed  in  something  in 
the  distance  in  order  to  let  the  ice  cream  tray  get  by 
without  seeing  it.  But  alas,  yon  escape  it  but  mo- 
mentary, you  are  introduced  to  other  young  ladies, 
and  the  refreshments  hold  out  like  Napoleon's  Old 
Guard. 

"Enjoying  yourself  ?"  asks  one  of  the  deacons 
with  a  sort  of  solemn  pleasantry.  You  swear  that  it 
is  a  continual  round  of  pleasure,  and  smile  a  ghastly 
smile  in  your  innermost  soul. 

At  last  you  have  determined  to  fly,  when  you  are 
approached  by  one  of  the  sisters.  She  want's  to 
know  if  won't  take  Miss  Flint  home,  as  her  brother 
didn't  call  for  her  etc.  Of  course  you  would  be  de- 
lighted. Miss  Flint  lives  on  Twenty-sixth  street, 
and  the  cars  have  stopped  running.  To  walk  is  out 
of  the  question.  With  the  calmness  of  desperation 
you  call  a  coupe.  You  pass  the  flickering  gas  lamps, 
and  on  each  seems  to  be  printed  "one  dollar  more." 
To  relieve  the  gloom  that  pervades  the  interior  of 
the  vehicle  you  think  up  funny  stories.  You  call  to 
mind  the  one  about  the  man  who  went  to  the  Cliff 
House  in  a  hack  and  the  bottom  fell  out,  so  that  the 
poor  fellow  had  to  run  all  the  way  inside  of  it.  And 
when  in  the  solitude  of  your  room  you  profit  and 
loss  tag  shows  $-4.75  out,  you  shed  one  silent  tear. 
On  Sunday,  some  one  says  to  you  "what  a  nice  so- 
cial we  had,"  and,  as  you  look  at  them  in  horror, 
you  gulp  down  silent  tear  number  two. 


Procrastination. 


We  were  passing  two  girls  who  were  lean- 
ing over  a  fence  in  mutual  converse,  when 
one  said  to  the  other: 

"I  have  got  something  to  tell  you." 

"What  is  it  ?"  was  the  eager  inquiry. 

"O,  I  can't  tell  you  now.  But  I'll  tell  you 
sometime." 

What  a  common  thing  it  is  among  young 
girls.  How  often  it  is  heard,  "I  have  got 
something  to  tell  you.  I  can't  tell  you  now, 
but  I  will  sometime."  Why  not  now?  Why 
sometime  ?  Little  does  the  careless  utterer 
of  these  words  realize  their  sad  import.  Some- 
time may  never  come.  Delays  are  dangerous. 
We  should  never  put  off  until  to-morrow 
what  we  can  do  to-day,  for  the  morrow  may 
never  come.  What  we  have  got  to  tell  our 
friends  should  be  told  them  now.  Only  a 
short  time  ago  this  same  remark  was  made 
by  one  young  girl  to  another.     She  said : 

"Oh,  I've  got  something  to  tell  you." 

"What  is  it?" 

"Oh,  I  won't  tell  you  now." 

"Why  not  !"  pleaded  her  companion. 

"Oh,  I  can't.  But  I'll  tell  you  some  other 
time." 

Thus  they  parted.  They  never  met  again 
in  this  life.  Within  twenty-four  hours  the 
pleader  was  taken  violently  ill,  and  was  soon 
dead.  What  her  friend  wanted  to  tell  her 
was  that  she  was  to  have  a  dress  trimmed 
with  navy  blue  silk,  but  she  put  off  the  infor- 
mation to  another  time,  and  she  who  thirsted 
for  the  words  died,  and  never  knew  what  was 
to  take  place. 
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During  the  past  week,  the  attendance  of 
the  public  has  fallen  off  considerably  at  all 
the  Theatres.  There  is  but  one  thing  which 
teaches  haughty  managers  that  they  are  not 
imperial  rulers  and  that  is  empty  benches. 
And,  looking  at  the  matter  in  that  light,  we 
fancy  that  a  few  of  our  theatrical  potentates 
are  likely  to  learn  a  useful  lesson  in  the  near 
future.     At  the 

California  Theatre 
That  ill-starred  piece  "Diplomacy"  came  to 
the  end  of  its  run  on  last  Saturday  and  al- 
most simultaneosly  therewith  Mr.  Montague, 
the  leading  light  of  the  company  who  were 
playing  it,  came  to  a  sudden,  we  might  al- 
most say  violent,  death.  On  Monday  even- 
ing the  house  was  closed  out  of  respect  to 
his  memory.  And  on  Tuesday  evening  the 
curtain  was  rung  up  upon  "Mignon"  with 
Miss  Maggie  Mitchell  and  the  new  company. 
"Mignon"  is  one  of  those  pieces  which  come 
down  to  us  from  the  time  when  men  thought 
more  and  wrote  and  talked  a  great  deal  less 
than  they  do  now.  It  is  hardly  necessary  to 
add  that  with  such  a  piece  the  new  company 
and  Miss  Maggie  Mitchell  were  very  much 
overweighted. 

At  Baldwin's 
A  play  has  been  produced  which  the  man- 
agement somewhat  austentatiously  announce 
as  the  "greatest  comedy  of  modern  times." 
The  comedies  of  modern  times  are  so  unique, 
so  far  away  beyond  the  realms  of  criticism, 
that  we  freely  confess  that  we  are  unable  to 
offer  any  opinion  as  to  whether  the  claim  is 
well  founded  or  not.  We  are  prepared  to 
assert,  however,  that  "lies  Fourchambault" 
is  a  most  remarkable  specimen  of  dramatic  li- 
terature, and  that  it  is  played  in  a  most  ex- 
traordinary manner. 


Bush  Street  Theatre 
Continues  to  be  a  temple  of  delight  for  those 
who  enjoy  burnt  cork  and  vulgarity.  The  best 
joke  they  have  produced  has  come  from  the 
pen  of  their  advertising  agent,  who  announ- 
ces '  'refinement"  as  their  mott&.  "We  take  it 
that  he  is  a  keen  humorist. 


Ques. 
The  Williamson's  produce  a  new   play  by 
Joaquin  Miller  on  the  17th  September. 

Miss  Zoe  Tuttle,  the  child  actress,  leaves 
for  New  York  Tuesday  or  Wednesday  nest, 
on  a  starring  tour. 

Miss  Lotta  Chissold  and  Mr.  J.  W.  Clough 
will  give  a  concert  at  Metropolitan  Temple 
Friday  next.     A  great  many  volunteers. 


The  Kennedy  Brothers  are  announced  to 
appear  at  the  Mechanics'  Fair  in  a  series  of 
trapeze  performances  and  convolutions. 

Miss  Annie  Pixley  is  under  engagement  to 
Mr.  John  McDonough,  to  appear  in  "M'liss." 
It  is  more  than  probable  McDonough  and 
Miss  Pixley  will  be  enjoined  by  Miss  Katy 
Mayhew,  the  owner  of  the  play. 

"Woodward's  Gardens. 
What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 


FOUND — "Violin,  Guitar  and  Banjo  Strings 
pure  in  tone  and  durable,  for  only  12%  cents  at 
at  MEYERS'  Music  Store,  605  Kearny  Street. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


.lions.  Alexander  S.  De  Wolowski, 

The  well-known  pianist  and  vocalist,  honor- 
ary member  of  the  principal  Philharmonic 
Societies,  reopens  courses  and  classes  for 
piano  and  singing,  for  opera,  parlor  and  con- 
certs, by  his  new  simplified  metho'd,  the 
shortest  and  best  in  existence,  saving  years  of 
practice  to  beginners,  reading  music  at  sight 
and  training  the  voice  to  its  highest  culture. 
Musical  time  by  his  new  invention.  At  Al- 
bemarle House,  No.  8  Mason  St. 


Baldwin's  Arcade  Market ! 


James  Lintott,  914  Market  Street  and  9 
Ellis  Street,  keeps  the  best  Lamb,  Beef, 
Mutton,  Veal,  Bacon,  Pork  and  Ham,  at  the 
lowest  market  rates.  Goods  delivered  to 
all  parts  of  the  city  free  of  charge. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  TJ.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


DOISTNOLLY'S 

YEAST  POWDER 

FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 
Ask    Your     Grocer    For    It. 


17-STBINGED 

CITHERNS! 


A  charming  musical  instrument.  A  Harp  and 
Guitar  combined.  Sweet-toned.  Yery  popular. 
Can  learn  to  play  them  in  half  an  hour.  Only  $4, 
with  book  of  tones.     Agency  at  the  Music  Store  of 

BANCROFT,  KNIGHT  &  CO. 

733  Market  Street,  San  Francisco. 


HIBEBMIA 

BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between   8th   and    9th   Streets, 

M.  NUN  AN,  Proprietor. 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 
THE  HIBERXLt 

Savings  and  Loan  Society, 

•     Cor.  Montgomery  and  Post  Sts. 


San  Francisco,  July  24,  1878. 
At  a  regular  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors, 
held  this  day,  a  dividend  a  the  rate  of  7%  per  cent, 
per  annum  was  declared  on  all  deposits  for  the  six 
months  ending  July  21st,  1878,  payable  from  and  af- 
ter this  date,  free  from  Federal  Tax. 

EDW.  MARTIN,  Secretary. 


MECHANICS'     INSTITUTE. 


Thirteenth  Industrial  Exhibition, 

SAN  FRANCISCO,    1878. 


The  Managers  have  the  honor  to  announce  to  the 
public  that  the  THIRTEENTH  GRAND  EXHIBI- 
TION OF  SIENCE,  ART  AND  INDUSTRY,  given 
under  the  auspices  of  the  Mechanics'  Institute,  will 
open  at  the  Pavilion,  on  Market,  Eighth  and  Mission 
streets,  on  TUESDAY,  AUGUST  13th. 

Great  and  unusual  attractions  will  be  presented  to  visitors. 
Mining,  Agriculture  and  other  Machinery  will  be'in  motion.  Pa- 
cific Coast  Manufactures.  Minerals  and  Products  of  the  Soil  will  be 
fully  represented,  beside  many  new  and  interestiner  novelties  never 
before  exhibited  on  this  Coast. 

The  Art  Department  will  be  under  the  supervision  of  the 
San  Francisco  Art  Association,  a  guarantee  for  excellence  and 
completeness.  Local  Art  will  be  specially  represented,  as  also 
works  of  noted  foreign  artists,  selected  from  the  private  galleries 
of  this  city. 

The  llorli*  ultnral  Garden,  so  popular  heretofore,  will  be 
made  still  more  attractive  this  year  by  the  addition  of  many  new 
features. 

The  Music— Each  afternoon  and  evening  a  first-class  Instru- 
mental Concert  will  be  given  by  the  best  soloists  and  accomplished 
musicians  of  this  city,  with  a  daily  change  of  programme  of  the 
best  and  most  popular  music. 

No  expense  or  pains  will  be  spared  by  the  Management  that  will 
add  to  the  comfort  or  convenience  of  visiors. 

Applications  for  space  or  information  can  be  obtained  from  the 
Secretary,  at  the  Office.  27  Post  Street. 

IRVING  M.  SCOTT,  President. 
J.  H.  GILMORE,  Superintendent. 
J.  H.  CULVER,  Secretary. 


NOTICE. 

The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicious  nature  will 
be  published  by  this  paper. 
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THE  ONLY  HOUSE  in  the  city  that  receives  fresh  patterns  and  New  York  and  Paris  Fashions  weekly.     Samples,  with  instructions  for  self-measuranient 


N I C OIL,  THE  TAILOR, 

Branch    of    New    York 


IS  iteartw  j|/,  and  505  ^jonigomyv  j|/. 

The  <|iiii*kc$t,  Best  and  Cheapest  Tailor  iu  the  World. 

Pants  to   Order  in  Six  Hours,  and  Suits  in  One  Day,  if  Required. 


TO  OSDER 

Pants,  -  from  $4.00 
Suits,  -  Irom  $15.00 
Overcoats,  from  $15.00 
Dress  Coats,    "  $20.00 


TO  ORDER 

Black  Doeskin 

Pants,  -  from  $7.00 
White  Vests,  '■  $3.00 
Fancy  Vests,  "   $6.00 


A  small  stock  on  hand,  of  our  own  make,  to  select  from.    Tailors   and   the   public   supplied  with  cloth  aud  trimmings  atWholesale  prices  by  the  yard;  cut 


F,  KELLY, 

riio  Boot  -Makor 

OF  THE  P.4€IFJC  COAST. 


The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  ani  SHOE 


combined.      For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.     The 
elastic  is  so  placed   back   of 
the   ankle   as   to   protect   it 
from   wear  and  it- 
does       not      bind 
around   the   ankle 

like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now.  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  yary- 
ing  in  price  from  §8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3..50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


FRENQH 
Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH   STREET,  - 
Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

'.      G.  MAHE,  Directoe. 
The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free    of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December   31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878.      . 
By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


ClK  4-|-i   <GO^  Per  (lav  at  home.    Sampli 
<pi»    IU  <P4\J  Address  Stissos  &  Co.,  1-or 


!es  worth  .*5  free. 
Portland,  Maine. 


Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICERS: 


President 

VlCE-PRESIDENT . 

M.  D.  Sweeny, 
P.  McAran, 
$.  J.  Tobin, 

Treasurer 

Attorney , 


..M.  D.  SWEENY 
.  D.  O'SDLLIVAN 


TRUSTEES- 
C.D.O 'Sullivan 

John  Sullivan, 
Peter  Donohue, 


M.  J.  O'Connor, 
Gus.  Touchard, 
Jo.  A,  Douohue, 
EDWARD  MARTIN 
.RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 

A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  reeerved  from  $2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 

,  july21-tf 


MANUFACTURERS 

Of  the  best  improved  Trusses,  con- 
structed on  scientific  principles.    A 
perfect  retainer,  combining  ease  and 
comfort. 
CALIFORNIA  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
COMPANY,  615  Sacramento  street,    San   Francisco. 
Send  for  Illustrated  Catalogue. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  BEST  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  OH  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches.  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  THIRD  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 

be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -         -  -         -    $i  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

U>"A11  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys, 


ALBANY 

InbijkafinQ  ^am^aund 


AND   CUPS. 


One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cups. 


THE 


under' 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders.' 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
dd  to  the  -  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stem's.     Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble. 

R,  HOE  «S  CO'S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGEE  SAWS, 

£■     always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
.1*       out  any  of  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saws  constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.    Address 

TATUM  &  BCTWEN, 

No.  3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market. 
P.  O.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. . 
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CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .A^lirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 

YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 

FREE 

Home  msd  imteMigenG®  Bumsa 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOE  ANr  SEE  VICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours*  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 

/"I  f\T  T"\  Any  worker  can  make  $12  a  day  at  home.  Costly 
\X\J±JU  Outfit  free.    Address  True  &  Co.,  Aug-usta,  Maine. 

BACK    NUMBERS 


ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 


409  "Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Eeview,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Eeview  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 

Printers  of  the  WASP. 
novl7-tf 

From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  fanning  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KOEBEL  & 
BEOS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL 
&  BEOS.,  in  Santa  Rosa. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 

$66 


a  week  in  your  own  town.   Terms  and  S5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing  MONDAY,  JULY  29th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
■will  leave  San  Francisco: 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),  connecting-  with 
Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  RoBa, 
Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  con- 
nections at  Lakevills  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City, 
Highland  Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  Geysers. 

^^.Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  for  Kor- 
bel's, Guerneville  and  the  Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.15  A.  M.] 

Sunday  Excursions  at  Reduced  Bates. 

8f\f\  A.  M.  SUNDAYS  ONLY,  via  Donahue,  for  Cloverdale 
•W  and  way  statians. 

Fares  for  the  round  trip;  Donahue,  $1.00,  Petaluma,  81.50, 
Santa  Rosa,  S2.00,  Healdsburg.  $3.00,  Cloverdale  §4.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forrestville,  Korbel's, 
Guerneville,  the  Russian  River  and  Big  Trees. 

Fares  for  round  trip:  Fulton  and  Laguna,   §2.50,  Forrestville, 
Korbel's  and  Guerneville,  83.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.65  P.  M.J 

S3L,Freiffht  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  3.00  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 

A.  HUGHES,    A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHEKTY, 
Geii.  Manager.        Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag*t. 


GARDEN  HOSE. 


50  Feet  1-2  inch  3-ply  Hose, 
50  Feet  3-4  inch  3-ply  Hose, 


$4.75 
$5.75 


W.  R.  ALLEN, 

PLUMBER   AND    GASFITTER, 
899  MABRET  STEEET,  bet.  4tli  and  5th. 


TO,   LET. 

Country  Hotel  (§25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  K,  E.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  in 
Santa  Rosa. 


C.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  K.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS.  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 


WANTED. 

In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,  CANVAS- 
SEES  for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.    For  information,  address, 
Wasp  Puklishino  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


— AT— 

Mullcr's  Optical  Depot. 

E  J3S  Montgomery,  near  Bush.  , 
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Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell   Oysters, 

Stall  \o.  !>•;,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO 


Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 


D .  HIOKS  <3c  OO., 

BOOK  BINDEES 

ANE 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 


jan5-tf 


543   Clay   Street 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 


Corns,  Bunions,  Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,  effectually  cured  bj 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,   from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

B.  s.  Bunisrs, 

Agent   for 

mi.  I! 


id  Wasp 


Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,   between   J   and   H, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 

A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost. 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

633  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
,  in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of 
\all  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
Sjerativo  organs,  and  all  physical  con- 
editions  of  weakness  consequent  upon 
3the  efrors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 
Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successful  treated. 
The  sick  and  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospitals  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  chargb  unless  be 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  maybe  CURED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 


mas.  "~^       .At. -=='.«=?*  »>vo.-r v  T —      ^_J. «*5C  m.^J,.i 
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•opi'Ice;^ 


(i  O  -i  E  A  M  F  O  R  >-T  I  A      S  T. 

-    N  W    COR-  OF  KEARNY   5T~  - 


SanRrancisco,  August  2Ar*W8 


RECORDED    AT  SACRAMENTO  CAL  .= 

BY  THE    PUBLISHERS    OFTHE   WASP, 

YtiBU&ttD »&T£/m*lf7J9Z  en    -   *r>  .r.fx~  dtM/\o&.  jiff 
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Published  erery  Saturday, 

-     AT 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 

TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
Thirty-five  cents  per  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 

To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY    IN   ADVANCE) 

(^Postage  Free) 

One  Year        -  $4.00 

Six  Months                      -          -  $2.00 

Three  Months          -             -  -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -  -  -  $5.00 

Six  Months      -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months       -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  The  Editor,  602  Cali- 
fornia street,  San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  AUGUST  24,  1878. 

'*  'Gainst  the  wrong  that  needs  redressing, 
For  the  iveak,  the  strong  oppressing." 

The  recent  awarding  of  a  contract  for  prin- 
ting tobacco  stamps  to  the  Graphic  Litho- 
graphic Company  of  New  York,  is  a  sample 
of  Hayes'  "reform."  It  practically  places  in 
the  hands  of  that  Company  a  monopoly  of  the 
tobacco  label  printing  business. 


The  "Wasp  begs  to  tender  its  thanks  to  the 
San  Francisco  Chronicle,  the  San  Francisco 
Examiner,  the  San  Francisco  Post,  the  Wheat- 
land Secorder,  the  Sonoma  Democrat,  the 
Visalia  Delta,  and  the  S.  F.  Journal  of  Com- 
merce, for  their  kindly  greeting  on  our  third 
birth-day. 


Theke  is  something  sublime  about  a  man 
who  can,  without  making  a  motion,  sit  in  the 
presence  of  his  sweetheart  for  three-quarters 
of  an  hour  while  an  industrious  flea  is  mak- 
ing a  meal  off  his  leg.  But  the  feelings  of 
that  martyr  are  as  nothing  compared  with 
those  of  the  combative  argumentative  jour- 
nalist who  receive  one  in  the  eye  and  is  so 
completely  floored  that  he  is  forced,  in  the 
presence  of  the  public,  to  fall  back  upon  a 
dignified  silence.  Bounced!  that's  the  word, 
isn't  it  Frank  ? 


OUK  GREATNESS  IS  CROOKEDNESS. 

LEGAL  FKAUDS. 

In  our  previous  articles  upon  this  topic  we 
have  directed  attention  to  the  generally  un- 
satisfactory state  of  our  legal  institutions  so 
far  as  regards  their  forming  a  remedy  for  the 
redress  of  grievances  or  the  adjustment  of 
disputes;  and  also  to  the  utter  and  disgust- 
ing lack  of  decorum  and  dignity  and  educa- 
tion which  is  observable  in  the  admistration 
of  the  law.  We  now  propose  devoting  a  lit- 
tle attention  to  the  overwhelming  evils  which 
are  the  outgrowth  of  that  system.  The  first, 
and  perhaps  the  principal,  of  these  is  the 
"shyster"  lawyer.  The  "shyster"  is  a  person 
who  with  a  slight  knowledge  of  the  forms 
and  mode  of  procedure  in  a  court  of  law,  and 
none  whatever  of  the  theory  of  the  science, 
undertakes  to  practice  the  same  as  a  skilled 
and  accomplished  professor  of  its  intricacies. 
"Usually  he  is  a  person  of  limited  education 
and  without  any  great  amount  of  brain 
power.  He  possesses,  however,  that  which 
is  often  mistaken  for  talent — low  cunning. 
A  natural  shrewdness  which  enables  him  to 
read  the  superficial  aspect  of  a  case  as  fast, 
if  not  faster,  than  a  really  clever  man;  but 
which  is  incapable  of  taking  him  below  the 
surface.  In  a  profession  which  he  is  unfitted 
for,  he  knows  he  stands  no  chance  of  success 
by  following  legitimate  methods  and  so  he 
takes  to  that  which  is  base  dishonest  and  dis- 
honorable in  obedience  to  the  operation  of 
the  natural  law  of  instinct.  Incapable  of  ad- 
vocating even  the  j.ast  cause  of  a  client  by 
the  application  of  principles  and  precedents 
culled  from  legal  lore,  he  devotes  his  atten- 
tion to  taking  advantage  of  little  deviations 
from  established  forms,  to  raising  trumpery 
difficulties  in  the  road  of  his  antagonist  and 
so  procrastinating  the  result.  Sometimes 
this  course  eventuates  in  success  and  when 
that  occurs  this  "fraud's"  name  is  trumpeted 
forth  as  being  that  of  a  clever  man.  He  be- 
gins to  be  spoken  of  as  "a  devilish  clever 
fellow  I  assure  you."  In  this  way  he  obtains 
the  business  position  which  would  otherwise 
be  occupied  by  a  man  of  character  and  abili- 
ty. But  the  doubtful  means  which  he 
takes  to  achieve  the  success  of  his  clients' 
cause  are  exactly  the  means  which  he  adopts 
in  fleecing  that  client.  When  the  suit  is 
ended  in  success  the  client  usually  finds  that 
he  has  obtained  the  bone  of  contention  but 
that  the  lawyer  has  absorbed  the  meat.  We 
assert — and  we  do  so  advisedly — that  out  of 
every  ten  cases  tried  in  the  numerous  courts 
located  in  this  city,  during  the  past  twelve 
months,  there  has  been  an  average  of  seven 
or  eight  in  which  the  lawyer  for  the  success- 
ful party  has  collared  from  one  to  two-thirds 
of  the  sum  in  dispute.  Is  that  a  desirable  or 
proper  state  of  affairs  ?  The  case  is  of  quite 
recent  occurrence  where  a  lady  of  position 
engaged  the  services  of  a  lawyer  of  some 
standing  to  obtain  for  her  a  divorce.  The 
legal  luminary  managed  to  coniproraise  the 
matter  and  for  his  trouble  claimed  $30,000. 
This  lady's  husband  happened  to>  be  a 
wealthy  man;  if  he  had  been  poor  that  same 
lawyer  would  have  performed  the  same  work 
for  §50  and  been  well  satisfied — but  a   sym- 


pathetic court  awarded  him  $10,000.  Where 
is  the  difference  between  that  claim  and  the 
claim  of  the  highwayman  ? 

There  is  a  general  impression  that  the 
"shyster"  is  a  production  of  the  Police  Court, 
and  that  his  ramifications  are  confined  to  that 
sphere  of  operations.  That  impression  is,  un- 
fortunately, at  varience  with  facts.  We  can, 
without  any  great  exertion  of  memory  or  any 
special  knowledge  on  the  subject,  call  to 
mind  a  dozen  or  so  of  names,  picked  from 
the  more  prominent  members  of  the  Bar  in 
this  city,  who  are  nothing  more  or  less  than 
"shysters."  Men  who  have  occupied  posi- 
tions on  the  Bench,  who  stand  high  in  so- 
ciety, who  are  respected  members  of  christian 
churches,  yet  who,  in  the  practice  of  a  pro- 
fession which  should  be  an  honorable  calling, 
engage  daily  in  transactions  which  cannot  be 
characterised  by  any  milder  term  than  dis- 
honesty. Men  whose  greatest  delight  is  to 
cheat  the  client  who  in  good  faith  comes  to 
them  for  protection  against  some  other  cheat. 
These  are  patent  facts.  Everyone  knows 
them  as  well  as  we  do.  The  names  "lawyer" 
and  "politician"  have  long  since  come  to  be 
regarded  as  synonomous  terms  with  venality 
and  dishonor.  But  no  attempt  is  made  to 
purify  those  institutions.  It  would,  indeed, 
seem  as  though  the  thousand  and  one 
wrongs,  corruptions,  and  vices,  to  which  we 
have  in  the  past  (or  will  in  the  future)  drawn 
attention  to,  were  to  be  permitted  to  sap  the 
foundations  of  our  social  life  and  political  in- 
tegrity, It  would,  indeed,  seem  as  though 
there  was  not  sufficient  public  spirit  and  de- 
sire for  right  in  the  nation  to  save  it. 


A  MANDARIN  IN  HIGH  AUTHORITY.. 

In  the  second  chapter  of  the  gospel  accord- 
ing to  Kwang  Chang  Ling,  that  interesting 
Celestial  states  that,  in  Chapter  No.  1,  he  had 
proved  that,  although  China  had  half  a  mil- 
lion or  so  of  armed  men  on  the  borders  of 
Europe,  she  marched  them  back  again  pure- 
ly "out  of  respect  for  Christianity  and  the 
social  progress  of  mankind,"  If  it  were  not 
that  Kwang  is  a  member  of  a  very  aug-ust 
body  of  representatives  from  a  foreign  gov- 
ernment, we  would  feel  like  enquiring  if  he 
was  not  laboring  most  assiduously  to  give  us 
taffey.  Under  the  existing  circumstances  we 
shall  merely  confine  ourselves  to  suggesting 
that  his  bald  assertion  is  hardly  sufficient 
proof  of  this  startling  statement.  Assuming, 
however,  that  the  statement  was  true,  we  are 
at  a  loss  to  understand  how  it  affects  the 
Chinese  question  in  California.  We  are  living 
in  the  nineteenth  century  and  that  legend  has 
reference  to  the  thirteenth.  We  said  in  our 
last  article  that  Kwang's  statement  of  facts 
were  in  many  instances  original  even  to  the 
point  of  sublimity.  During  the  past  three 
centuries  European  civilization  has  pro- 
gressed to  that  extent  that  luxuries — sensual 
indulgences,  he  terms  them — such  as  car- 
peted houses,  roastbeef  and  white  shirt-col- 
lars, have  become  more  generally  used,  and 
he  assumes  that  that  fact  is  attributable  to 
the  opening  of  sea  trade  with  the  Orient. 
How  on  earth  European  civilization  gained 
from  China  habits,  delicacies  and  luxuries, 
which  were  unknown  there,   is  a  question 
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which  would  puzzle  even  the  literary  genius 
who  presides  over  the  Call's  letters  from  the 
people.  "The  same  God,"  observes  the  bril- 
liant writer,  "that  made  you,  made  us."  For 
our  own  part  we  are  inclined  to  agree  with 
"Topsey"  and  spec  that  we  growed.  But 
there  are  others  who  are  more  particular  in 
this  matter  than  we  are.  Kwang's  god  is, 
probably,  a  wooden  figure,  fashioned  and 
finished — according  to  our  ideas — in  fantas- 
tic shape  and  form.  Kwang  is  a  gentleman 
of  veracity  who  claims  to  be  stating  facts. 
Now  how  do  the  Reverends  Hemphill,  Gib- 
son &  Co.  like  the  idea  of  having  been  made 
by  a  "Joss?" 

Without  intending  to  do  so  Kwang  in  the 
last  part  of  his  second  letter,  states  the  rea- 
sons why  the  Chinese  should  go  with  a  good 
deal  of  force.     "China  is  in  a  feudal  condi- 
tion.    Her  nobles  are  enormously  rich  and 
powerful;  her  peasants  are   extremely  poor 
and  wretched."     That  is  the  whole  case  in  a 
nut  shell.     "We  don't  want  a  similar  condi- 
tion of  things  here.      This  is  a  new  country. 
There  is  room  for  a  great  many  industrious 
earnest  workers  in  it.     The  Chinese   are  for 
the  most  part  industrious,   earnest  workers 
and  would  be  desirable  enough  emigrants  if 
it  were  not  for  the  fact  that  they  want  to  in- 
troduce the  feudal  system  of  their  native  land 
here.     They  want  their  nobles  with  their 
enormous  riches  and  power,  and  their  peas- 
ant's with  their  extreme  poverty  and  wretch- 
edness.    They  want  them,  but  we  won't  have 
them.     That  is  the  great  reason  why  the  Chi- 
nese must,  can,  and  will  go.     For  a  moment 
Kwang's  guile  seems  to  have   forsaken  him. 
"The  slender  fare  of  rice  and  the  other  eco- 
nomical habits  of  the  peasant  class  are  not 
the  result  of  choice  to  the   Chinamen;  they 
follow  poverty."     Those  may  be  very  good 
reasons  for  Mr.  Ling's  countrymen  living  on 
filth  and  offal— abstemiousness  is  what  he 
terms  it— in  their  own  land,  but  they  cannot 
plead  any  such  excuse  here.   If  the  remuner- 
ation which  their  labor  brings  them  is  not 
sufficient  to  provide  them  with  good  whole- 
some food,    comfortable    clothing,     and    a 
healthy  decent  place  to  sleep  in,   it  is  their 
own  fault.     It  is  they  who  have  reduced  the 
price  of  labor  to  its  present  level.      For  our 
own  part  we  would  be  delighted  to  see  more 
frugality,  industry,   and   sobriety,   amongst 
ourowu  white  laborers,  but  we  trust  the  day 
will  never   come   when   they  will  fall  to  the 
level  of  Chinatown   abstinence.      We  have 
read  Kwang  Chang  Ling's   effusion  through 
carefully  to  the  end  of  the  ninth  column  and 
we  regret  to  say  that  we   observe   the   traces 
of  accomplished  mendacity  throughout  it; 
but  when  he  asserts  that  the  Chinese  in  Cali- 
fornia, who   commonly  turn  their  aged   or 
sickly  relatives  into  the  streets  to  die  of  ex- 
posure and  want,  "are  engaged  in  a  work  far 
higher  than  the   gratification   of  self-indul- 
gence; they  are  working  to  liberate  their  pa- 
rents" he  oversteps  the  limits  of  his  indul- 
gence and  we  feel  called  upon  to  pronounce 
him  a  degraded  violator  of  truth. 


[See   Double-page   Illustration. 1 
OUU  INDUSTRIES. 


Persons  sending  communications  inten- 
ded for  the  editorial  or  artistic  departments 
of  this  paper  will  please  address  the  same  to 
The  Editor. 


From  year  to  year  as  regularly  as  the   sea- 
sons come  and  go;  as  certainly  as  tha   spring 
sun  sets  the  grass  growing,    the   frogs   sing- 
ing and  the  bugs  biting;  with  all  the  punctu- 
ality of  the  tax  gatherer,  the  solemnity  of  the 
street-car  conductor,  and  the  self-importance 
of  the  Police  Commissioners,   the   managers 
of  that  excellent  institution  the   Mechanics' 
Institute  of  the  city  of   San  Francisco  have 
for  the  past  thirteen  years  collected  together 
a  comprehensive  exhibition  of  the   industrial 
productions  of  this  Coast.     For  a   great  va- 
riety of  reasons  this  is  an  exceedingly  com- 
mendable habit.     In  the  first  place,   it  fills 
the  coffers  of  the   institution  and  gives  the 
managers  something  to  quarrel  over  during 
the   long  tedious  winter  months.      In  the 
second  place,  it  offers  to  the   inhabitants  of 
this  civic  corporation  an  opportunity  to   en- 
joy an  evening's  amusement  which  is  neither 
highly  spiced  with  the  flavor  of  the  can-can 
nor  overpowered  with  the  lethargic  influen- 
ces of  the  bible-class.     In  the  third  place,  it 
gives  our  young  people   an   opening  where 
they  may  air  their  figures,  sport  their  advan- 
tages of  person,  and  mash   each   other  into 
jelly.     In  the  fourth  place,  it  presents  a  suit- 
able occasion  for  the  bald-heads  to  suck  their 
canes  and  leer  at  the  young,  fresh,  and  pret- 
ty girls,  and  so  to  verify  the  Bard-of-Avon's 
observation  regarding  the  point  of  departure 
of  certain  attributes  of  mankind.      In  the 
fifth  place,  it  affords  to  the   stern  papa   and 
the  matronly  mama  an  opportunity  to  take  an 
evening  promenade  and  "call  back  the  days 
when"  the  one  was  not  so  stern  and  the  other 
not  so  matronly,  the  days  when  the   billing 
and  cooing  of   a  pair  of  turtle  doves  was 
childsplay  beside  theirs  when  they  got  in   a 
dark  corner,   the  days  when  the  love  light 
shone  from  the  eyes  of  each  with  all  the  bril- 
liancy and  refulgence  of  hot-blooded  youth. 
In  the  sixth  place,  it  presents  to  the   citizens 
generally  a  chance  to  observe  the  high  pitch 
of  perfection  which  has  been  obtained  by  the 
community  in  mechanics,  in  agriculture,  in 
arts,   and  in  advertising.      In  the  seventh 
place,  it  offers  a  suitable  occasion  for  adven- 
turous brewers,  whisky  sellers,  hatters,  me- 
chanics, farmers,  fruit  growers,  cigar  makers, 
boat  builders,  chewing  gum  manufacturers— 
in  fact  all  advocations  excepting  lawyers, 
bummers,  politicians,  thieves,  and  parsons— 
to  enter  into  keen  competition  for  the  pos- 
session of  certain  medallions  and  other  tro- 
phies which  are  given  away  with  commendable 
liberality  to  every  second  person  who  exhi- 
bits; and  which,  like  all  other  rare  things,  are 
highly  prized  and  handed  down  from  father 
to  son  and  from  generation  to  generation  for 
the  baby  to   play  with,  for  the  domestic  to 
lose,  and  for  the  dog  to  bark  at.     These   are 
but  a  few  of  the  manifold  reasons  which  ren- 
der this  yearly  exhibition  a  highly  laudable 
institution.      They  are   sufficient,   however, 
for  our  purpose  which  is  to  make   the   old 
men  smile,  the  maidens  laugh,   the   flowers 
bloom,  the  soft  winds  sing,   and  the  wheels 
of  industry  keep  revolving. 

The  illustration,  which  will  be  found  on 
our  double-page,  represents  the  various  in- 


dustries of  the  Coast  stepping  into  the  exhi- 
bition with  their  products  to  the  tune  of 
"We  can  lick  creation"  played  by  the  Wasp's 
special  band  of  fourteen  tin  whistles  and 
three  hundred  and  seventy-five  commercial 
drummers. 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
THE  BROOKLYN  COMEDIAN. 

And   it   came   to  pass  that  in  these  days 
there  lived  a  Great  Teacher,  and  his  words  of 
wisdom   fell   upon   the   people  and    caused 
them  to  flourish  and  be  joyful  as  the  soft  dew 
falleth  upon  the  garden    spot   and  maketh 
the  roses  to  bloom  and  the  onion-bed  to  lux- 
uriate.    And  this  Great  Teacher  was  glib  of 
tongue  and  oleaginously  smooth  in  speech; 
and  the  people   followed  him  about  as  the 
ducks,  and  the  hens,  and  the  turkeys,   and 
the  geese  follow  the  housewife   around  the 
barn-yard  for  the  food  which  her  bounty  dis- 
tributeth  amongst  them.     And  they  brought 
unto  him  their  talents  of  gold  and  their  ta- 
lents of  silver,  their  oil,  and  their  wine.  And 
behold  the  Great  Teacher  grew  fat  and  sleek 
and  prospered  in  the   land.      And  he  built 
for  himself  houses  of  brick  which  should  not 
burn,  he  bought  stocks  and   shares  in  com- 
mercial adventures,  likewise  did  he  own  oxen 
and  asses  and  serving-men   and  hand-maid- 
ens.    And   his  days  in   the  land  were  like 
unto  a  sweet  smelling  rare  flower — of  great 
price  and  full  of  pleasure.     And  it  came   to 
pass  that  the  Great  Teacher  looked  with  f  a- 
for  on  the  daughters  of  Eve,  and  his  eye  was 
keen  to  select  the  plump  from  the   scraggy, 
the  beauteous  from  the  homely,  the  fresh  from 
the  faded,  and  the  lively  from  the  dull.  And 
the  smile  of  the  Great  Teacher  became  prized 
and  sought  after  amongst  the  daughters  of 
the  tabernacle,  likewise  the  mothers  and    so 
also  the  sisters.     And  lo  there  arose  in  their 
midst  a  sad-faced  man,  and  his  hair  was  like 
unto  a  flock  of  goats  coming  down  from 
Gilead — for  it  fell  and  tumbled  much   about 
his  shoulders,  and  he  spake  in   a  voice  that 
was  shaken  with  inward  grief  and  the  tears 
of  the  crocodile  ploughed  furrows  adown  his 
cheeks,     and    he    said    behold    the    Great 
Teacher  hath  defiled  my  home,  hath   broken 
my  China  tea-cup   and  hath  spat  upon  my 
dog.     And  straightway  their  was  much  con- 
fusion, there  was  a  babel  of  tongues,   there 
was  a  conflict  of  lies,  in  short  there  was — in 
the  language  of  the  classics— a  blooming  row. 
And  verily,  verily,  there  arose  a  putrid  stench 
therefrom  that  was  poisonous.     But  the  men 
of  Plymouth  formed  themselves  into  a  solid 
Phalanx,  and  the  women  of  Plymouth   oom- 
passed  them  about;  and  they  swore  by  the 
holy  tophet  that  the  king  could  do  no  wrong 
neither  could  the  Great  Teacher. 

And  behold  it  came  to  pass  that  the  Great 
Teacher  being  thus  supported  hid  not  his 
head  for  shame  that  his  vileness  had  found 
him  out;  but  rather  did  he  flaunt  it  boldly  in 
the  face  of  the  multitude  at  one  dollar  per 
head.  And  behold  he  took  a  long  journey 
into  a  far  off  and  distant  land;  and  the  peo- 
ple thereof  heard  of  his  coming  and  turned 
out  to  meet  him  because  they  were  frauds 
and  he  was  their  king.  And  verily,  verily, 
the  Great  Teacher  gathered  in  their  shekels 
and  prospered  muchly. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED     AVASP. 


53 


"If  a  body  kiss  a  body,"  does  that  make  a 
bus(s)y  body? 

"The  Lord  loveth  a  cheerful  giver,"  as  the 
milkmaid  said  to  the  cow. 

The  only  thing  which  is  not  abused  when 
it  is  down  is  the  thermometer. 

Why  is  Jim  Anderson's  yarn  like  a  certain 
San  Francisco  journalist's  hair — because  it's 
highly  colored. 

Mr.  Keely  claims  to  have  discovered  a  new 
motive  power  which  he  is  unable  to  control. 
"Gold!  Gold!  Gold!  I  love  to  hear  it 
jingle." 

Peaches  and  grapes  are  liable  to  produce 
yellow  fever  at  this  season  of  the  year.  (If 
that  doesn't  bring  down  the  price  of  fruit, 
what  will?) 

The  Breakfast-Table  gives  a  receipt  for 
making  "Shaker  bread."  There  are  few  Ca- 
lifornia beer  bummers  who  do  not  know  how 
to  "shake"  bread. 

This  is  an  age  of  miracles.  A  Mississippi 
office-holder  has  just  died  of  a  disease  called 
softening  of  the  brain.  Just  fancy  an  office- 
holder having  a  brain! 

Truth  crushed  to  earth  shall  rise  again  ob- 
served the  cat  as  a  brick  bat  hoisted  her  off 
the  fence  from  which  she  was  giving  the 
neighbors  a  midnight  serenade. 

"William  Tell  was  a  good  man  and  a  pa- 
triot; but  the  girls  say  that  a  William  who 
kisses  and  tells  is  a — a — well  they  can't  think 
of  a  word  mean  enough  for  him. 

"What  shall  we  do  with  our  sons?"  ob- 
serves an  Iowa  editor.  H'm.  That's  a  puz- 
zler. If  it  was  daughters  that  troubled  you, 
you  might  send  them  along  here. 

Scientists  say  angle  worms  do  not  suffer 
when  put  on  the  hook.  What  the  world 
wants  now  is  to  know  if  a  3roung  man  suffers 
when  a  girl  has  him  on  the  hook. 

There  are  3,000,000  of  persons  in  France 
afflicted  with  color  blindness.  There  are 
40,000,000  people  in  the  United  States  most- 
ly all   afflicted  with  honesty  blindness. 

:  An  exchange  states  that  racing  boats  are 
now  made  of  bank  note  paper.  This  is  be- 
lieved to  be  a  covert  allusion  to  the  McKin- 
non — Redmond — Duncan  affair  of  last  win- 
ter. 

"Give,  Oh  give  me  back  my  youth"  was 
the  burden  of  her  song.  She  sang  it  sweetly 
too,  in  a  voice  that  was  mildewed  by  years  of 


ceaseless  repining,  and  before  she  was  half 
through  the  listeners  were  prepared,  to  give 
her  anything  if  she  would  only  let  up. 

According  to  the  latest  dictionaries  there 
are  43,500  words  in  our  language.  The  sand- 
lot  orator  said  G0,000.  Perhaps  he  included 
a  few  choice  expressions  which  were  original 
with  himself. 

A  Sonoma  farmer  started  a  law  suit  for  the 
purpose  of  having  revenge  on  his  neighbor. 
This  was  eight  years  ago.  He  has  now  got 
his  revenge  and  the  lawyers  have  got  his 
property.     Still  he  is  not  happy. 

The  robe  in  which  Washington  was  christ- 
ened was  recently  deposited  in  the  Patent 
Office.  The  way  to  raise  boys  who  won't  tell 
a  lie  has  also  been  patented  and  placed  be- 
yond the  reach  of  ordinary  people. 

A  parrot  has  been  discovered,  in  the  Uni- 
ted States  that  can  spell  words  of  one  syl- 
lable. If  it  could  only  write  its  name  in  a 
half  legible  scrawl  its  educational  acquire- 
ments would  be  quite  equal  to  those  of  the 
average  Senator. 

A  Nevada  Indian  broke  his  arm.  One  doc- 
tor would  have  had  him  all  right  in  a  week's 
time,  but  they  called  in  three  and  they  killed 
him  in  four  days. — Ex.  And  yet  people 
wonder  why  the  red  man  doesn't  take  kindly 
to  our  civilization. 

How  sleep  the  brave. — Ex.  That  depends 
on  circumstances.  If  they  have  the  tooth- 
ache, or  the  stomach-ache,  or  anything  of 
that  sort,  they  sleep  restless,  but  when  they 
hold  three  or  four  quarts  of  Cutter  whisky, 
they  sleep  heavily — . 

An  enterprising  railroad  ticket  agent  sends 
out  his  circular  with  the  following  demonai- 
cal  advice:  Go  to  Chicago  without  change. 
We  should  fancy  that  the  Chicagoans  would 
rise  in  their  might  and  slay  the  first  train 
full  of  people  who  attempted  to  enter  their 
city  "without  change." 

A  Paris  critic  asserts  that  there  is  no  Ame- 
rican music.  It  is  quite  apparent  that  the 
"Paris  Critic"  has  never  been  in  America. 
He  ought  to  come  and  hear  the  average 
American  mother  thumping  the  piano  and 
singing  "Baby  Mine,"  while  her  real  bona 
fide  baby  is  howling  itself  hoarse  on  the  floor. 
No  American  music,  indeed. 

The  Greenback  leaders  in  Iowa  claim  to 
have  4,000  clubs  in  this  State.  Now  the 
Greenback  party  has  been  organized  in  this 
place  for  some  years  past.  Just  to  show  how 
California  can  lick  creation,  we  will  mention 
that  the  Committee  of  Safety  in  this  city  or- 
ganized about  1,000  clubs  in  two  nights  in 
July  1877.     Hurrah  for  our  side! 

Advice  to  H.  W.  B.  Go  East,  old  man. 
Go  East,  where  the  sun  rises.  It's  no  use  to 
say  that  you  came  to  us  because  the  sun  sets 
here.  It's  no  use  to  tell  such  a  palpable  lie. 
Everybody  knows  it  was  the  daughter  which 
attracted  you  hither.  Take  good  advice, 
strike  out  for  "home,  sweet  home"  before 
those  ten  thousand  revolvers  which  have 
been  lying  loaded  for  you  the  past  three 
months  commence  going  off. 


Q£^~LiterarY  MsvisWt^ 


The  Life  and  Adventures  of  Simon  Simple. 
— Why  it  should  have  been  thought  neces- 
sary to  write  the  life  and  adventures  of  Mr. 
Simple  is  one  of  those  enigmas  which  we  are 
unable  to  grapple  with.  We  can  find  nothing 
in  his  adventures  more  startling  than  a  mid- 
night hunt  after  a  troublesome  flea,  while 
his  life  would  have  been  tame  and  unevent- 
ful enough  if  it  had  not  been  that  an  ortho- 
dox mother-in-law  disturbed  the  monotony 
of  his  domestic  felicity.  This  obnoxious  fe- 
male obtruded  herself  in  a  most  unwarrant- 
able way  amongst  his  household  gods.  She 
examined  his  silver  spoons  and  said  they 
were  only  plated.  She  counted  his  eggs  and 
said  his  hens  were  frauds.  She  investigated 
his  closets  and  said  the  linen  was  common 
and  only  fit  for  dish  rags.  She  scrutinized 
his  furniture  and  said  it  was  only  varnished 
pine.  She  incited  mutiny  and  revolution  in 
his  home,  and  generally  behaved  in  a  most 
outrageous  manner.  Eventually,  however, 
she  came  to  grief  as  all  bad  people  do.  She 
caught  cold  while  listening  at  Simon's   key 

hole  in  her  ch that  is  to  say  somewhat 

lightly  clad.  Her  thorax  became  inflamed 
and  her  larynx  affected ;  eventually  she  be- 
came unable  to  speak  without  pain  or  above 
a  whisper.  This  is  the  gist  of  Simon  Sim- 
ple's life  and  adventures.  The  book  is  well 
written  in  purple  ink.  It  is  given  away  at 
the  business  office  of  the  Wasp,  to  all  who 
say  their  prayers,  pay  their  grocery  bills  and 
teach  a  Sunday  School  class. 

A  Heart  Iwice  Won. — We  feel  inclined  to 
pass  this  book  by.  Our  own  heart  has  been 
thrice  won  and  we,  consequently,  know  ex- 
actly how  it  is  without  reading  a  single  line. 
A  public  duty,  however,  must  be  performed 
no  matter  what  the  sacrifices.  Experience 
teaches  most  people  that  it's  very  unpleasant 
when  you  flop  down  your  king  on  the  top  of 
a  queen  to  have  somebody  else  surmount  the 
pyramid  with  an  ace,  and  the  sensation  be- 
comes almost  unbearable  when  the  thing  oc- 
curs a  second  time  in  the  same  game.  But 
so  far  as  we  have  been  able  to  observe  it  mat- 
ters not  much  whether  the  suit  be  hearts  or 
diamonds.  We  indulge  in  these  preliminary 
reflections  before  we  open  this  work,  but 
when  we  do  so  we  find  we  have  been  on  the 
wrong  track  altogether.  It's  a  young  lady's 
heart  which  has  been  twice  won.  We  back 
out  of  this  thing  right  away.  We  have  known 
some  young  ladies  to  have  two  or  three  dozen 
hearts,  we  have  known  others  to  have  none  at 
all.  We  never  could  understand  them — 
young  or  old — so,  as  we  said  before,  we  back 
out. 
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BERTIE. 


BY    EMMA    SARA   J. 


[concluded.! 

4  **  T  should  like  it,"  she  answers,  her  face 
I  flushing  a  little;  ""but  when  may  I  go?" 
_JL_     "As  soon  as  you  are  stronger.     You  could 
not  walk  so  far  yet." 

She  does  not  dream  of  disputing  of  his  word. 
Somehow  no  one  does  now  at  Ainslee  Court,  and  he 
is  looked  upon  as  an  oracle  by  every  one,  even  Miss 
Grand  and  Mr.  Colquhoun  joining  together  to  praise 
him.  But  this  gives  an  incentive  to  Clare's  conval- 
escence, and  Bhe  does  her  best  to  get  well  quickly; 
and  for  a  fortnight  later,  when  he  comes,  she  meets 
him  at  the  door  with  her  hat  and  jacket  on.  In  her 
hand  she  has  a  basket  of  the  most  beautiful  flowers 
that  the  gardens  and  greenhouses  can  afford,  and 
Captain  Hay  immediately  relieves  her  of   its  weight. 

"It  is  quite  prudent  Clare?"  he  questions  anxious- 

iy- 

"Indeed  yes — I  am  feeling  almost  quite  well,"  she 
returns  eagerly. 

Then,  having  obtained  Miss  Priscilla's  sanction, 
they  walk  on  together  down  the  long  shady  avenue, 
and  soon  are  out  upon  the  high-road,  They  are  very 
silent,  neither  of  them  feeling  much  inclined  for  con- 
versation, but  Clare  gives  a  little  shudder  as  she 
passes  through  the  cemetery  gates.  It  is  so  painful 
to  think  that  Bertie  is  lying  there  among  the  quiet 
dead,  he  who  a  few  weeks  before  had  been  so  merry 
and  full  of  new  happiness.  She  stretches  out  her 
hand  as  though  for  support,  and  Captain  Hay,  on 
whom  not  even  her  lightest  action  is  lost,  draws  it 
through  his  arm,  and  leaves  his  own  hand  resting 
on  hers  in  mute  sympathy.  Then  they  stand  beside 
Bertie's  grave,,  and  Clare  hangs  a  wreath  of  white 
camelias  around  the  cross,  and  strews  stephanotis, 
syringia,  and  pale-tinted  roses  at  the  foot  of  it  in 
beautiful  confusion. 

"He  was  so  fond  of  flowers,"  she  says,  looking  up 
wistfully  at  her  companion's  face. 

"Yes,  I  know,"  he  answers  gently. 

"And  I  gave  him  so  few  when  he  was  alive!"  she 
adds,  with  the  tears  in  her  eyes. 

There  comes  before  her  then  the  memory  of  that 
afternoon  when  Bertie  and  she  had  sat  under  the 
trees  on  the  lawn,  and  he  had  spoken  so  strangely  to 
her — it  was  the  very  day  she  had  given  him  the  gera- 
nium which  a  few  weeks  later  had  been  buried  with 
him. 

The  sun  is  shining  as  brightly  now  as  it  had  shone 
then,  and  the  flowers  are  as  fair  and  sweetly  scented 
yet  the  difference  between  that  time  and  this  strikes 
her  very  keenly.  Gordon  does  not  answer  her  last 
remark,  he  only  presses  the  little  hand  that  lies  so 
trustingly  on  his  arm,  for  he  knows  that  she  must 
not  be  over-excited  by  too  much  talking  or  any  vio- 
lent ebullition  of  grief. 

"Let  us  go  now,"  he  says;  and  obediently  she 
turns  again  towards  home. 

Another  month  passes,  and  all  goes  well.  Clare  is 
quite  restored  to  health,  and  is  recovering  her  spirits 
rapidly,  for  after  all  one  cannot  grieve  forever,  and 
sorrow  rests  so  much  more  lightly  on  young  shoul- 
ders than  on  old. 

Miss  Priscilla's  grief  though  less  violent  at  first, 
lasts  far  longer,  and,  if  she  seldom  mentions  the 
nephew  she  has  loved  so  dearly,  it  is  not  because  she 
does  not  think  of  him.  No  one  can  ever  take  his 
place  in  her  heart — not  even  Clare,  whom  she  has 
loved  much  better  since  her  illness  has  made  her 
more  dependent  on  her. 

Mr.  Colquhoun,  as  usual,  takes  matters  very  quiet- 
ly; his  daughter's  illness  has  disturbed  him  far  more 
than  his  nephew's  death,  and  now  that  she  is  better 
he  considers  that  everything  is  all  right.  He  knows 
that  Bertie's  last  wish  has  been  that  Captain  Hay 
should  marry  Clare,  but  he  does  not  feel  himself  jus- 


tified in  interfering  in  any  way.  If  they  wish  it,  it 
will  come  to  pass  without  moving  in  the  matter. 
Priscilla  knows  best  and  will  arrange  it  all  he  has  no 
doubt. 

Captain  Cain  has  left  his  regiment  in  disgrace, 
having  spoken  disrespectfully  of  his  commanding  of- 
ficer; *  *  *  *  and  this 
joined  to  many  other  offenses  which  had  oozed  out 
and  somehow  got  noised  abroad,  makes  his  position 
a  very  unpleasant  one.  To  the  great  delight  of  all 
who  have  known  him  and  suffered  from  his  slanderous 
tongue,  he  is  soon  after  officially  informed  that,  un- 
less he  sends  in  his  papers  and  sells  out  at  once, 
strong  and  effective  measures  will  be  taken  to  compel 
him  to  leave  the  service.  He  accepts  this  hint  in  the 
spirit  in  which  it  is  given,  and  Salford  Barracks 
know  him  no  more. 

Colonel  Melladew  has  exchanged  into  a  regiment 
that  is  going  out  to  India,  in  hope  that  in  fresh  scenes 
he  may  forget  the  sweet  face  of  Clare  Colquhoun, 
for  he  knows  that  whatever  happens  he  will  have  no 
chance  of  winning  her;  besides,  to  every  one  it  is 
clear  that  Captain  Hay's  attentions  mean  more  than 
the  mere  courtesy  he  shows  to  the  nearest  relatives 
of  a  dead  friend;  and  few  would  care  to  have  Beauty 
as  their  rival. 

Gordon  himself  says  little — he  is  never  the  one  to 
openly  discuss  his  feelings,  and  now  his  heart  seems 
too  full  for  speech,  he  only  knows  that  for  him  there 
is  no  other  woman  in  the  world  but  Clare. 

Par  sweeter,  and  far  more  lovable  in  her  trouble, 
she  has  now  more  completely  won  his  affection  than 
she  could  have  ever  done  in  her  brighter  days;  and 
in  comforting  her  he  has  nourished  a  grief  for  him- 
self for  which  she  only  can  console  him.  But  he  is 
very  patient,  and  by  neither  word  nor  deed  does  he 
attempt  to  plead  his  cause — he  is  content  to  wait 
until  she  will  of  her  own  fee  will,  come  to  him,  con- 
fidingly. 

The  sun  is  setting  gloriously,  and  throwing  won- 
derful golden  gleams  on  the  windows  of  Ainslee 
Court,  and  the  shadows  are  widening  rapidly  on  the 
smooth  green  lawn,  where  the  trees  hang  over  and 
sweep  the  ground  carelessly  with  their  waving 
brancees.  The  whole  world  seemes  wrapt  in  a  si- 
lence so  beautiful  that  it  would  seem  almost  a  sacri- 
lege to  break  it.  Only  the  bees  are  humming  drows- 
ily as  they  hover  over  the  bright  flower-beds,  and  the 
birds  are  sing  low  sweet  snatches  of  melody  in  the 
depths  of  the  old  copper-beeches. 

Under  the  Bhadow  of  a  weeping  willow  that  almost 
covers  her  with  its  luxuriance  of  leaves  lies  Clare, 
with  a  book  in  her  hand;  but  it  is  not  read,  for  her 
eyes  are  closed,  and,  overcome  by  the  heat  and 
soothing  stillness,  she  has  fallen  asleep.  On  the  ter- 
race above  sits  Miss  Priscilla,  knitting  diligently,  hut 
ever  and  anon  looking  towards  the  end  of  the  drive, 
as  though  expecting  some  one  to  emerge  from  the 
shady  darkness.  It  is  nearly  a  year  since  Bertie 
died,  but  Miss  Grand  is  still  in  heavy  crape  unre- 
lieved save  by  a  small  piece  of  lace  at  the  neck  and 
wrists.  She  will  never  now  wear  anything  but  black, 
she  herself  says  that  she  is  too  old  to  go  flaunting 
aboat  in  colors;  but  those  who  know  her  best  guess 
there  is  a  more  tender  feeling  which  causes  her  un- 
willingness to  doff  her  robes  of  mourning.  To  the 
lonely  old  maid  life  will  never  seem  the  same  again, 
now  that  the  hoy  whom  she  had  loved  as  a  son  is 
dead;  and,  though  outwardly  she  is  unaltered,  yet 
she  herself  is  conscious  of  the  change  which  she  has 
undergone.  She  scolds  as  much  as  ever,  and  is  as 
determined  in  her  ways,  but  the  things  that  used  to 
interest  her  interest  her  now  no  longer,  and  Mr. 
Colquhoun  especially  feels  the  difference.  The  last 
years  of  his  life  are  spent  in  a  comparative  peaceful- 
ness  that  he  scarcely  appreciates,  having  grown  so 
accustomed  to  be  under  the  rule  of  hia  autocratic 
sister-in  law  that  he  actually  misses  it.  Miss  Grand 
has  now  one  idea  only,  and  that  is  to  marry  her 
niece,  and  to  marry  her,  moreover,  to  Captain  Hay. 
The  words  in  Bertie's  will  have  influenced  her  not  a 
little;  it  had  been  his  wish  that  his  friend  should 
marry  Clare,  and  to  Miss  Grand  it  deems  impossible 
that  any  one  could  have  the  heart  to  set  his  desires 
at  naught. 

"That  anything  may  be  between  them.'* 


These  words  that  had  so  distressed  the  punctilious 
and  order-loving  lawyer  when  written  now  seem  like 
the  words  of  an  oracle. 

Even  if  Captain  Hay  were  all  that  was  undesirable 
and  unlovable,  Miss  Priscilla  would  not  hesitate  to 
give  her  niece,  nor  would  Clare  demur.  To  both 
women  it  appears  only  natural  and  right  that  Bertie's 
sacrifice  should  be  accepted  and  his  last  will  ful- 
filled. 

Some  time  before  the — th  Hussars  had  been  or- 
dered to  Malta,  another  regiment  being  sent  to  Sal- 
ford  Barracks  in  its  place;  and  thus  it  is  that  Cap- 
tain Hay,  who  in  the  interval  has  become  quite  at 
home  at  Ainslee  Court,  comes  to  say  good-bye  before 
leaving.  It  is  about  five  o'clock  when  he  enters  the 
comfortable,  cozy-looking  drawing-room,  and  Clare 
is  presiding  over  the  afternoon  tea-table,  which  is 
drawn  close  to  the  fire. 

"It  is  no  good  offering  you  any,  is  it?"  she  asks 
as  Gordon  takes  a  chair  at  her  side. 

"I  would  advise  you  not  to  offer  it  if  you  do  not 
wish  me  to  take  it,"  he  answers,  smiling. 

"I  thought  you  did  not  care  for  it,"  says  Clare, 
pouring  out  a  cup  as  she  speaks.  "This  is  essentially 
a  woman's  meal," 

"But  I'm  thirsty,  and  this  will  be  the  last  time, 
for  some  months,  that  I  shall  have  a  chance  of  ac- 
cepting anything  at  your  hands.   We  go  to-morrow." 

"So  soon!"  cries  Clare,  turning  pale. 

"Oh,  Captain  Hay,  what  shall  we  do  without  you?" 
exclaims  Miss  Priscilla  in  real  dismay;  and  even  Mr* 
Colquhoun  lays  down  his  paper  and  pushes  back  his 
glasses,  as  though  troubled  by  the  information. 

"I  shall  not  be  long  away — you  may  be  assured  of 
that.  I  shall  come  over  to  England  directly  I  get  my 
long  leave,"  says  Gordon. 

"And  you  will  come  back  and  stay  with  us?"  says 
Miss  Priscilla  cordially.  Now  Mind — that  is  a  prom- 
ise," she  concludes,  as  he  accepts  her  invitation. 

And  then  she  buBtles  out  of  the  room  on  the  pre- 
tence of  having  some  household  matters  to  attend  to 
and  a  few  minutes  later  a  message  is  sent  for  Mr. 
Colquhoun  to  come  at  once  to  the  library — that 
some  one  wishes  to  see  him.  To  his  intense  surprise 
he  finds  his  sister-in-law  settled  comfortably  in  an 
easy-chair,  with  some  needlework  in  her  hand. 

"I  supposed  you  would  have  stayed  there  all  the 
time?"  is  her  satirical  greeting. 

/Certainly,  my  dear — why  not?"  is  the  "innocent 
reply. 

"Why,  you  goose,  didn't  you  see- that  they  wanted 
to  be  alone?" 

"Bless  my  soul,  I  never  thought  of  that!"  says 
Mr.  Colquhoun  meekly,  taking  a  chair.  "Priscilla, 
my  dear,  what  a  head  you  have,  to  be  sure!" 

In  the  meanwhile  Captain  Hay  goes  over  to  Clare's 
side  the  instant  the  door  is  closed. 

"Clare,  may  I  speak  to  you  before  I  go?"  he  says 
earnestly. 

And  she,  not  pretending  to  misunderstand  him, 
answers  quickly,  while  her  face  is  covered  with 
blushes — 

"No,  no,  not  now;  give  mejtime  to  forget — it  seems 
so  soon," 

"And  he  does  not  press  her  now;  he  only  stoops 
down  and  kisses  her  forehead  gravely,  and  is  gone 
before  he  has  time  to  return  the  hurried  "Good- 
bye." 

*  *  *  *  *  * 

Gordon  has  written  several  times  since  his  depar- 
ture— quite  friendly  letters,  that  somehow  piqued 
Clare's  vanity  and  caused  her  many  secret  tears. 

"He  has  never  loved  me,"  she  thinks  to  herself. 
"It  is  only  for  Bertie's  sake  that  he  writes  at  all." 

But  Miss  Grand  could  tell  a  different  tale.  Even 
now  she  has  a  letter  in  her  pocket  in  which  the 
writer  declares  that  the  hours  seem  like  days,  until 
he  can  get  to  England  to  learn  his  fate,  and  that  he 
leaves  it  to  her  to  decide  whether  it  is  best  to  tell 
Clare  of  his  coming  or  no. 

And  Miss  Priscilla  has  judged  rightly  that,  if  Clare 
were  expecting  him,  her  very  excitement  would  ren- 
der her  greeting  cold  and  careless,  or  else  frankly 
familiar,  which  would  be  worse,  and  so  she  has  said 
no  word. 

Lower  and  lower  sinks  the  sun  in  the  heavens, 
and  brighter  and  brighter  and  brighter  are  the  streaks 
of  red  clouds  that  stretch  across  the  sky,  and  the 
shadows  are  lengthening  perceptibly.  Then  through 
the  avenue  of  chestnuts  comes  a  tall  handsome  man, 
with  bright  blue  eyes  and  long  fair  mustaches  that 
contrast  markedly  with  his  dark  bronzed  face.  He 
is  evidently  attracted  by  the  white  dress  under  the 
willow-tree,  for  he  makes  towards  it  with  a  quick, 
decided  tread,  glancing  neither  to  the  right  nor  to 
the  left.  He  pushes  back  the  over-hanging  branches 
and  stands  beside  Clare,  who  is  still  asleep,  with 
her  head  resting  on  her  arm,  and  her  bright  hair 
streaming  over  her  shoulders.  But  the  intentness 
of  his  gaze  disturbs  the  sleeper,  and,  moving  rest- 
lessly, she  raises  herself  upon  her  elbow  and  opens 
her  eyes.  For  an  instant  she  is  startled,  and  then 
a  quick  sweet  smile  breaks  over  her  face. 

"At  last!"  she  cries  joyfully. 

"Are  you  glad?"  he  whispers  excitedly. 

But  Clare  is  herself  again. 
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"Of  course  I  am  glad,"   she  says  quietly,  jump- 
ing uj.  us  she  speaks,  and  shaking  out    her  skirts. 
"Wo  are  glad    to  see    anybody  in    this    benighted 
place." 
Gordon  laughs. 
"You  are  not  altered,  Clare." 
"It    is   not   everybody  that    does  alter  in  a  few 
months." 

"Is  that  a  reproach  for  me?  I  assure  you  I  have 
not  altered  once  during  the  whole  past  year." 

"It  has  seemed  so,"  she  persists.  "Your  letters 
have  not  been  many,  Captain  Hay." 

"Can  you  not  guess  why  ?  I  was  anxious  that 
your  mind  should  be  unbiased  by  any  words  of 
mine.  I  did  not  wish  you  bound  to  me  in  the  very 
least  degree." 

She  turns  away  from  him  half  impatiently,  but 
says  no  word. 

"Bertie  knew  how  dear  you  were  to  me,  but  forgot 
that  my  affection  might  not  be  returned,"  he  contin- 
ues slowly. 

"Poor  Bertie!"  says  Clare. 
Gordon  starts  at  the  words. 

"It  is  exactly  a  year  ago  since  you  mentioned  his 
name  in  those  same  commiserating  terms,"   he  says 
quickly.     "Clare,  do  you  know  what  to-day  is  ?" 
"The  20th  of  May,  1876,"  answers  Clare. 
"But  do  you  know  what  happened  a  year  ago  to- 
day?" 

Clare  nods  her  head. 

"I  am  not  likely  to  forget,"  she  says  softly. 
"I  met  you  for  the  first  time,"  he  goes  on  thought- 
fully. "I  think  I  know  every  fold  in  the  white  dress 
you  wore,  every  knot  of  black  velvet  and  the  setting 
of  each  diamond  that  glittered  in  your  huh*  and  on 
your  neck." 

"Those  were  Aunt  Priscilla's  diamonds,"  interpo- 
lates Clare  almost  mechanically,  scarcely  knowing 
whut  she  says.  -'By-the-bye,  you  ought  to  go  and 
speak  to  auntie — she  is  on  the  terrace." 

But  Miss  Grand  has  discreetly  retired,  and  Gordon 
says  so. 

"She  is  in  the  house  somewhere;  you  will  easily 
find  her,"  says  Clare  carelessly,  anxious  to  ward  oft" 
what  she  feels  is  coming,  and  nervously  playing  with 
the  drooping  leaves  of  the  tree  that  shadows  them. 

"I  don't  intend  to  try — just  yet,"  says  Gordon, 
coolly  seating  himself  on  the  grass  and  drawing  her 
down  beside  him. 

"Captain  Hay,  I  must  go  in." 

"Indeed,  Miss  Colquhoun,  you  must  not,"  he  an- 
swers  quietly,   possessing  himself  of  both   of  her 
hands. 
"But—" 

"  'But  me  no  buts,'  Clare;  twice  I  have  wished  to 
speak  to  you  and  you  would  not  let  me.  This  time  I 
will  have  my  way." 

"Then  loosen  my  hands,  please,"  she  says  plead- 
ingly. 

"I  am  not  so  foolish,"  says  Gordon — you  would 
escape  me." 

The  laughing  light  in  the  girl's  eyes  tells  him  he 
has  not  made  a  bad  guess  at  her  intentions. 

"I  need  not  answer  you  ii"  you  do  speak,"  she  ex- 
claims wistfully. 

"No,  you  need  not — but  you  will." 
Clare's  head  droops;  she   has   found  her  master, 
and  struggles  no  longer  to  be  free. 

"Clare,  I  love  you!"  whispers  Gordon  passionately, 
bending  over  her,  but  her  face  is  turned  away,  and 
he  can  only  see  the  tip  of  one  tinny  shell-like  ear, 
but  that  is  of  so  rosy  a  hue  that  it  encourages  him  to 
proceed.     "My  darling,  if  a  love — " 

"I  don't  believe  in  love,"  she  interrupts  provok- 
ingly,  but  without  raising  her  eyes. 

Captain  Hay  points  meaningly  to  a  book  with  a 
most  suggestive  title  which  has  fallen  at  her  feet. 

"Ah,  yes,  love  is  all  very  well  in  novels  or  on  the 
stage,"  says  the  girl  audaciously — "then  it  is  the  jam 
that  hides  the  medicine,  the  little  excitement  that 
makes  the  dull  descriptions  and  duller  dialogue  go 
down;  but  in  life — " 

"Well,  in  life  it  is  what?" 
"In  life  it  is  the  medicine  that  spoils  the  jam." 
"Then  consider  me  your  doctor  for  the  nonce,  and 
follow  my  prescriptions  rigidly,"  answers  Gordon, 
laughing;  "I  shall  certainly  order  you  that  sort  of 
medicine — to  be  administered  by  myself  —  in  big 
doses!" 

In  spite  of  herself  the  corners  of  her  mouth  quiver 
and  she  is  obliged  to  smile. 

"Clare,  I  love  you  so;  be  merciful,"  he  pleads  se- 
riously. "Tell  me,  may  I  hope?"  And  taking  her 
face  between  his  hands,  he  looks  into  the  shining 
depths  of  her  eyes.  What  he  reads  there  seems  to 
be  propitioiis  to  his  suit,  for  he  takes  her  in  his  arms 
very  tenderly  and  kisses  her  lips.  "Oh,  my  love,  my 
love,  mine  at  last  I"  he  whispers  exultantly,  with  a 
deep  sigh  of  relief  and  contentment. 

And  she,  answering  no  word,  only  nestles  closer 
in  his  embracer  but  the  mute  involuntary  action 
speaks  louder  than  a  whole  volume  of  sentiment  and 
romance. 

"She  came  not  to  the  place  by  accident — 
It  is  the  very  place  God  meant  for  her." 

(THE  END.  J 


home  at  2  a.  m.  But  you  must  use  caution  and 
discernment.  If  j-ou  tackle  a  curb-stone 
broker  you  will  perhaps  get  two  or  three  five 
cent  pieces  for  your  trouble. 


C^pNo  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Inquisitive. — The  earth  has  three  motions, 
but  a  woman  tongue  has  so  many  as  to  defy 
the  arithmetic. 

Ajax. — Never  trust  a  man  with  a  plug  hat 
until  he  pulls  off  his  boots  and  shows  you 
that  his  socks  are  clean. 

Virginia. — Punch  and  Judy  is  a  puppet 
show.  As  an  entertainment  it  is  quite  equal 
to  the  average  run  of  our  Theatres. 

Flit. — You  cannot  send  a  pair  of  shoes 
from  this  city  to  New  York  by  telegraph,  but, 
if  they  are  number  nines,  you  may  send  them 
up  to  this  office. 

Bangor. — Breech-loading  rifles  were  in  use 
as  far  back  as  1694,  but  "Little  Joker"  bal- 
lot-boxes and  returning  boards  are  the  pro- 
duction of  this  more  enlightened  age. 

Concord. — If  a  member  of  the  temperance 
organization  asserts  in  your  hearing  that 
General  "Washington  commanded  the  Ameri- 
cans at  the  battle  of  Dorking,  smell  his 
breath.     He's  been  eating  onions  sure — . 

Garnet.— The  inscription  on  the  English 
coat  of  arms,  Honi  soit  que  mat  y  pense  is,  we 
believe,  Norman  French  which  differs  con- 
siderably from  Barbary  Coast  French.  It  is 
pronounced  and  read  as  follows:  Honey! 
squat,  keep  Mollies  pennies. 

Missisquoi. — Swedenborg  was  a  philoso- 
pher and  theologian  of  some  merit,  but  we 
have  no  means  of  ascertaining  whether  he 
eat  with  his  knife  or  not.  "We  are  quite  sure 
however,  that  he  was  not  quite  so  apprecia- 
tive of  female  beauty  as  Beecher  or  Ealloch. 

Adam- — Presence  of  mind  has  been  defined 
to  be  "knowing  just  what  to  do  at  the  right 
time."  "We  once  knew  a  man  to  be  endowed 
with  extraordinary  presence  of  mind.  He 
sat  down  upon  a  hornets  nest,  but  got  up 
right  away  after  he  had  discovered  his  mis- 
take. 

Hockley. — It  was  the  poet  Pope  who  wrote : 
In  hope  and  faith  the  world  will  disagree. 
Pope  was  a  very  able  man  and  he  turned  a 
line  very  gracefully,  but  he  died  years  ago. 
Now-a-days  the  world  is  far  more  likely  to 
disagree  over  a  woman,  or  a  few  dollars,  than 
anything  else. 

Oliver.' — The  surest  way  to  make  money 
out  of  stocks  is  is  knock  down  and  rob  the 
first  drunken  "operator"  you  can  find  going 


A  Bachelor's  Apology. 

Her  eyes  were  bright;  her  figure  slight, 

And  light  as  any  fairy; 
Her  nose  was  heavenward  inclined; 

Her  manners  sweet  and  airy. 

Her  mouth  was  like  a  rosebud ; 

Her  voice  like  any  linnet; 
Her  head  was  little,  and  I  fear 

Had  very  little  in  it. 

But  then  so  artless  was  her  art, 
My  heart  could  not  resist  her; 

And  added  to  her  other  charms, 
She  had  a  pretty  sister. 

They  bloomed  like  any  double  rose, 
They  blushed  a  double  pink; 

One  graced  the  name  of  Laura; 
The  other,  Kate,  I  think. 

"When  left  alone  with  Laura, 
Love  urged  his  soft  dictate; 

And  in  sweet  Laura's  absence, 
I  doted  more — on  Kate. 

And  thus  to  choose  between  them 

'Twere  treason  to  decide, 
Because  I  had  been  happiest 

"With  either  for  my  bride. 

To  filch  one  flower,  and  leave  her 

Companion  all  alone, 
To  pine  in  single  sadness 

"Would  need  a  heart  of  stone. 

And  that's  the  reason,  Ladies, 

I'm  still  your  partisan. 
For  being  single  hearted, 

I  rest  a  single  man. 


A  Hard  Test. 

Ten  or  a  dozen  men  were  enjoying  the  hot 
weather  which  baked  the  shingles  on  a  ferry 
dock  saloon  yesterday,  when  a  stranger  stalked 
in  and  inquired  of  the  bar-tender: 

•'Have  you  any  mint?" 

"Yes,  sir." 

"And  you  have  sugar,  lemmons,  brandy, 
and  so  forth?" 

"I  have." 

The  stranger  turned  around  to  the  crowd, 
noted  the  sudden  increase  of  interest  in  each 
face,  he  kindly  said: 

"Gentlemen,  I'm  going  to  treat  every  liar 
in  the  room.  Let  the  liars — the  monstrous 
liars — come  foreward." 

Not  a  foot  moved. 

"Gentlemen,"  continued  the  stranger  in  a 
plaintive  tone,  "don't  be  backward.  Juleps 
wait  for  all.  Every  one  of  you  who  is  known 
as  a  liar  will  please  stand  up  " 

Not  a  man  stood.  The  stranger's  face  be- 
trayed keen  disappointment,  as  he  ordered  a 
rousing  big  "mint"  for  himself,  and  not  a 
word  was  spoken  in  the  place,  while  he  slow- 
ly sipped  the  cooling  liquid  through  a  straw. 
When  he  had  finished  he  wiped  off  his  chin 
and  said  : 

"Well,  every  truth-teller  in  the  crowd  will 
now  stand  up." 

Each  man  rose  up  with  the  promptness  of 
a  soldier. 

"And  now  sit  down  again,"  softly  said  the 
man  as  he  made  for  the  door. 

They  would  have  sat  down  on  him,  but 
great  truth-tellers  are  poor  runners. 
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TUe  Very  Freshest  American  Humor 

"Why  is  a  seaside  letter  like  a  good  cigar? 
Because  it  contains  a  great  many  "puffs." 

A  New  York  music  firm  advertises  the 
"Pins  and  Needles  Galop."  We  bet  they'll 
get  stuck  on  that. 

A  pint  of  huckleberries  on  the  bush  is  bet- 
ter than  two  pints  on  the  table ;  but  they 
don't  contain  so  many  dead  flies. 

Olive  Logan  has  discovered  a  new,  trans- 
parent, and  highly  expensive  stocking.  "Was 
it  on  her  1 —  that  is,  was  it  loaded? 

The  anti-Murphyites  in  the  West  have 
christened  a  new  drink  the  "Red  Ribbon." 
They  wear  their  colors  on  the  end  of  the 
nose. 

Since  the  three-cent  beer  wave  struck  this 
country.  Bayard  Taylor  has  become  dread- 
fully homesick,  and  yearns  for  his  native 
land. 

A  Buffalo  man  broke  his  leg  in  pulling  off 
his  boot.  His  neighbors  have  no  sympathy 
for  him.  They  say  it  is  warm  enough  to  go 
barefooted. 

A  "Feast  of  Lanterns"  was  held  at  Buffalo 
recently.  It  is  not  stated  how  the  lanterns 
were  cooked,  but  we  should  call  them  a  very 
"light"  diet. 

A  tramp  has  married  a  widow  worth  $100,- 
000.  This  item  should  be  marked  and  sent 
to  all  the  tramps  in  Pennsylvania.  Men  are 
scarce  in  Kentucky. 

No  human  being  can  ever  look  the  barber 
who  is  shaving  him  steadily  in  the  eye.  Per- 
haps not;  but  why  let  the  barber  "shave  him 
steadily  in  the  eye  ?" 

An  English  library  owns  a  copy  of  the 
Chinese  "Kin  Ting  Koo  Kin  Too  Shooh 
Tseih  Ching."  It  is  not  taken  out  as  often 
as  one  of  Ouida's  novels. 

The  Burlington  Haiokeye  calls  the  N.  Y. 
Nation  "the  swallow-tail  paper  of  America." 
It  may  be ;  but  we  don't  believe  it  can  swal- 
low all  the  tales  it  prints. 

If  William  Cullen  Bryant  were  living  now 
he  would  probably  feel  grateful  that  he  died 
before  the  appearance  of  terrible  portrait  of 
him  in  the  current  Scribner. 

Speaking  of  the  idiosyncrasies  of  men  of 
genius,  Henry  Clay  Dean  washes  himself 
twice  a  year  and  never  wears  a  shirt  longer 
than  six  months  in  one  inning. 

Pope  Pius  IX.  died  worth  $32,000,000,  ac- 
cumulated in  thirty-two  years.  Remember 
the  secret  of  his  success — he  never  started  a 
daily  paper  to  "fill  a  long-felt  want." 

Mrs.  Lucy  Hooper  says  that  when  she  saw 
ex-Empress  Eugenie,  she  had  "her  head 
loaded  with  false  yellow  hair."  Perhaps 
Eugene  "didn't  know  it  was  loaded." 


Miss  Sweetapple  is  the  last  heiress  to  ar- 
rive at  Saratoga. — Ex.  She  must  be  of  the 
belle-flower  variety — or  perhaps  a  maiden's- 
blush.     Young  men  like  to  get  be-cider. 

Eight  masked  robbers  stopped  a  railroad 
train  in  the  West  the  other  day.  As  the 
train  contained  an  excursion  party  of  editors, 
the  only  loss  was  a  loss  of  time  to  the  rob- 
bers. 

An  Ohio  woman  has  given  birth  to  five 
children  at  one  time.  The  President  has 
sent  so  man}'  Ohioans  abroad  to  fill  offices, 
that  something  had  to  be  clone  to  repopulate 
the  State. 

'A  New  York  child  died  from  sucking  the 
dyed  pantaloons  on  its  father."  We  always 
said  men  didn't  know  how  to  nurse  children. 
The  parent  evidently  wore  a  pair  of  "deadly 
breeches." 

Americans  who  have  returned  from  Paris 
say  the  newspaper  articles  in  this  country 
warning  visitors  not  to  drink  the  water  in 
that  city,  are  not  at  all  necessary.  They 
never  do. 

An  Englishman  claims  to  possess  a  bone 
of  Captain  Cook.  If  the  Captain  had  been 
buried  near  Cincinnati,  an  American  medical 
college  would  have  possessed  his  entire  ske- 
leton ere  this. 

The  betrothal  of  the  Duke  of  Connaught 
to  Princess  Marie  Louise,  of  Prussia,  is  an- 
nounced. Poor  Marie!  Having  learned 
that  we  are  married,  she  has  concluded  to 
accept  the  Duke. 

The  Queen  has  presented  Beaconsfield  with 
a  garter.  No  doubt  it  is  a  very  handsome 
affair,  but  he  will  look  odd  going  around 
with  one  trowsers'  leg  rolled  above  his  knee 
to  display  his  present. 

The  Indian  Chief  Ten  Days  is  not  a  week 
warrior,  although  he  comes  within  three 
days  of  it. — Ex.  How  do  you  count?  We 
should  call  Ten  Days  a  week  warrior,  and 
more  too — three  days  more. 

A  young  man,  just  returned  from  New 
York,  when  asked  where  he  put  up,  said  he 
didn't  know  the  man's  name,  but  there  were 
three  balls  in  front  of  the  door.  He  "put 
up"  his  watch  to  raise  funds  to  get  home. 

No  one  can  read  the  newspapers  nowadays 
without  becoming  impressed  with  the  fact 
that  Dr.  Mary  Walker's  trowsers  successfully 
fill  the  position  in  journalism  formerly  oc- 
cupied by  Horace  Greeley's  old  white  hat. 

"More  Light  Wanted!"  exclaims  the  St. 
Louis  Post,  in  great  primer  gothic  caps.  The 
Post  is  an  evening  paper,  and  there  can  be 
no  excuse  for  the  editor  being  out  until  two 
a.  m.,  dodging  home  through  the  back 
streets. 

The  London  Lancet  says  a  blow  on  the  ear 
has  often  ruptured  the  drum,  and  warns  pa- 
rents against  boxing  children's'  ears.  You 
can  get  more  music  out  of  a  child  by  apply- 
ing the  slipper  a  couple  of  feet  below  the 
"drum." 

Barnum  pays  his  best  rider  $700  a  week 
and  clowns  $150  to  $175.  He  adds  $25  to  the 
salary  of  the  latter  when  a  clown  gets  off  a 
new  joke,  but  he  has  had  no  occasion  to  pay 
the  extra  $25  during  the  whole  course  of  his 
life  as  a  showman. 

A  Norristown  young  lady  has  illustrated 
the  eternal  fitnesf  of  things  by  knitting  a 
handsome  silk  specie-holder  for  carrying  sil- 
ver dollars,   and  presenting  it  to  a  certain 


young  man  who  has  not  had  a  dollar   of  his 
own  in  three  months. 

A  New  York  judge  decides  that  when  a 
man  goes  home  drunk  his  wife  has  a  right  to 
take  the  money  out  of  his  pockets.  This  is  • 
a  preposterous  decision.  A  man  doesn't  go 
home  drunk  as  long  as  he  has  enough  money 
in  his  pocket  to  pay  for  another  drink. 

The  Rochester  Express  says  St.  Louis  is 
raising  a  subscription  to  erect  a  monument 
to  the  author  of  "Beautiful  Snow."  Does 
St.  Louis  intend  to  convert  itself  into  a  vast 
cemetery  ? — have  a  marble  shaft  shooting 
heavenwards  every  ten  feet  or  so  all  over  the 
city? 

A  young  man  never  feels  so  much  inclined 
to  contribute  liberally  to  th  cause  of  religion 
as  when  he  accompnnies  his  girl  to  church 
for  the  first  time,  and  finds,  when  the  con- 
tribution box  is  shoved  under  his  nose,  that 
he  has  nothing  less  than  half  a  dollar  in  his 
pocket. 

"Grand  Children's  Hop"  is  the  way  the 
Cape  May  Star  heads  an  account  of  a  child- 
ren's ball  at  that  place.  Whose  grand  child- 
ren were  they  ?  and  where  did  they  hop  to  ? 
— Phil.  Chronicle.  If  they  have  sensible 
parents,  they  hopped  off  to  bed  about  nine 
o'clock. 

The  Shah  took  thirty-six  caskets  of  gold  to 
Paris  and  took  away  only  eleven.  If  he  had 
visited  Niagara  Falls  several  years  ago  with 
his  thirty-six  caskets  of  gold,  and  remained 
a  week  or  two,  he  would  have  been  obliged 
to  borrow  ten  dollars  from  a  newspaper  man 
to  get  home. 

That  man  at  Capron,  111.,  who  announced 
that  he  would  deliver  a  lecture  on  a  certain 
night,  and  at  the  conclusion  commit  suicide, 
and  faithfully  carried  out  the  programme, 
introduced  a  new  feature  on  the  lecture  plat- 
form that  George  Francis  Train  would  do 
well  to  follow. 

A  "Woman's  Greenback  Club,"  has  been 
organized  at  Vineland,  N.  J.  This  club  is 
not  a  broomstick  painted  green.  The  women 
have  resolved  to  do  no  more  marketing  on  a 
less  sum  than  a  dollar  greenback.  Their 
husbands  have  been  in  the  habit  of  giving 
them  fifty  or  seventy-five  cents  to  purchase 
marketing  for  a  family  of  six. 

Anna  C.  Brackett  asks  in  Harper's  "Why 
must  we,  then,  be  sad,  When  nature  is  so 
glad?"  We'll  tell  you,  Anna.  It  is  because 
those  hated  Smith  girls  wear  the  handsomest 
bonnets,  and  spend  the  summer  at  Saratoga 
— and  the  price  of  billiards  and  opera  tickets 
remains  at  war  prices-  To  be  sure  much  of 
the  sadness  has  been  relieved  recently  by  the 
reduction  of  beer  to  three  cents  a  glass,  but 
we  all  don't  drink  beer. 

A  Chinese  juvenile  book  tells  how  a  celes- 
tial youth,  when  his  mother  was  sick,  and 
for  his  great  filial  love,  went  three  years 
without  sleep,  and  never  changed  his  gar- 
ments nor  washed  himself  during  that  time. 
Henry  Clay  Dean  says  he  doesn't  believe  the 
going-without-sleep  portion  of  the  story,  but 
the  other  part  is  nothing  very  remarkable. 
He  can  "see"  the  Chinese  youth  on  that,  and 
go  him  forty  years  better. 

A  young  man  who  was  recently  rejected  by 
his  girl,  immediately  lost  her  appetite  and 
began  to  pine  away.  His  friends  thought 
he  would  soon  be  laid  away  in  the  silent 
tomb,  but  last  week  he  went  to  Atlantic  City 
and  saw  the  object  of  his  affections — or  what 
was  left  of  her — in  a  baggy  flannel  suit  and 
an  old  straw  hat,  bathing  in  the  surf.  That 
young  man  now  eats  three  hearty  meals  per 
day,  and  a  big  lunch  between  times. 
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— An  exchange  asserts  in  bold  caps:  "Sum- 
mer Drinks."  Let  her  drink!  This  is  a  free 
country ! 

— A  sign  on  Market  street  runs  as  follows : 
"Ice  Cream  $1.25  per  gal."  We  don't  take 
our  gal  in  there.  The  price  is  too  thick  and 
the  cream  too  thin. 

— General  Sherman  claims  that  the  coun- 
try is  again  in  danger.  We  think  William 
is  right.  It's  in  danger  of  blowing  up  if  he 
keeps  on  letting  off  gas. 

— The  Courier- Journal  man  has  discovered 
a  new  phrase,  "infidel  lecture."  Like  a  child 
with  a  new  toy,  he  keeps  playing  with  it. 
Well  we  suppose  it  amuses  him,  certainly  it 
doesn't  hurt  anybody. 

— Even  Bibles  are  deadly  now  a  days.  A 
woman  threw  a  brass  bound  one  at  her  hus- 
band the  other  day.  One  of  the  edges  struck 
him  on  the  temple  and — he  is  an  angel  now, 
while  she  is  a  lone  lorne  widow. 

— The  Maine  Republicans,  we  are  told, 
"take  ground  against  the  payment  of  rebel 
war  claims."  It  seems  a  wonder  that  they 
do  not  take  ground  against  the  payment  of 
that  tea-tax  which  England  tried  to  collect  a 
few  years  ago. 

— Mr.  P says  that  the  effort  to   open 

the  Pavillion  on  Sundays  was  a  mistake  for 
several  reasons.  Reasons,  reasons,  reasons 
—  let  us  see ;  the  dictionary  says  that  the 
word  "Reason"  is  a  synonomous  term   with 

"understanding,  sense,"     Go  on  Mr.  P 

we  are  waiting  for  the  "reasons."  We  will 
wait  for  six  months,  without  the  sign  of  im- 
patience, if  you  will  only  promise  to  trot 
them  out  at  the  end  of  that  time.  It's  such  an 
unusual  thing  you  see  we  are  willing  to  wait 
for  it. 

— We  have  received  from  the  secretary  of 
the  "Occident  Cricket  Club"  a  circular  stat- 
ing that,  under  the  auspices  of  that  body, 
twenty-two  Pacific  Coast  Cricketers  would 
tackle  an  Australian  eleven  on  the  24th  of 
October  next  and  on  the  two  succeeding 
days.  Cricket  is  a  good  wholesome  game 
which  a-  great  many  of  those  young  Califor- 
nia street  swells  would  do  well  to  spend  their 
leisure  time  at  instead  of  loafing  on  street 
corners  encased  in  kid  gloves  and  six-foot 
collars.  We  may  add  that  we  admire  the 
pluck  of  the  Occident  Club  in  undertaking 
to  play  eleven  of  the  finest  cricketers  in  the 
world.     And  we  hope  that  the  "dear  public" 


will  roll  up  to  the  Recreation  Grounds  on 
the  days  mentioned  and  give  them  the  sup- 
port and  encouragement  which  they  deserve. 

— In  Tuesday's  issue  of  the  "live  journal," 
that  interesting  publication  denies  the  asser- 
tion that  some  of  the  delegates  to  the  Con- 
stitutional Convention  elected  on  the  Work- 
ingmen's  ticket  are  unaquainted  with  the 
English  language,  and  that  generally  they 
are  an  undesireable  body  of  men — so  far  as 
ability  is  concerned — to  undertake  such  re- 
sponsible duties.  We  have  a  slight  knowl- 
edge of  two  of  those  blossoming  statesmen. 
The  one  is  a  beardless  youth  who  about'  a 
year  ago,  used  to  get  off  some  idiotic  balder- 
dash about  the  greatness  of  the  "Americun 
werkinman"  at  the  Dashaway  Hall.  He  is  a 
native  born.  The  other  is  a  French  impor- 
tation who  could  neither  speak  nor  under- 
stand a  simple  sentence  of  English  if  he  was 
to  be  rewarded  therefor  with  a  present  of  the 
C.  P.  R.  R.  and  the  S.  V.  Water  Works. 
What  a  more  extended  acquaintance  would 
disclose  we  don't  know  but  we  can  imagine. 


A  CASTOR  CONVERSATION  AT  GENERAL  BUT- 
LER'S TABLE. 

BY    THE    "ONLY  BONES." 

It  was  a  pretty  hand  that  spaked  the  pepper  bot- 
tle. No  doubt  the  latter  needed  the  castigation,  and 
the  mashed  potatoes  needed  the  pepper — but  Miss 
Kertash  need  not  have  been  so  vindictive,  end  6trike 
a  little  bottle  so  hard.  Anything  that  gets  whipped 
as  often  as  the  pepper  bottle,  does  not  need  a  severe 
drubbing  every  time. 

"lam  sore  all  over,"  whispered  the  pepper  to  the 
mustard,  as  the  pretty  hand  aforesaid,  plumped  it 
back  into  its  hole  in  tha  castor. 

"You  may  expect  it  every  time  the  potatoes  make 
a  mash,"  replied  the  mustard  consolingly. 

"What  is  that  unmannered  thing,  eating  with  its 
knife,  at  the  end  of  the  table?"  asked  the  smooth- 
tongued sweet  oil. 

"I  don't  know  what  it  is,  but  if  you  step  on  it,  it 
will  speak  Irish,"  unkindly  remarked  the  vinegar. 

"Its  name  is  Denis,  the  modarn  Napoleon,"  said 
the  pepper,  rubbing  its  sore  place. 

"I  suppose  you  enjoyedyour  trip  overland,  Denis" 
observed  Miss  Kertash. 

1  'Very  much,  with  the  exception  of  the  smell  of 
kerosene  in  the  cars.  I  am  so  used  to  gas,  that  it 
spoiled  much  of  my  pleasure." 

"He  speaks  the  truth — he  did  nothing  but  gas  on 
the  Pacific  Coast"  retorted  the  mustard. 

General  Butler  spoke — "You  were  very  successful 
in  San  Francisco,  I  hear." 

"Yes,  I  may  say  that  I  was.  You  can  get  speeches 
there  so  much  cheaper  than  you  can  here.  I  in- 
quired to-day,  and  found  that  one  of  Lincoln's  would 
cost  $10 — even  yours  they  ask  $2.50  for,"  replied 
the  agitator. 

"Never  mind,  Denis, "  said  the  General,  "I  have 
some  after-dinner  speeches  up  stairs  you  can  have 
for  a  dollar.  They  will  be  handy  when  you  are  ten- 
tered  banquets." 

"Thank  you,  General.  That's  a  fine  brand  of 
Port,"  smacking  his  lips. 

"Happens  to  be  Claret — what  I  was  once"  moaned 
the  vinegar. 

Miss  Kertash  here  asked  to  be  excused,  and  grace- 
fully retired. 

"See  here,  Denis,"  said  the  General,  when  they 
were  alone,  "let  us  understand  each  other." 

"Twig  the  secrets,"  whispered  the  mustard. 

"You  control  the  votes  of  the  Pacific  slope,  and  I 
guess  I  am  pretty  solid  with  the  masses  here.  Busi- 
ness is  business.  Let  us  work  together,  and  the  day 
is  ours." 


"You're  dead  on  it,  But,  old  boy, "  said  the  sand- 
lot  chieftain,  who,  as  he  got  a  little  inky,  also  got  a 
little  familiar.  (A  whispered  consultation  followed 
which  none  of  the  occupants  of  the  castor  could 
catch. 

"When  you  make  your  speech  in  Boston"  said  the 
General,  "you  better  make  some  mention  of  its  be- 
ing the  "Grand  Thesaurus  of  Education,  Culture 
and  Refinement."  That  is  Boston's  hobby,  and  a  city 
is  like  a  man,  once  get  it  on  its  hobby  and  you  can 
ride  it  as  far  as  you  please." 

They  were  about  leaving  the  room,  when  a  buzzing 
sound  drew  Denis'  attention. 

"Ah,  General,"  said  he  sorrowfully,  "do  you  see 
that  insect  on  the  Putter  ?  That  is  a  Wasp,  and  inci- 
pient (he  meant  insignificant)  as  it  appears,  it  gave 
me  away  worse  than  all  the  San  Francisco  press  com- 
bined." 

"Don't  be  downhearted,  Denis,"  said  the  Gen- 
eral, "will  you  have  Port  or  Sherry  ?" 

"It  is  immatestical  to  me"  replied  Denis  as  he 
shoved  over  his  glaBS.  Butler  bit  his  lip  to  avoid 
smiling,  and  they  drained  goblets  together. 

When  they  had  left  the  room,  remarks  by  the  cas- 
tor were  in  order. 

Mustard — "He  is  a  fool." 

Pepper — "He  is  a  museum,  with  nothing  in  it  but 
the  monkey." 

Sweet  Oil — "He  is  indefinitely  postponed." 

Vinegar — "He  has  a  soft  thing — under  his  hat." 

Wasp — "He  knows  just  enough  to  show  that  he 
knows  nothing." 


The  First  Grist. 


He  was  a  curly-headed  man  from  Sixteenth 
street,  who  answered  to  any  name  they  called 
him,  and  who  was  finally  supposed  to  be 
some  millionaire  from  Boston,  here  to  buy 
up  all  the  railroads  in  the  State  overlooked 
by  Stanford  and  he  was  helped  out  very 
softly. 

"You  see,"  he  began,  as  he  turned  to  the 
desk,  "I  am  not  guilty — I  can't  be.  The 
wicked  always  get  away,  while  the  good  are 
taken  by  the  collar  and  walked  down  here 
and  fined  five  dollars,  It  was  the  other  chap 
that  opened  and  closed  the  row  and  tried  to 
whip  the  Fourth  of  July." 

"As  I  donit  see  what  I  want  I  shall  ask  for 
it,"  pleasantly  remarked  the  court,  and  he 
beckoned  to  Gin  Sow,  the  Chinese  washer- 
man, to  come  forward  and  be  sworn — to  state 
upon  his  solemn  oath  if  the  prisoner  sought 
to  clean  out  his  laundry. 

"Alle  same  he  did — he  did  !"  exclaimed 
the  heathen.  "He  comee  in  likee  dis,  glaba 
me  breakee  stools — mashee  window — whoop, 
stlike  me  on  chin — stlike  me  on  eye — hit  'urn 
'gin  on  lef '  eye— thu  nah  mah  !" 

In  his  soft,  confiding  way  the  prisoner  ex- 
plained he  was  only  joking — 

Only  joking  while  the  shadows 
Did  a  little  longer  grow : 
Just  a  little.     He  couldn't   have  intended  to 
damage  Gin  Sow — he  knew  he  couldn't. 

The  officer  put  in  his  say.  He  spoke  with 
downcast  eyes  and  a  pair  of  No.  10  boots  on, 
and  it  was  apparent  even  to  a  blind  man  that 
he  was  telling  the  solemn  truth. 

"Only  having  a  good  time,  your  Honor," 
put  in  the  prisoner  as  the  officer  retired. 

"You  have  seat  No.  1  in  the  Maria,"  said 
his  Honor — "best  place  in  the  whole  vehicle 
to  observe  the  quivering  dew-drop  doing  up 
its  morning  toilet  after  the  French  twist.  Bi- 
jah  will  chalk  your  back,  so  as  to  lesson  the 
chances  of  your  getting  lost." 
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The  Tarious  places  of  amusement  of  a  the- 
atrical nature  located  in  this  city  did  not  at- 
tract an  unusual  degree  of  support  during 
the  past  week,     At  the 

California  Theatre 
Miss  Maggie  Mitchell  and  the  new  company 
continued  during  the  week  to  struggle  with 
"Mignon."  It  was  a  hard  struggle  and  so 
far  as  we  were  able  to  observe  "Mignon"  got 
considerably  damaged  during  its  progress. 

At  Baldwin's 
Fred  Lyster's  adaptation  of  "Les  Fourcham- 
bault"  has  continued  to  hold  the  boards  for 
another  week.  More  extended  opportunities 
of  observation  have  convinced  us  that  the 
play  is  very  much  superior  to  the  players. 
In  time  it  is  to  be  hoped  that  the  galaxy  of 
talent  known  as  the  Union  Square  Company 
will  seek  for  pastures  new  and  that  their 
places  will  be  taken  by  people  who  possess 
some  other  attraction  than  face  and  figure. 


Bush  Street  Theatre 
Still  gives  its  patrons  burnt  cork,  antideluvi- 
an  jokes,  and  vulgarity  as  their  diet. 

"Woodward's  Gardens. 
What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Planles  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park- to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 


FOUND — Violin,  Guitar  and  Banjo  Strings 
pure  in  tone  and  durable,  for  only  12%  cents  at 
at  MEYERS'  Music  Store,  605  Kearny  Street. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

J.  S.  Stratton,  contractor  for  raising  and 
moving  brick,  stone,  iron,  and  wooden  build- 
ings. Office:  N.  E.  cor.  Kearny  and  Bush 
streets.  Shop,  No.  854  Harrison  street,  San 
Francisco.  Eesidence,  No.  924  Harrison 
street. 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


Dions.  Alexander  S.  B>e  Wolowski, 

The  well-known  pianist  and  vocalist,  honor- 
ary member  of  the  principal  Philharmonic 
Societies,  reopens  courses  and  classes  for 
piano  and  singing,  for  opera,  parlor  and  con- 
certs, by  his  new  simplified  method,  the 
shortest  and  best  in  existence,  saving  years  of 
practice  to  beginners,  reading  music  at  sight 
and  training  the  voice  to  its  highest  culture. 
Musical  time  by  his  new  invention.  At  Al- 
bemarle House,  No.  8  Mason  St. 

Baldwin's  Arcade  Market ! 


James  Lintott,  914  Market  Street  and  9 
Ellis  Street,  keeps  the  best  Lamb,  Beef, 
Mutton,  Veal,  Bacon,  Pork  and  Ham,  at  the 
lowest  market  rates.  Goods  delivered  to 
all  parts  of  the  city  free  of  charge. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


DONNOLLY'S 

YEAST  POWDER 


FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 


Ask    Your     Grocer    For    It, 


17-STRINGED 


CITHERNS! 


A  charming  musical  instrument.  A  Harp  and 
Guitar  combined.  Sweet-toned.  Very  popular. 
Can  learn  to  play  them  in  half  an  hour.  Only  $4, 
with  book  of  tones.     Agency  at  the  Music  Store  of 

BANCROFT,  KNIGHT  &  CO. 

733  Market  Street,  San  Francisco. 


BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between    8th   and    9th    Streets, 

M.  NUNAN,  Proprietor. 


W,    SCHEHB, 
FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning 
Repairing  and  Dyeing. 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 
THE  1IIBERMA 

Savings  and  Loan  Society, 

Cor.  Montgomery  and  Post  Sts. 

San  Francisco,  July  24,  1878. 
At  a  regular  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors, 
held  this  day,  a  dividend  a  the  rate  of  7%  per  cent, 
per  annum  was  declared  on  all  deposits  for  the  six 
months  ending  July  21st,  1878,  payable  from  and  af- 
ter this  date,  free  from  Federal  Tax. 

EDW.  MARTIN,  Secretary. 


CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 
■ — o 

Henry  _AJ:irens  <fe  Co. 

Proprietors. 


MECHANICS'     INSTITUTE. 


Thirteenth  Industrial  Exhibition, 

SAN  FRANCISCO ,    1878. 


The  Managers  have  the  honor  to  announce  to  the 
public  that  the  THIRTEENTH  GRAND  EXHIBI- 
TION OF  SIENCE,  ART  AND  INDUSTRY,  given 
under  the  auspices  of  the  Mechanics'  Institute,  will 
open  at  the  Pavilion,  on  Market,  Eightli  and  Mission 
streets,  on  TUESDAY,  AUGUST  13th. 

Great  and  unusual  attractions  will  be  presented  to  visitors. 
Mining,  Agriculture  and  other  Machinery  will  be  in  motion.  Pa- 
cific Coast  Manufactures,  Minerals  and  Products  of  the  Soil  will  be 
fully  represented,  beside  many  new  and  interesting  novelties  never 
before  exhibited  on  this  Coast. 

The  Art  IH'purtmcnt  will  be  under  the  supervision  of  the 
San  Francisco  Art  Association,  a  guarantee  for  excellence  and' 
completeness.  Local  Art  will  be  specially  represented,  as  also 
works  of  noted  foreign  artists,  selected  from  the  private  galleries 
of  this  city. 

The  Horticultural  Garden?  so  popular  heretofore,  will  be 
made  still  more  attractive  this  year  by  the  addition  of  many  new 
features. 

The  Music— Each  afternoon  and  evening  a  first-class  Instru- 
mental Concert  will  be  given  by  the  best  soloists  and  accomplished 
musicians  pf  this  city,  with  a  daily  change  of  programme  of  the 
best  and  most  popular  music. 

No  expense  or  pains  will  be  spared  by  the  Management  that  will 
add  to  the  comfort  or  convenience  of  visiors. 

Applications  for  space  or  information  can  be  obtained  from  the 
Secretary,  at  the  Office.  27  Post  Street. 

IRVING  M.  SCOTT,  President. 
J.  H.  GILMORE,  Superintendent. 

J.  H.  CULVER,  Secretary. 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 
FREE 

M@me  aaJ  Iaielligeae§  Buresm 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOE  AN5T  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours*  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
Newspaper,  BQ&k&$@b  Printers 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-tf 


NOTICE. 

The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicious  nature  will 
be  published  by  this  paper. 


THE     ILLUtfTEATED     WASP. 
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THE  ONLY  HOUSE  in  tho  city  that  receives  fresh  patterns  and  New  York  and  Paris  Fashions  weekly.     Samples,  with  instructions  (or  self-measnranieut 


PJICOLL,  THE  TAILOR, 

Branch    of    New    York 


IS  iiKinti!  <§/,  nnd  50$  <S3onfQomyij  j|/. 

The  Quickest,  Best  and  Cheapest  Tailor  in  the  World. 

Pants  to   Order  in  Six  Hours,  and  Suits  in  One  Day,  if  Required. 


TO  ORDER 

Pants,  -  from  $4.00 
Suits,  -  irom  $15.00 
Overcoats,  from  $15.00 
Dress  Coats,    "  $20.00 


TO  ORDER 

Black  Doeskin 

Pants,  -  from  $7.00 
White  Vests,  '•  $3.00 
Fancy  Vests,  "    $6.00 


A  small  stock  on  hand,  of  our  own  make,  to  select  from.    Tailors   and   the   public    supplied  with  cloth  and  trimmings  at  wholesale  prices  by  the  yard;  cut: 


P. 


oot  -Uake-r 


OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 

Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


combined.      For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.     The 
elastic  is  so  placed   back   of 
the   ankle   as   to  protect   it 
from   wear  and  it 
does       not      bind 
around   the-  ankle 

like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men -who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  he  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now.  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  fflakei** 

327  &  329  Bush'  Street,  San  Francisco. 


(1»E   4--^   <&Of^  Per  dav  at  home-    Samples  worth  S5  free. 
qjj    tU   <p£i\J  Address  Stinsos  &  Co.,  Portland",  Maine. 


FREMQM 
Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411  bush  street;  ■ 

Above  Kearny,  SAN  FKANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  Dieectok. 

The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director.    ! 

feb2-6mos 


MANUFACTURERS 

Of  the  best  improved  Trusses,  con- 
structed on  scientific  principles.    A 
perfect  retainer,  combining  ease  and 
comfort. 
CALIFOENIA  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
COMPANY,  615  Sacramento  street,   San  Francisco. 
Send  for  Illustrated  Catalogue. 


STJBSCKIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


HIBEBM'IA 
Savings  and.  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 

OFFICEES: 

President M.  D.  SWEENY 

Vice-Pbesidest CD.  O'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES  ■ 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,         Gus.   Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Tkeasceee   EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attobnei RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  he  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2-50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
,     july21-tf  ' 


THE  BEST  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  OH  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NO"W  IN  THE  THIRD  YEAR! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -         -     $4  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

5^"A11  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  NewsDealers  and  Newsboys. 


Rubricating  (^omyound 

AND    CUPS. 

One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  beat  oil  cupa. 

THE 


Gjltiiff 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing-  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
dd  to  the  power  of  the  Engine,  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  five  yeara  and 
give  no  trouble. 

K.  HOE  A  CO'S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGER  SAWS, 

■4s*\**&uAi&y ^     alwavs  !n    Perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
-^VJHA3*/^       nut  any  of  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saws  constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &c  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia- City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.    Address 

TATUM  &  BOWEN, 

No.  3  -Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market. 
P.  O.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev.'    - 
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PACIFIC CO^T^ SAN  FRANCISCO 

C±C\\  \\  Any  worker  can  make  S12  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
*-* VyjJi/  Outfit  free.    Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

for  mAXmm* 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KORBEL  & 
BEOS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL 
&  BEOS.,  in  Santa  Rosa. 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


$66 


a  week  in  your  own  town.   Terms  and  $5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  K.  R. 


Commencing  MONDAY,  JULY  29th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


3  Of")  P.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Steamer  "James  M. 
•OV/  Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),  connecting  with 
Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa, 
Healdshurg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  con- 
nections at  LakeviUs  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City, 
Highland  Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  Geysers. 

^.Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  for  Kor- 
bel's,  Guerneville  and  the  Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.15  A.  M.] 

Sunday  Excursions  at  Beduced  Kates. 


8f)f\  A.  M.  SUNDAYS  ONLY,  via  Donahue,  for  Cloverdale 
•  v/v/  and  way  statians. 

Fares  for  the    round    trip;  Donahue,  SI. 00,  Petaluma,  §1.50, 
Santa  Rosa,  §2.00,  Healdsburg.  $3.00,  Cloverdale  $4.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forrestville,   Korbel's, 
Guerneville,  the  Russian  River  and  Big  Trees. 

Fares  for  round  trip:  Fulton  and  Laguna,  $2.60,  Forrestville, 
Korbel's  and   Guerneville,  $3.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M.] 

tE3^Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  3.00  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 

A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN^     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  Manager.        Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 


GARDEN^  HOSE. 

50  Feet  1-2  inch  3-ply  Hose,   -    $4.75 
50  Feet  3-4  inch  3-ply  Hose,    -    $5.75 


W.  R.  ALLEN, 

PLUMBER    AND    G-ASFITTER, 
899  MARKET  STREET,  bet.  4th  and  5th. 


TO   LEI1, 

Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  II,  K.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOKBEL  &  BKOS.,  in 
Santa  Rosa. 


C.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  K.   KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 


WANTED. 

In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,  CANVAS- 
SEES  for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
"Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


Qpem   §kssqs 

— AT— 

Muller's  Optical  Depot. 

13J5  Montgomery,  nenr  Bnsli 


7/rZ  £~&ie)  POr\Tr^AITS  & VI EWS .Jk; 
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S  O  A  BT  E    <Sc    O  O. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell   Oysters, 

Stall  No.  93,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO 


Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 


d„  xxxcks  at  ce., 
BOOK  BINDERS 

ANT 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 

543   Clay   Street 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


1".  5 


Nails,  Freckles,  "Warts,  Moles,   effectually   cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,   from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

B.  S.  BTJIRxSrS, 

Agent  for 


Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,   between   J   and   K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 

A.    SCHROEPFEB, 

AECHITBOT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 

TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

6&3  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
,  in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of 
kail  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
erative organs,  and  all  physical  con- 
Iditions  of  weakness  consequent  upon 
Jjthe  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 
Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successfull  treated. 
The  sick  and  affiicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospitals  there, 
obtaining  a  great  jleal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  he 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  may  be  CURED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

-     AT     - 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCKIBEKS 
Thirty-five  cents  pee  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  Britisli 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY    IN  ADVANCE) 

(Postage  Free) 

One  Year        ....      $4.00 
Six  Months  -  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -      -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PAKTS  OF  EUKOPE: 
^Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -  $5.00 

Six  Months      -         -         -         -    $2.50 
Three  Months      -         -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  The  Editor,  602  Cali- 
fornia street,  San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  AUGUST  31,  1878. 

"  'Gainst  the  wrong  that  needs  redressing, 
For  the  xoeak,  the  strong  oppressing." 

The  Wasp  begs  to  tender  its  thanks  to  the 
following  journals  for  their  kind  notices  on 
our  third  birthday:  Lower  Lake  Bulletin, 
Union  Democrat,  Santa  Clara  Echo,  Napa  i?e- 
■porter,  and  Mendocino  Beacon. 


One  of  the  most  curious  anomolies  of  the 
present  day  is  found  in  the  fact  that  out  of 
every  ten  houses  in  San  Francisco  about  sis 
or  seven  are  illuminated  with  oil.  Now  gas 
is  not  only  cheaper  to  produce  than  oil,  but 
it  gives  a  very  much  more  brilliant  light. 
Such  being  the  case  it  seems  almost  incom- 
prehensible that  the  latter  should  be  pre- 
ferred to  the  former,  Is  it.possible  that  the 
fact  that  kereosene  is  an  article  of  commerce 
in  which  there  is  keen  competition  in  has 
anything  to  do  with  the  matter  ?  Is  it  pos- 
sible that  the  directors  of  the  Gas  Company 
— who  are  all  honest  christian  gentlemen  and 
patriotic  citizens — are  taking  advantage  of 
certain  charter  privileges  in  order  to  levy 
blackmail  ?     Perish  the  thought! 


THE  NEW  POLICE  COMMISSIONERS. 

The  Police  Commissioners  of  this  city  have 
developed  into  the  most  remarkable  public 
body  this  age  has  produced.  They  are  in- 
deed a  phenomenon  well  worthy  of  attention 
and  investigation  at  the  hands  of  scientific 
savants.  It  will  be  recollected  that  for  some 
years  past  the  Police  Force  of  th  s  city  and 
its  management  have  been  matters  of  very 
considerable  dissatisfaction  to  those  who 
take  an  interest  in  the  public  welfare.  Pre- 
vious to  the  legislative  enactment  of  last 
winter,  the  Commissioners  held  their  posi- 
tions ex  officio  and  were  unremunerated.  It 
was  thought,  and  there  were  some  good 
gr  mnds  for  the  assumption,  that  a  perma- 
nent Commission  consisting  of  two  or  three 
gentlemen  of  probity  and  standing  and  in- 
telligence, holding  office  outside  the  influ- 
ence of  the  ward  politician,  would  be  a  de- 
cided improvement  on  the  old  regime. 
Hence  we  have  the  present  commission.  It 
is  composed  of  three  individuals  who  previous 
to  their  receiving  this  appointment  were  re- 
garded as  men  of  average  shrewdness  and 
integrity.  Even  now  their  honor  and  honesty 
is  not  impugned;  but  their  good  sense  seems 
to  have  vanished  with  the  advent  of  their 
preferment.  The  news  of  their  appointment 
had  hardly  reached  them  before  they  began 
to  swell  with  self-sufficiency  and  egotistical 
vanity;  their  relatives  and  friends  looked 
with  astonishment  and  horror  upon  the  gi- 
gantic proportions  which  they  soon  assumed , 
and  the  public  soon  had  reason  to  appreciite 
the  extraordinary  acquisition  of  irresponsible 
power  with  which  they  had   been   entrusted. 

The  principle  cause  which  led  to  the  ap- 
pointment of  the  present  Commission  lay  in 
the  demoralizing  effect  which  the  influence 
of  the  ward  politician  exercised  upon  this 
most  important  branch  of  the  public  service. 
It  was  thought  that  the  old  Commission, 
which  was  composed  of  gentlemen  who  held 
elective  offices,  was  inclined  to  figure  a  little 
too  much,  in  the  discharge  of  its  duties, 
for  party  advantage  and  personal  popularity 
— to  the  detriment  of  the  public  interest.  It 
was  believed  that  the  appointment  of  a  Com- 
mission, which  would  have  no  object  to  gain 
by  truckling  to  the  forces  which  are  potent 
at  the  polls,  would  result  in  a  faithful  and 
conscientious  administration  of  the  affairs  of 
the  department.  The  effort  has  been  suc- 
cessful to  a  remarkable  degree.  We  have 
now  obtained  three  Commissioners  who  fear 
neither  man  nor  devil.  The  old  Commis- 
sioners may  have  tried  to  placate  the  public 
and  win  its  approving  smiles,  but  the  same 
charge  cannot  be  laid  at  the  door  of  their 
successors.  They  are  too  great,  too  high, 
too  mighty,  to  want  anybody's  approval.  As 
an  irresponsible  body  they  can  afford  to  obey 
their  own  sweet  will.  And  we  may  add, 
they  seem  inclined  to  make  the  most  of  the 
situation.  They  had  hardly  been  inducted 
into  the  office  before  they  issued  their 
imperial  ukase  against  the  Press.  The 
diplomatic  secrets  which  attend  the  ap- 
pointment of  a  police  officer  were  not,  they 
said,  to  be  lightly  bandied  about  as  common 
chit  chat.  If  their  Boyal  Highnesses  chose 
to  appoint  an  ex-conviet,  whom  the  pages  of  I 


the  criminal  calendar  branded  as  a  degraded 
brute,  it  was  nobody's  affair  but  theirs,  for 
they  own  the  force  though  the  public  pay 
for  it.  If  "stars"  were  peddled  around  as 
common  merchandise,  it  was  nobody's  busi- 
ness but  theirs.  It  might  possibly  have  been 
that  if  the  Press  had  been  accorded  its  usual 
privileges  these  mistakes  would  not  have  oc- 
curred; but  then  the  Press  was  an  insolent 
meddler  which  tried — for  a  very  good  reason 
— to  serve  the  public,  and  it  might  at  any 
moment  speak  disrespectfully  of  the  Great 

COMMISSIONERS. 

The  present  Commissioners  and  their 
clerks — secretaries  is,  we  believe,  the  official 
and  aristocratic  title — costs,  so  far  as  we  can 
judge  from  figures  supplied  us  by  the  City 
Auditor,  about  $600  per  month  for  their 
maintenance.  For  this  outlay  there  is  abso- 
lutely no  return.  However  ornamental  the 
new  Commissioners  may  be,  they  are  of  no 
earthly  service  in  conducting  the  business  of 
a  public  office.  We  have  known  a  letter  ad- 
dressed to  them  on  official  business  to  be 
treated  with  silent  contempt.  We  have  known 
two  personal  applications  at  their  office — 
made  with  a  view  of  ascertaining  if  that  let- 
ter has  been  received — to  elicit  the  fact  that 
nobody  knew  anything  about  the  business 
supposed  to  be  conducted  therein,  and  the 
astounding  declaration  that  communications 
sometimes  lay  for  two  or  three  months  be- 
fore being  acted  upon.  We  have  known  a 
subsequent  letter  of  inquiry — enclosing  a 
stamp  for  reply — to  be  treated  in  the  same 
way.  No  doubt,  if  these  gentlemen  could 
be  induced  to  lower  their  dignity  to  the  ex- 
tent of  taking  notice  of  the  statements  of  a 
common  weekly  journal,  they  would  claim 
that  this  is  the  routine  and  custom  of  their 
office;  and  the  claim  would  be  well  founded. 
But  we  venture  to  tell  them  that,  if  they  can- 
not re-arrange  the  custom  and  routine  of 
their  office  upon  a  basis  which  is  compatible 
with  the  ordinary  courtesies  of  civilized  so- 
ciety, they  are  utterly  unsuited  to  occupy 
positions  of  grave  responsibility  and  should 
at  once  retire  therefrom.  They  should,  we 
say,  retire  from  positions  which  they  have 
exhibited  the  utmost  incapacity  to  fulfil  the 
duties  of — but  they  will  not;  therefore  we 
think  that  their  enforced  retirement  should 
form  a  matter  for  legislative  action  the  ear- 
liest possible  moment  after  the  next  legisla- 
ture convenes. 


OUR  GREATNESS  IN  CROOKEDNESS. 

COMMERCIAL  DISHONESTY. 

Dishonesty  in  trade,  or,  to  use  the  favorite 
and  mild  term,  sharp  practice,  has  been  re- 
duced to  a  science  of  the  utmost  exactness 
in  the  "United  States,  and  nowhere  through- 
out the  length  and  breadth  of  "the  land  of 
the  brave  and  the  home  of  the  fair"  has  it 
reached  a  higher  pitch  of  perfection  than  in 
California.  From  the  fruit  peddlar,  who 
sells  you  short  measure  or  bad  commodities, 
to  the  wholesale  dealer,  who  sells  you  pack- 
ages not  in  accord  with  the  sample,  "they 
all  do  it."  It  permeates  through  every  strata 
of  the  trading  public  from  the  lowest  to  the 
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highest.  Cheating  has  taken  the  place  of 
sagacious  foresight  as  a  means  to  accomplish 
commercial  success.  Obligations,  which,  in 
the  sleepy  old  times  of  the  past,  would  have 
been  regarded  as  something  almost  sacred, 
are  kept  just  to  that  extent  which  considera- 
tions of  a  financial  nature  render  it  prudent 
that  they  should  be.  Deception,  trickery, 
and  falsehood  are  rampant;  and  their  suc- 
cessful application  to  the  occurrences  of 
every  day  life,  in  trading  circles,  is  regarded 
as  the  ebullition  of  commercial  genius.  Go 
to  the  exchange  and  you  find  merchants  sel- 
ling to  each  other  at  great  profit  not  because 
they  have  with  acute  discernment  observed 
the  working — afar  off — of  those  little  causes 
which  lead  to  a  rise  and  purchased  when  the 
price  was  low,  but  because  they  have  by 
some  dishonorable  means  managed  to  raise 
the  market.  Go  to  the  retailer  on  the  cor- 
ner and  you  find  him  doing  a  flourishing 
business  not  because  he  is  sharp  in  buying 
and  selling,  but  because  he  has  a  talent  for 
hood-winking  his  customers,  the  public. 
Go  to  the  establishment  of  a  large  dealer  in 
liquors  and  you  find  him  flourishing  not 
through  his  aptitude  for  trafficking  in  his 
wares  but  through  his  ability  to  adulterate 
and  to  sell  liquids  of  a  cheap  nature  for  at 
the  price  of  expensive  ones.  Go  into  the 
little  cigar  store  and  you  find  the  proprietor 
laughing  and  growing  fat  because  he  is  able 
to  sell  as  the  rare  production  of  far  off  climes 
that  which  is  cheaper  and — produced  at 
home.  Everywhere  and  in  everything  it  is 
the  same.  And  what  is  the  consequence 
The  consequence  is,  that  general  morality  is 
undermined,  that  all  confidence  in  humanity 
is  destroyed,  that  we  are  living  like  a  nation 
of  wolves  each  one  watching  for  a  chance  to 
destroy  the  other,  that  every  sentiment 
which  is  noble  or  manly  or  truthful  is  crushed 
out  of  us.  The  consequence  is  that  cheating, 
and  lying,  and  defrauding,  and  betraying, 
being  regarded  as  things  which  are  in  many 
cases  justifiable,  or  at  worst  venial  errors, 
flourish  and  grow  apace  and  promise  ere  long 
to  utterly  destroy  us. 

"We  can  build  fleet  and  buoyant  ships  and 
man  them  with  hardy  prudent  seamen,  yet 
our  flag  is  almost  unknown  to  the  seas. 
"Why  is  this  ?  Because  of  your  iniquitous 
tariff,  cry  the  ardent  free-traders.  Because  that 
the  perfidious  English  fitted  out  rebel  priva- 
teers who  swept  our  merchantile  marine  from 
the  ocean,  vociferate  the  stump-orator  poli- 
ticians. Those  are  the  reasons  which  sound 
very  plausible,  but  they  come  from  superficial 
observers.  To  be  sure  the  rebel  privateers 
done  our  commerce  a  great  deal  of  harm, 
but  that  was  thirteen  years  ago.  Thirteen 
years  is  a  big  fraction  of  a  century;  a  com- 
merce might  be  made  and  destroyed  once  or 
twice  in  that  period.  "What  have  we  been 
doing  in  the  meantime  ?  About  two  years 
ago  a  treaty  was  effected  between  this  coun- 
tay  and  the  Government  of  the  Sandwich 
Islands,  the  effect  of  which  was  to  let  in 
their  chief  product,  sugar,  free;  but  the  sugar 
don't  come.  It  goes,  instead,  to  our  oppo- 
nent Great  Britain.  Therein  lies  the  expla- 
nation of  the  whole  thing.  American  mer- 
chants have  succeeded  in  establishing  the  re- 


putation abroad  of  being  tricky,  unreliable, 
unstable,  and  generally  a  dangerous  class  of 
people  to  have  anything  to  do  with.  "We 
may  deny  it,  we  may  quarrel  with  the  facts, 
we  may  dispute  with  the  shadow,  but  the 
truth  still  remains;  and  the  truth  is  that  com- 
mercial dishonesty  is  ruining  us  at  home  and 
abroad,  is  sapping  the  foundations  upon 
which  our  social  and  national  structure  is 
built. 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 
THE  LATEST  QUESTION'. 

And  it  came  to  pass  that  in  these  days 
there  were  many  heresies  abroad  in  the  land, 
and  the  spirit  of  levity  was  rife.  And  be- 
hold the  chief  priests  and  elders  consulted 
together  that  the  same  might  be  put  down. 
Verily,  said  they  one  to  another,  the  people 
do  go  out  to  the  festive  picnic  and  laugh  and 
dance  and  be  merry.  The  small  boy  doth 
eat  of  the  succulent  candy,  and  the  big  boy 
doth  whistle  and  kiss  his  sweetheart,  on  the 
sabbath;  all  of  which  is  sacrilegious.  Now 
it  so  happeneth  that  the  wise  men  and  sages 
of  the  country  are  about  assembling  in  coun- 
cil; therefore  will  we  go  unto  them  and  state 
these  matters  with  all  due  decorum  and  gra- 
vity in  order  that  they  may  be  well  advised 
thereof.  "We  will  show  unto  them  that  the 
country  is  going  headlong  to  the  dev —  that 
is  to  grass  (where  the  picnic  is  held);  thatwe 
are  being  undone,  our  pews  empty — likewise 
our  pockets;  that  it  doth  greviously  afflict  our 
minds  and  maketh  our  hearts  sore  to  that  our 
fellow  men,  who  toil  for  six  days  out  of 
seven,  do  on  the  seventh  go  out  to  enjoy  the 
fresh  air,  the  blooming  flowers,  the  waving 
trees,  and  the  other  beauties  of  nature. 
Therefore  will  we  pray  and  beseech  of  them 
to  enact  and  ordain  that  the  sabbath  shall  be 
ours  to  do  therewith  that  which  suits  our 
sweet  pleasure.  That  no  man,  woman,  or 
child  shall  laugh  thereon  upon  penalty  of  in- 
stant death;  neither  shall  any  one  be  per- 
mitted to  smile,  for  the  same  indicateth  an 
unregenerated  mind.  That  the  sabbath  shall 
be  adjudged  a  day  of  rest,  and  any  man  who 
doth  not,  thereon,  assume  a  bilious  look  and 
turn  up  the  whites  of  his  eyes  shall  be  pro- 
nounced a  public  enemy  and  straightway  be 
beheaded.  That  every  small  body  who  let- 
teth  his  mind  run  towards  his  top  or  his  mar- 
bles for  the  sixteenth  part  of  a  second  upon 
that  day  shall  be  hung  up  by  the  thumbs  un- 
til he  can  repeat  the  first  chapter  of  Genesis 
backwards.  That  every  little  girl  who  shall 
look  with  longing  towards  her  doll  baby  on 
the  first  day  of  the  week  shall  be  walked 
round  the  room  on  her  ear,  because  such  ac- 
tion on  her  part  is  calculated  to  undermine 
public  morals.  But  that  it  shall  be  ordained 
lawful  and  right  and  proper  for  the  bald- 
heads  to  sleep  in  church,  and  to  attend  the 
lively  can  can  (during  the  week)  for  the  same 
are  good  contributors  towards  the  mainten- 
ance of  their  minister.  And  all  these  things 
having  been  settled  and  put  in  order,  behxLcl 
the  chief  priests  and  elders  laughed  and  were 
exceeding  comforted,  and  shook  hands  one 
with  another.  Verily,  said  they,  the  day  of 
retribution  is  come  at  last;  our  pews  shall  be 
full  and  our  collection  bags  plethoric.     Of  a 


truth  we  shall  again  live  on  the  fat  of  the 
land,  and  the  spring  chicken  shall  no  longer 
be  a  stranger  from  our  table.  And,  lo,  each 
one  of  those  devout  men  went  to  his  home 
and  undertook  to  sleep  with  an  easy  con- 
science, as  though  they  had  not  been  putting 
up  a  job  on  the  liberties  of  their  fellow-citi- 
zens, but  the  avenging  flea  and  mosquito 
came  in  the  night  and  their  punishment  was 
great. 


f  See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
EVERLASTING    FRIENDSHIP. 

There  are  various  kinds  of  friendship. 
There  is  the  friendship  subsisting  between 
two  girls  just  budding  into  the  border  land 
of  womanhood,  a  friendship  which  leads  to 
confidence's  regarding  the  sacred  secrets  of 
love,  and  to  eventual  and  implacable  enmity. 
There  is  the  friendship  subsisting  between 
two  matrons  which  leads  to  much  lip-music 
about  baby,  and  tomato  sauce,  and  that 
hateful  Mrs.  Smith.  There  is  the  friendship 
subsisting  between  juvenile  males  which 
leads  to  much  associating  and  many  quarrels. 
There  is  a  friendship  subsisting  between  two 
incipient  men  which  endures  not  when  a 
question  arises  as  to  who  has  the  largest 
number  of  hairs  on  the  upper  lip,  or  who  has 
been  most  successful  in  mashing  the  dear 
girls.  There  is  the  friendship  subsisting  be- 
tween two  bull  dogs  when  they  meet  for  the 
first  time,  There  is  the  friendship  subsist- 
ing between  the  "Uncle"  and  his  nephew 
(client).  There  is  the  friendship  subsisting 
between  the  boarding-house  keeper  and  her 
boarders.  There  is  the  friendship  subsisting 
between  the  shepherd  and  the  female  mem- 
bers of  his  flock.  And  finally  there  is  the 
friendship  subsisting  between  nations,  which 
will  be  found  graphically  depicted  on  our 
first  page.  Each  and  every  one  of  these 
differs  from  the  other.  There  is  one  glory 
of  the  moon,  another  of  the  sun,  and  another 
of  the  daughter. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration.] 
AROUND  THE  MECHANICS'  PAVILION. 

While  the  billows  of  Communism  are  rock- 
ing men's  souls  in  unrest  as  old  Neptune's 
briny  billows  rock  the  luscious  oyster;  while 
the  pious  churchman  may  have  his  peaceful 
slumbers  disturbed  by  dreams  of  a  self- 
named  clerical  "tough" — and  the  s(o)norous 
breathing  of  his  partner;  while  the  gentle 
sand-ladened  zephyrs  from  the  hills  behind 
the  city  may  render  pedestrianism  irksome; 
while  things  generally  may  be  in  an  up-side 
down  condition,  there  is  still  one  consola- 
tion left  to  the  preturbed  citizen.  He  may 
retire  to  the  "Pavilion"  and  study  life.  If 
he  be  young  and  good  looking,  he  may  make 
"a  mash."  If  he  be  old  and  ugly,  he  may 
form  an  object  for  observation.  If  he  be  in- 
terested in  the  sciences,  the  arts,  or  the 
pockets  he  will  find  them  all  there.  He  will 
revel  in  pleasure,  he  will  flounder  amongst 
knowledge,  he  will  roll  amongst  beauty,  and 
if  he  dies,  he  will  be  carried  up  to — the  ce- 
metery. 


Subscribe  for  the  "Wasp,  %\.  a  year.   Thirty- 
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Can  you  pare  a  pear  with  a  pair  of  scissors? 

Iced  tea  should  not  be  boiled  in  hot  water. 

Alcohol  is  made  of  beets,  and  beats  are 
made  by  alcohol. 

At  this  season  of  the  year  watermelons 
should  be  boiled. 

Baked  watermelon  is  unwholesome  at  this 
season  of  the  year. 

Prisoners  are  not  permitted  to  sing  in  Sing 
Sing  which  seems  to  be  an  anamoly. 

What  is  the  difference  between  a  man  with 
a  glass  eye  and  one  with  an  eye-glass. 

No  matter  how  mad  a  man  gets  he  can 
never  bite  his  own  ear,  though  he  may  ehew 
his  lip. 

"Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown," 
but  easy  lies  the  mouth  of  an  Investigation 
Committee's  witness. 

"Whome  so  the  gods  love  die  young,"  then 
the  gods  don't  love  the  editor's  pants  for 
they  don't  dye  until  they  are  old. 

Mademoiselle  I  love  you  well, 
Pray  let  rue  kiss  your  toe  ? 
Oh,  no,  my  dear,  my  lips  are  near, 
You  need  not  stoop  so  low. 

Louisiana  planters  are  raising  Egyptian 
cottoD. — Ex.  With  a  view,  it  is  presumed, 
of  supplying  themselves  with  the  "flesh- 
pots." 

"Fall  overcoats"  is  what  the  tailors  adver- 
tise; but,  when  the  price  is  examined,  they 
don't  seem  to  have  fallen  far  enough  to  hurt 
themselves  much. 

"Henpecked  husbands,"  says  the  Breakfast 
Tabic,  "are  invariably  men  with  hairless 
lips."  How  about  the  women  with  lips  that 
are  not  hairless  ?    What  are  they  ? 

Benjamin  West  says  a  kiss  from  his  mother 
made  him  a  painter.  It  the  old  woman  had 
kept  on  osculating  him  for  an  hour  or  so  she 
might  have  made  him  a  paragrapher. 

A  man  in  the  wilderness  asked  of  me, 
How  many  strawberries  grew  in  the  sea? 
I  answered,  as  well  as  I  could, 
As  many  red  herrings  as  grew  in  the  wood. 

There  is  no  sadness  equal  to  that  of  the 
man  who  has  been  disappointed  in  love,  un- 
less it  be  that  of  the  man  who  has  sat  down 
on  a  newly  painted  door-step  in  his  Sunday 
go-to-meeting  pantaloons. 

If  the  420,000,000  mummies  deposited  in 
the  pits  of  Egypt  were  to  kick  up  as  much 
row — in  proportion — as  a  few  green   apples 


deposited  in  the  pit  of  a  boy's  stomach  do, 
Egypt  would  be  an  unpleasant  place  to  live 
in. 

Mrs.  McGurk  denies  the  statement  that 
"there  is  nothing  new  under  the  sun."  She 
says  that  the  man  or  woman  who  is  rash 
enough  to  say  that  her  brocade  isn't  new  is 
a — a — a — Jim  Anderson.  But,  after  all,  per- 
haps it's  not  "under  the  sun." 

The  Detroit  Free  Press  insinuates  that  a 
woman  can't  keep  a  hotel.  The  accuracy  of 
the  insinuation  may  be  put  on  a  level  with 
the  statement  that  a  woman  can't  keep  a  se- 
cret. Almost  every  woman  knows  her  age 
but  who  has  ever  known  one  to  divulge  the 
secret  1 

■'Do  they  ever  think  of  me,"  sang  a  ycmg 
man  on  Van  Ness  Avenue,  the  other  night. 
They  do.  The  boarding-house  mistress  thinks 
of  him — and  the  tree  weeks  bill  he  owes  her. 
The  washerwoman  thinks  of  him — and  the 
amount  he  owes  her  for  cleansing  those  big 
collars. 

The  Norrislown  Herald  recently  printed  a 
recipe  for  making  "puffs."  Next  day  every 
one  of  the  fifty  thousand  subscribers  and  ad- 
vertisers who  support  that  journal  called 
around  to  say  that  they  thought  they  were 
entitled  to  one  of  "them  things."  In  future 
that  editor  will  be  more  careful. 

"A  great  decrease  in  the  solo  energy,"  ob- 
serves Prof.  Draper.  It  may  have  been  a 
typographical  error;  but,  If  he  really  meant 
it,  he  has  only  to  listen  to  Miss  Sallie  Squal- 
ler  entertaing  a  few  of  her  friends  with  a  se- 
lection or  two  from  "The  Grand  Duchess" 
in  Z  minor,  to  be  converted. 

A  man  read  in  a  New  York  journal  that 
"woodcock  can  be  shot  after  August  1st." 
He  bought  out  an  arsenal  of  guns  and  amu- 
nition  and  waited  patiently  for  the  day  to 
arrive.  When  he  came  home  in  the  evening 
he  was  wearied,  and  there  was  a  look  of 
doubt  upon  his  face.  He  seems  to  think 
that  papers  are  not  so  reliable  in  their  state- 
ments as  they  might  be. 

A  young  Oil  Citizen  calls  his  sweetheart 
Revenge,  because  she  is  sweet. — Oil  City  Der- 
rick. And  a  young  married  man  on  South 
Hill  calls  his  mother-in-law  Delay,  because 
she  is  dangerous. — Hawkey e.  And  a  South 
End  man  calls  his  wife  Fact,  because  she  is 
a  stubborn  thing.—  Boston  Globe.  And  a 
fourth  wife  of  a  district  attorney  calls  him 
Necessity,  because  he  knows  no  law. — New 
Orleans  Times.  And  a  Syracuse  man  calls 
his  wife  Sloggard,  because  she  gets  mad  and 
goes  to  her  aunt  every  time  he  stays  out  to 
the  lodge — Syracuse  Times.  A  Yonkers  man 
calls  his  wife  Frailty,  because  Shakespeare 
says,  "Frailty,  thy  name  is  woman." — Yon- 
kers Gazette.  And  a  New  York  insurance 
agent  calls  his  wife  Honesty,  because  it's  the 
best  policy. — Ar.  Y.  Herald.  And  a  Norris- 
town  man  calls  his  wife  Mary  Jane,  because 
that  is  her  name. — Norr.  Herald.  And  a  De- 
troit man  calls  his  wife  Darling,  because  that 
isn't  her  name.  She's  a  regular  vixen. — De- 
troit Free  Press.  And  a  San  Francisco  man 
calls  his  wife  Puss,  because  she  is  a  good  one 
to  scratch  and  make  the  hair  fly. 


Q^Literary  Review.  § 


Reminiscences  of  a  Hero. — This  is  a  book 
from  the  pen  of  a  very  facile  writer.  It  is  in 
the  nature  of  a  biography.  As  a  literary 
work  we  have  very  serious  exceptions  to  take 
to  it.  In  the  first  place  we  don't  think  it's 
truthful  or  reliable.  That  passage  is  very 
elegant  which  reads  thus:  "He  clambered  up 
the  steep  dark  mountain  side;  with  steps  that 
were  firm,  patient,  and  ever  daring,  he  scaled 
it's  most  rugged  crag;  while  it  was  yet  morn- 
ing he  gained  its  topmost  peak,  and  from 
that  point  of  vantage  he  gazed  on  the  road 
he  was  to  follow.  It  lead  through  a  beauti- 
ful valley  and  was  lined  with  resting  places 
where  the  lucious  peanut  could  be  chewed 
with  calm  reflection.  But  such  a  life  was 
not  for  him.  His  nature  called  for  the  ex- 
citements which  attend  stemming  the  moun- 
tain torrent,  coppering  on  the  ace,  or  work- 
ing a  point  in  Ophir.  So  he  scattered  his 
wealth  around  where  it  would  do  most  good 
(amongst  newspaper  editors)  reserving 
enough  only  to  buy  a  horse  and  wagon  and 
a  load  of  oranges."  It  is,  we  admit,  very 
elegant  but  it  isn't  a  reminiscence.  It's  fic- 
tion, it's  romance,  it's  taffey. 

Popular  Science  No.  2. — The  second  vol- 
ume of  this  very  excellent  series  has  reached 
us.  If  anything,  it  is  an  improvement  on 
the  first.  The  particular  branch  of  science 
to  which  it  is  devoted  is  that  of  making  mo- 
ney. We  have  a  dim  impression  on  our 
minds  that  this  is  a  science  which  does  not 
require  much  popularizing,  but  the  pub- 
lishers of  this  series  seem  to  have  thought 
differently  and  we  do  not  feel  disposed  to 
dispute  the  matter  with  them.  The  author 
starts  out  with  the  solemn  assertion  that 
"any  miser  can  keep  money  but  that  it  takes 
a  man  of  talent  to  make  it."  He  proceeds  to 
show  the  way  in  which  it  which  it  can  be 
made — on  scientific  principles.  A  crow-bar, 
a  "jimmy,"  and  a  set  of  skeleton  keys,  are 
shown  to  be  the  appliancess  of  a  ruder  age, 
while  the  advantages  of  the  forger's  pen,  and 
the  Savings  Bank  president's  chair,  are  am- 
plified upon.  This  is  an  interesting  book 
and  will  be  read  with  avidity  by  the  denizens 
of  the  lower  end  of  Pine  street. 

The  Golden  Rule. — We  take  up  this  work 
under  the  impression  that  it  is  a  "good 
book"  which  will  do  to  while  away  an  hour 
or  two  on  a  Sabbath  afternoon,  after  the  new 
constitution,  under  clerical  supervision,  ren- 
ders it  a  penal  offense  to  take  a  walk.  We 
find,  however,  that  we  have  been  deceiving 
ourselves.  We  find  that  it  is  a  bad  book,  a 
book  full  of  heresies  and  abominations.  A 
book  which  openly  and  deliberately  avows 
that  it  is  right  and  justifiable  for  a  man,  if  he 
sees  the  pastor  kissing  his  wife,  to  be  reven- 
ged by  kissing  the  pastor's  wife. 
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[Ilejjrinted  from  the  Norrlstown  Herrald.~\ 

AGATHA. 


SHE  was  a  mere  child  when  Ralph  Ayre 
first  saw  her  in  the  weedy  garden  of  that  lonely 
old  country  house  with  her  wrinkled  blear-eyed 
nurse.  He  paused  suddenly,  and  coming-close  to 
the  fence  held  out  to  her  two  great  ripe  peaches. 

"Say  thank  you,"  prompted  the  old  nurse,  drop- 
ping a  curtsey  to  the  rich  master  of  Ayre. 

The  child  stood  silent,  clutching  the  peaches  and 
looking  at  him  from  under  her  bent  brows. 

"Thank  the  gentleman,  Miss  Agatha,"  commanded 
the  nurse,  shaking  her,  by  way  of  emphasis. 
Still  no  thanks. 

"Mademoiselle  will  loose  her  play-hour  if  she 
doesn't  say  'thank  you'  directly." 

Not  a  sigh  of  relenting.  The  wrinkled  crone  made 
her  second  curtsey  to  the  gentleman,  and  poor  little 
Miss  Agatha  was  marched  off  from  the  garden  without 
further  ado. 

Ralph  Ayre  resumed  Ms  walk,  shrugging  his 
shoulders  with  a  low  laugh.  He  wondered  greatly  if 
the  little  culprit  was  not  glad  to  forego  an  hour 
among  the  weeds  and  nettles  of  the  neglected  place, 
where  bird  and  butterfly  never  seemed  to  come.  His 
gardner  stood  trailing  up  a  vine,  heavy  with  scarlet 
flowers  near  by. 

"Johnson,"    he  said,  "do  you  know   anything  of 
that  new  family  at  the  hall  ?" 
"A  very  little,  sir." 
"Who  are  they?" 
"A  sick  lady  and  a  child." 
"The  name?" 
"Stanford." 

"Do  they  remain  long  ?" 
"The  sick  lady  has  bought  the  place,  sir." 
Ralph  Avre  went  on  his  way  again.  The  Hall  had 
been  tennantless  for  a  long  time  before  there  coming 
he  had  a  natural  curiosity  to  know  who  his  neighbor 
might  be,  and  that  child  was  certainly  a  very  odd 
little  thing--that  was  all. 

A  pelting  rain  came  up  at  twilight.  The  crimson 
sunset  gleamed  through  it  fiercely,  then  died  out  be- 
hind the  dark,  watery,  clouds.  In  the  west  wing  of 
the  Hall  a  single  lamp  glimmered  through  the  case- 
ment. 

The  Ayre  library  faced  that  west  wing.  Some  one 
sat  at  the  grand  piano  there  playing  snatches  of  wild 
mystical  German  melodies.     It  was  Ralph  Ayre. 

Presently,  something  clambered  upon  the  piazza, 
and  ran  along  it,  with  sly  feet,  to  the  window,  where 
it  crouched  down  in  the  rain. 

Ayre  played  on — an  hour  or  more.  Every  rose  on 
the  sill  trembled  with  rapture.  There  was  no  cessa- 
tion in  the  wierd,  wonderful  sweetness  of  the  music, 
till  the  last  sweep  crossed  the  polished  keys. 

"Pshaw!"  he  said  rising  from  the  music-stool,  and 
actually  yawning. 

The  something  at  the  window  looked  in,  white 
and  immovable.  It  caught  his  astonished  eyes  at 
once.  He  went  up  to  it.  It  was  a  small,  white  face, 
pressed  close  to  the  pane,  with  a  Quaker  bonnet 
pushed  back  on  loose,  light .  hair,  and  two  great, 
black  eyes  staring  at  him  with  the  most  profound 
admiration  and  awe. 

Ralph  Ayre  recognized  the  black  eyes.  He  raised 
the  window,  and  held  it  up. 

"Come  in!"  he  commanded,  dryly. 
Miss  Agatha  stopped  through,  looking  very  sober, 
but  in  no  way  discomfited.  The  was  a  pretty  child, 
with  those  wonderful  eyes,  and  a  peculiar  blackness 
of  eye-lash  and  pureness  of  skin,  and  her  figure  was 
exquisitely  petite,  though  she  was  eleven  or  twelve 
years  old,  certainly. 

"What  in  the  world  are  you  doing  here  ?"  he  be- 
gan. 

"I  never  heard  anybody  sing  like  you,"  she  said. 
"I  had  to  get  up  and  come  when  nurse  Bernard  went 
away,  and  I  dressed  myself." 

He  did  not  doubt  it — her  clothes  looked  literally 
flung  upon  her. 

"Give  me  your  hand!"  he  said  imperiously. 
They  stepped   out  upon  the   piazza.     It  was  quite 
dark  and   still  raining,     He  dropped  the  little  hand 
there,  and  lifted  her  in  his  arms. 
"I  shall  carry  you.     Now  be  quiet." 
She  clung  to 'him  as  he  lifted  her  up. 
"Don't  you  let  me  fall,  please,"   said  the  little 
voice. 

His  arms  enclosed  hers,  strong  as  iron.  He  crossed 
the  grounds  with  long  strides,  leaped  the  fence  at  a 
bound,  and  went  through  the  weedy  old  garden  of 
the  Hall. 

"Nurse  Bernard  will  whip  you  for  this,  Miss 
Agatha." 

Her  little  head  lay  on  his  shoulder. 
"Oh,  no,  mamma  won't  let  her,"  sleepily. 
He  sat  her  down  on  the  broad   stone  step.     Nurse 
Bernard  opened  the  door. 


3Ion  Dieu!"  she  cried  out. 

I  advise  you  to  put  this  child  to  bed,"  said  Ralph, 
dryly. 

A  soft  voice  called  to  the  nurse  from  the  inner 
room. 

"Will  monsieur  come  in?"  said  nurse  Bernard. 
Agatha  writhed  out  of  her  clutch. 
"Come  in  and  see  my  mamma — my  pretty  mamma! 
Oh,  come  in — she  wants  you?"  cried  Agatha. 

She  tried  to  draw  him  in.  He  stepped  into  the 
wide,  dark  hall,  almost  mechanically.  Nurse  Bernard 
led  the  way  into  that  inner  room.  A  low  couch  was 
drawn  up  to  the  fire — Mrs.  Stanford's. 

Ralph  Ayre  was  ill   prepared   for  the    scene.     He 
clutched  at  his  mantle,  looking  at  Mrs.  Stanford,  as 
if  she  had  been  a  specter  from  the  dead.     She  raised 
herself  up. 
"Ralph!" 
"Agatha!" 

He  took  the  hand  she  held  out  to  him. 
"I  knew  that  it  was  you,"  she  said,  in  a  voice  un- 
speakably sad. 

"And  I " 

"You  did  not  dream  of  another  meeting  on  earth!" 
He  sat  down.     The  child   on  the  floor  looking  at 
him  with  dark,  wide-opened  eyes.     They  were  silent 
for  a  long  time. 

She  turned  at  last  among  the  soft  cushions,  a  red 
hectic  coming  out  like  a  blossom  of  fire,  on  her  beau- 
tiful cheek. 

"Ralph,  how  many  years  is  it  since  you  and  I 
parted  ?" 

His  face  was  grave  and  sad,  but  he  had  thrust  one 
hand  in   his  vest,  and   a  drop  of   blood    stained   the 
white  palm  where  the  nails  had  pierced  it. 
"Thirteen,  I  think." 

"And  in  all  that  time  have  you  learned  to  forgive  a 
woman's  falsity  ?" 

"Long  ago,"  said  he,  calmly. 
"And  you  have  married,  Ralph  ?" 
"No — I  shall  never  marry!" 

Her  hand  shaded  her  face  a  moment;  then  she 
cried  out  with  a  sharp  pain  in  her  voice. 

"Do  you  see  that  I  am  dying  ?  I  think  I  have 
hungered  more  for  your  forgiveness  than  for  life  it- 
self." 

"It  was  a  mistake — that  is  all,"  he  answered; 
"fifty  years  hence  it  will  not  matter." 

She  pushed  back  her   heavy,  shining  hair,  with  a 
wild,  despairing  gesture. 
"You  are  happy  ?"  # 
"Yes,"  gravely. 

"Thank  God  for  that,  at  least." 
She  fell  back  among  the  cushions — the  woman 
that  Ralph  Ayre  had  once  loved  so  madly — and  that 
child  sat  watching  them,  so  still  and  motionless  that 
neither  remembered  she  was  there.  It  was  her  first 
lesson  in  life — a  dark  and  dreary  lesson. 

Ralph  broke  the  painful  stillness  at  last  by  rising 
to  go.  The  pale  lady  held  out  her  hand  with  piteous 
imploring  eyes. 

"There  will  be  an  hour  when  I   shall   ask  you  to 
come  to  me  again,  Ralph." 
"I  will  come." 
She  dropped  his  hand. 
"Then  good  night." 

He  opened  the  door  and  went  out  hurriedly. 
She  had  been  the  only  love  of  his  life.  How  the 
past  years  came  back!  How  utterly  he  had  loved  her 
how  false  she  had  been  to  him!  Well,  it  did  not  mat- 
ter now — he  went  on  and  on,  through  the  rain,  and 
all  the  reproach  went  out  of  his  heart,  and  some  of 
the  old  love  turned  to  pity  and  came  in. 

After  that  the  days  past  swiftly,  deepening  toward 
Autumn.  Ralph  sat  in  his  sumptuous  home,  and 
looked  off  to  the  shadowy  blue  mountain  in  the  dis- 
tance, and  waited  for  his  summons. 

It  came  one  night  in  early  October.  He  crossed  the 
garden  once  more,  and  entered  that  still  room  in  the 
west  wing. 

She  lay  on  the  same  low  couch  by  the  fire,  propped 
■up  by  pillows,  the  large  eyes  wild  and  glassy,  the 
beautiful  brow  damp  with  its  death-dew.  He  knelt 
down  beside  her. 

"My  little  Agatha,  Ralph— I  leave  her  all  alone." 
And   Ralph  Ayre  took  the   thin,  white   hand   and 
answered: 

"No,  not  all  alone!" 
Her  lips  moved  eagerly. 

"Oh,  for  the  sake  of   the  old,  dead  years,  will  you 
take  her — will  you  care  for  her  ?" 
"As  God  hears  me  yes,  Agatha!* 
•'For  the  sake  of  the  old.  dead  years,  Ralph?" 
She   fell  back,  closing  a  smile  up  in  the  sad,  dark 
eyes.     A  little  current  of  blood  bubbled  through  the 
the  white  lips — she  had  gone  with  the  echoes  of   his 
name. 

So  the  old  hall   among  the   poplars  was  sold,  and 
that  was  how  little  Agatha  Stanford  came  to  find   a 
home  with  the  grave  master  of  Ayre. 
And  so  sis  years  went  by. 


"My  dear  uncle!" 

The  tall,  grave   gentleman,  pacing  back  and  forth 
across  the  library  floor,  paused  quietly,  and  said: 
"Well?" 


"Is  Miss  Stanford  to  arrive  in  the  next  train  ?" 
"Yes." 

"Then  I  beg  to  inform  you  that  it  is  due  in  fifteen 
minutes." 

"I  have  sent  Robert  for  the  horses,"  said  Mr. 
Ayre. 

Barclay  Ayre,  nephew  and  heir  presumptive  of  the 
speaker,  and  as  handsome  a  young  lawyer  as  'le  beau 
monde'  could  boast,  laid  down  his  paper  and  cigar 
languidly. 

"Country  life  is  a  bore;  I  am  glad  she  is  coming — 
it  will  help  to  save  us  from  complete  stagnation." 

"Mr.  Ayre  drew  on  his  gloves — his  grave  eyes 
opened  a  little. 

"Do  you  know  Miss  Stanford  ?" 
"A  trifle." 

"How  do  you  know  her  ?" 

"I  saw  her  at  New  York  with  the  Altfords — she 
spent  a  vacation  with  them." 

Mr.  Barclay  Ayre  stretched  his  handsome  length 
across  the  velvet  sofa. 
"Well?"  said  Mr.  Ayre. 

"She  is  handsome  as  a  houri — the  handsomest 
woman  I  ever  saw,  and  in  the  matter  of  accomplish- 
ments, cannot  be  surpassed." 

"Ah  ?"  dryly. 
Barclay  lay  back  among  the  sofa  pillows,  and  looked 
up  at  the  ceiling. 

"Poor  Jack  Clifford  turned  Zouave,  because  she 
frowned  on  him  at  the  Alfords.  'Pon  my  soul,  good 
looking  young  ladies,  one  and  all,  seem  to  be  the 
natural  enemied  of  the  peace  of  mankind." 

Mr.  Ayre  went  out  quietly,  and  taking  the  reins 
from  Robert,  leaped  into  his  buggy  and  drove  away 
to  the  station. 

A  slender  figure   in  a  gray   traveling  dress   came 
across  the  platform.     She  raised  her  veil — two  large 
eyes  scanned   him  one  moment  from   head  to  foot; 
then  a  little  gloved  hand  was  held  out  to  him. 
"Mr.  Ayre?" 
"Agatha  ?" 

Nothing  more.  He  took  the  little  hand  quietly, 
and  assisting  her  into  the  buggy,  gathered  up  the 
reins,  and  dashed  rapidly  off  down  the  village 
street. 

Madge  Lyon,  a  pretty  little  blonde,  with  blue  eyes 
and  pale  golden  hair,  came  ruuning  down  the  stair- 
case with  a  rustle  of  pink  silk  and  a  clatter  of  high- 
heeled,  French  slippers,  and  met  Miss  Stanford  in 
the  hall  with  a  rapturous,  school-girl  embrace. 

"0,  darling!  I've  so  much  to  tell   you — O,  O " 

Barclay  Ayre's  handsome,  envious  face  interposed. 
He  took  Miss  Stanford's  hand,  looking  down  into  her 
face  with  great,  sparkling,  blue  eyes. 

"Welcome  to  Ayre — a  thousand  times  welcome  !" 
"And  did  you  leave  New  York  to  say  that  to  me?" 
wickedly. 

"That  and  more." 
"How  very  good  of  you!" 
He  flushed. 

"I  left  New  York  because    after/ you   were   gone 
there  could  possibly  be  no  attraction  for  one  there." 
Her  black,  dangerous  eyes  laughed  at  him. 
"Unfortunate  Gotham!" 
"Agatha!" 

She  would  hear  no  more.  Ralph  Ayre  was  coming 
up  the  steps  behind  her,  and  Agatha  ran  up  the  broad 
staircase  with  Madge  Lyon,  and  was  seen  no  more 
till  tea  time. 

An  hour  or  two  later,  when  she  sat  on  the  broad 
piazza  amid  the  roses  and  the  summer  moonlight, 
with  Madge  leaning  over  her  chair,  and  handsome, 
dashing  Sydney  Faxon  singing  with  her  an  old  Scotch 
melody,  Barclay  pushed  forward  a  Turkish  cushion 
from  the  bamboo  settee  under  the  vines,  and  sat 
down  at  her  feet.  Her  voice  was  not  powerful,  it  was 
only  sweet  and  clear. 

"Made  for  one  fireside  and  one  ear  only,"  Barclay 
said  to  himself. 

She  looked  like  a  spirit  in  the  moonlight.  Rose 
Faxon,  a  stylish  brunette,  who  was  fondling  a  King 
Charles  spaniel  in  the  window,  threw  a  white  rose 
into  her  lap. 

"Don't  fly  away,  ma  beUe!" 
Agatha  laughed. 

"Fly  away  from  all  the  riding,  rowing  and  bowling 
that  Madge  has  prepared  for  to-morrow  ?     O,  no!" 
And  Barclay  Ayre  whispered  over  the  white  hand: 
"And  from  the  hearts  at  your  mercy,  Agatha." 
Did  she  understand?     Rising  carelessly,  she   took 
Sydney  Faxon's  arm,  and  went  sauntering  down  the 
graveled  walk,  with  the  moonlight  striking  in   flecks 
on  her  soft  bronze  hair,  and  every  fold  of   her  dress 
shaking  out  perfume. 

The  ensuing  weeks  went  by  like  a  dream.  Country 
life  did  not  prove  to  be  so  much  of  a  bore  to  Barclay 
Ayre,  after  all.  Riding  with  Agatha  through  purple 
clover  lanes,  walking  with  her  up  the  slopes  of  the 
mountains,  reading  "Owen  Meredith"  at  her  feet  on 
hot  noons  in  the  dim  conservatory,  and  listening  to 
her  low  voice  among  the  vines  in  still,  moonlit  even- 
ings, were  rather  pleasant  than  otherwise.  Sydney 
Faxon  sulked,  then  made  fierce  love  to  Madge  Lyon, 
and  the  long  bright  days  sped  on,  and  Ralph  Ayre 
held  aloof  and  went  on  in  his  quiet,  sober  way, 
watching  them  quietly. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED     WASP. 


One  dreadful  July  duy,  the  news  of  a  bloody  and 
disastrous  defeat  thrilled  across  the  Northern  wires; 
the  first  battle  of  Manassas. 

"Jack  Clifford's  company  has  deluged   itself  with 
glory,"  cried  Sydney  Faxon,  who  hud  returned  form 
the  town  with  the  latest   papers;  "poor  Jack's  got  a 
shot  in  the  arm,  though." 
"And  Gus  Lyon  —  ." 

Barclay  paused  abruptly.  Poor  Madge!  it  was  her 
only  brother,  badly  wounded  and  not  expected  to 
survive.  A  sad  termination  to  so  many  days  of 
pleasure. 

She  must  start  for  New  York  that  very  night.  Syd- 
ney Faxon  would  accompany  her — they  had  been  be- 
throthed  a  week.  Agatha  stood,  pale  and  shivering, 
in  the  hall  door  looking  out  on  their  departure, 

"0  Mr.  Ayre,"  said  Madge  piteously,  "what  a 
dreary  night — it  is  raining  fast!" 

He  wrapped  his  great  blanket-shawl  quietly  about 
her.  His  grave,  strong  manliness  made  her  cling  to 
him  then,  in  spite  of  Sydney  Faxon.  He  lifted  her 
to  the  carriage.  A  gust  of  wind  swept  through  the 
rose-thickets,  a  peal  of  thunder  rattled  above  the 
mountain,  Ralph  Ayre  drew  Agatha  gently  into  the 
hall  as  the  carriage  rolled  away. 

One  quiet  afternoon,  just  succeeding  Madga's  de- 
parture, Agatha  sat  in  the  old  library,  leaning  back 
in  Mr.  Ayre's  easy  chair,  with  half  closed  eyes,  and 
her  white  hands  listlessly  crossed  in  her  lap.  The 
air  was  heavy  with  perfume — a  languid  slumberous 
heaviness,  and  not  a  breath  of  wind  stirred  the  scar- 
let creepers  over  the  window.  Rose  Faxon  lay  asleep 
in  her  own  room. 

Somebody  crept  suddenly  up  to  that  easy  chair, 
and  dropped  a  spray  of  jasmine  on  the  soft  bronze 
tresses  of  the  dreamer. 

11  Dolce  far  nieiiie!"  said  the  low,  mellow  voice  of 
Barclay. 

Her  white  lids  flashed  up. 

"Was  it  your   wraith  or  yourself,  sir,  that  I  saw 
riding  from  Ayre  not  half  an  hour  ago  ?" 
"It  was  myself." 
"You  returned  in  haste,"'  dryly. 
"Yes,  I  am  tired  of  by-play." 

The  white  fingers  closed  together  nervously.     And 
a  dash  of  scarlet  came  and  went  on  the  pearly  cheek. 
"There  is  uo  reason   why  we   should  not   under- 
stand each  other  now,  Agatha!" 
"Don't!"  she  said,  waruingly. 
He  started  up,  eager,  desperate. 
"I  must — I  will!" 

She  held  up  her  hand,  as  if  to  ward  his  word 
away. 

"Spare  me — spare  yourself!" 

He  caught  her  hand,  covering  it  with  his  passion- 
ate kiss. 

"One  word  of  hope,  Agatha!" 
"I  cannot.     You  know  it — you  must  have   known 
it  long  ago." 

She  pitied  him  so!  Her  eyes  filled  slowly  up  with 
tears. 

"But  I  thought  you  would  learn  to  love  me!" 
•'Never,  Barclay  !" 

Her  calm  voice  told  him  how  useless  it  was  to  mul- 
tiply words.  He  looked  hopelessly  into  that  pale, 
exquisite  face,  then  dropped  her  hand,  and  went, 
out  closing  the  door. 

She  drew  a  long,  deep  breath.  She  had  lived  in 
dread  of  this  for  weeks.  It  was  a  relief,  at  least,  to 
know  that  it  had  passed.  He  was  wise  enough  to 
spare  her  another  meeting.  Miss  Faxon  and  the 
housekeeper  sat  alone  at  the  tea-table  that  night,  and 
Rose  greeted  her  with  a  good-natured  laugh. 

"Two  forlorne  belles,  with  not  a  beau  left  to  quar- 
rel about — just  think  of  it!    I  shan't  live  a  week." 

"There's  Mr.  Ayre,  I'm  sure,"  said  the  house- 
keeper, pouring  Agatha's  tea,  "and  to  my  taste,  he's 
the  handsomest  man  of  them  all." 

"Angels  and  ministers  of  grace  defend  us!"  cried 
Rose,  "the  idea  of  calling  him  beau!  I  should  as 
soon  think  of  flirting  with  a  marble  statue." 

A  footstep  came  along  the  piazza  to  the  window. 
Agatha  looked  up. 

The  dusk  was  fast  gathering.  At  first,  phe  thought 
it  was  Barclay  returned,  but  a  second  glance  unde- 
ceived her.  Ralph  stood  there,  holding  back  the 
honeysuckles. 

"Shall  I  come  in  ?"  he  said. 

"If  you  haven't  been  eavesdropping,"  answered 
Rose. 

"Won't  you  scream  ?" 

He  stepped  through.  Rose  cried  out  shrilly.  The 
tall  figure  had  a  gleam  of  blue  and  gold  upon  it  from 
head  to  foot.  There  were  two  silver  eagles  fastened 
to  the  broad  shoulders. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Ayre,  what  have  you  done?"  cried 
Rose. 

He  was  deaf  to  her  voice  then.  Agatha  had  arisen, 
and  stood  beside  him,  dumb,  colorless — looking  at 
him  with  great,  dilated  eyes.  He  held  her  off  as  if 
not  daring  to  trust  himself.  One  of  those  quick  in- 
tuitive perceptions  that  come  to  all  of  us  sometimes 
in  our  changeful  lives,  made  Ralph  pause. 
"My  God,  Agatha!" 

He  caught  her  two  hands  in  his,  searching  her  face 
one  moment. 


"It  is  true!"  he  cried,  passionately,  "speak  to  me, 
tell  me  you  love  me  !" 

In  the  very  face  and  eyes  of  Rose  and  the  house- 
keeper, figuratively  speaking,  though  both  were  sob- 
bing behind  their  handkerchiefs,  Agatha Taised  her 
white  arms  and  twined  them  round  her  guardian's 
neck.     Sheu  she  answered. 

"More  than  all  the  world  beside!" 

.The  beautiful  head  sank  quickly  on  his  heart. 
And  in  that  one  moment,  as  he  held  her  there  in  all 
her  youth  and  beauty,  Ralph  Ayre  stood  repaid  for 
the  losses  of  his  life. 

|  THE  END.  I 


lieve,  however,  that  mutton  chops  grow   be- 
hind a  sheep's  ear. 

St.  John. — Wants  to  know  what  benefits 
will  accrue  to  science  if  the  North  Pole  is 
discovered  by  J.  G.  Bennett.  None  that  we 
know  of.  If  J  G.  B.  finds  the  North  Pole, 
he  will,  we  presume,  bring  it  home  and  stick 
it  up  on  the  Herald  building  for  a  flag   staff. 

South  Point. — Wants  to  know  which,  in 
receiving  company,  should  enter  the  room 
first,  the  receiver  or  the  received  ?  We  will 
say  to  this  correspondent  that  circumstances 
alter  cases.  If  the  company  consisted  of  a 
party  of  stock  brokers,  it  would  be  imma- 
terial who  entered  the  room  first;  but,  if  the 
room  contained  any  portable  property  of  a 
valuable  nature,  it  would  be  advisable  to 
have  them  leave  it  first. 


E3P"No  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  cle  phtme,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Linden. — Wants  to  know:  "From  whence 
came  the  gold  and  silver  spoken  of  in  the 
Bible?"  From  the  Comstocks,  of  course. 
Ask  something  harder. 

Jackson. — Yes,  sir.  A  man  may  be  a  loyal 
Democrat  and  yet  eat  mush  and  milk  for 
breakfast  every  morning,  but  no  honest  Re- 
publican can  eat  black  pudding. 

Liberty, — If  a  married  lady  loses  her  purse 
while  out  shopping  the  consequences  are — a 
breezy  time  when  she  gets  home;  but,  if  a 
cow  loses  her  cud,  the  consequences  are  more 
serious. 

Shiloh. — We  cannot  undertake  to  explain 
fables,  consequently  we  cannot  say  whether 
Christ's  body,  during  his  forty  days  stay  on 
earth  after  the  resurrection,  was  spiritual  or 
natural. 

Cornfed. —  Sends  us  his  "best  respects." 
We  are  obliged  to  him,  but  we  would  rather 
have  something  more  useful — a  box  of 
peaches,  a  few  greenbacks,  or  anything  of 
that  sort. 

Oouolas. — There  are  several  ways  of  get- 
ting blown  up.  If  you  are  a  married  man, 
stay  out  until  the  "wee  sma"  hours  of  the 
morning,  and  if  you  don't  get  "blown  up" 
call  us  a  fool. 

Demopolis. — We  do  not  think  that  the 
Constitution  of  the  United  States  forbids  you 
occupying  the  position  of  Janitor  to  the 
Young  Men's  Christian  Association  for  three 
consecutive  terms. 

Charlotte. — Mary  Stewart  was  married 
three  times.  Some  people  seem  to  be  quite 
satisfied  with  one  matrimonial  adventure, 
while  others  go  through  the  mill  five  or  six 
times  and  seem  to  like  it. 

St.  Clair. — Inquires  what  part  of  the 
sheep  do  mutton  chops  grow  on.  We  are 
not  a  butcher  though  we  sometimes  inadver- 
tently do  violence  to  the  language.      We  be- 


A  Long  Journey. 

""We  sail  to-day."  said  the  Captain  gay, 
As  he  stepped  on  board  the  boat  that  lay 
So  high  and  dry.      'Come  now,  be  spry; 
We'll  land  at  Jerusalem  by  and  by!" 

Away  they  sailed,  and  each  craft  they  hailed; 
While  down  in  the  cabin  they  bailed  and  bailed; 
For  the  sea  was  ruff  and  they  had  to  luff 
And  tack,  till  the  Captain  cried  out  "Enough!" 

They  stopped  at  Peru,  this  jolly  orew, 
And  went  to  Paris  and  Timbuctoo; 
And  after  awhile  they  found  the  Nile, 
And  watched  the  sports  of  the  crocodile. 

They  called  on  the  Shah  and  the  mighty  Czar, 
And  on  all  the  crowned  heads  near  and  far; 
Shook  hands  with  the  Cid — they  really  did! 
And  lunched  on  top  of  the  pyramid! 

To  Africa's  strand  or  northern  land, 
They  steer  as  the  Captain  gives  command; 
And  fly  so  fast  that  the  slender  mast 
Goes  quivering,  shivering  in  the  blast! 

Then  on  to  the  ground  with  a  sudden  bound, 
Leaps  Jack — 'twas  a  mercy  he  wasn't  drowned! 
The  sail  is  furled,  the  anchor  hurled, 
"We've  been,  "cry  the  children,  '-around  theworld!" 

By  billows  tossed,  by  tempests  crossed, 
Yet  never  a  soul  on  board  was  lost] 
Though  the  boat  be  a  sieve,  I  do  not  grieve, 
They  sail  on  the  ocean  of  "Make-believe." 


Just  the  Same. 


Yesterda}1"  morning  a  man  whose  every 
look  proved  how  hungry  and  penniless  he 
was,  halted  before  an  eating  stand  at  the 
California  Market  to  let  his  mouth  water  for 
awhile.  The  woman  knew  his  worth  and  called 
out: 

"Come,  be  jogging  along  !  You  won't  get 
any  food  here  unless  3rou  have  the  cash." 

"My  dear  woman,"  he  confidentially  began 
as  he  drew  nearer,  "I  am  not  hungry;  I  just 
left  the  breakfast  table,  after  the  heartiest 
meal  I  ever  ate.  I  was  not  looking  at  your 
beautiful  meats,  your  lovely  cakes,  or  your 
rich  and  juicy  pies,  but  at  yourself." 

"What  are  you  looking  at  me  for?" 

"I  was  wondering,"  he  said,  "if  you  were 
any  relation  to  Lady  Clare,  of  England. 
You  have  the  same  brown  eyes,  same  beauti- 
ful hair — same  sweet  accent." 

"I  never  knew  her,"  replied  the  woman,  as 
her  face  began  to  clear  up. 

"Didn't,  eh?  Well,  I  never  saw  two  faces 
nearer  alike  in  their  sweet  expression.  I  wish 
I  had  your  portrait  painted  on  ivory — I  really 
wish  I  had." 

She  handed  him  half  a  pie  and  a  piece  of 
meat  and  as  he  sauntered  off  she  began  hunt- 
ing around  for  a  piece  of  broken  mirror. 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED    AY  ASP. 


The  Very  Freshest  American  Humor 

Daughter  of  the  regiment — Millie-Tary. 

The  Speaker  of  the  House — your  mother- 
in-law. 

Watch  the  crow.  His  feathers  are  always 
ruffled  just  before  a  storm. 

A  farmer  will  not  let  a  tramp  labor  for 
him;  but  he  will  let  a  rake  do  the  work. 

If  you  want  to  draw  a  man  out,  take  a 
sketch  of  him  while  he  is  walking  or  driving. 
— N.  Y.  News. 

Why  is  a  hole  in  the  roof  of  a  house  like  a 
frank,  outspoken  man  ?  Because  its  open 
and  above-bored? — Yonkers  Gazette. 

It  is  better  to  be  a  door-keeper  in  an  ice 
house  than  to  dwell  in  a  sanctum  with  the 
wicked  thermometer. — Rochester  Express. 

Now  is  the  time  that  the  <vife  hies  to  the 
sea  shore,  and  the  husband  remains  at  home 
to  look  after  the  hired  girl  and  things. — Rey- 
nolds Herald. 

In  an  unguarded  moment,  the  other  day, 
Mrs.  Jenks  admitted  that  she  dictated  the 
Junius  letters,  but  she  recovered  herself  be- 
fore saying  to  whom. — Hawkeye. 

There  is  one  thing  that  a  man  is  sole  pro- 
prietor of  in  his  own  house,  and  that  is  the 
solitary  peg  in  the  best  closet,  that  holds  his 
Sunday  clothes. — Whitehall  Times. 

The  proper  time  for  a  girl  to  many  is  after 
she  has  counted  up  her  cash  and  found  that 
she  can  support  herself  in  case  her  husband 
turns  politician. — Detroit  Free  Press. 

Napoleon  allowed  his  letters  to  remain  un- 
opened for  three  weeks.  Brave  soldier  he 
was,  yet  he  hadn't  the  courage  to  face  his 
tailor's  statement. — lumer's  Falls   Reporter. 

Tou  never  saw  a  Mormon  tramp.- — Ex. 
What's  the  reason  we  didn't  ?  There  are  a 
great  many  more-men  tramps  than  women 
tramps.     Thousands  more. — Phila.  Bulletin. 

It  appears  perfect  folly  for  a  man  to  waste 
powder  and  ball  shooting  5500  glass  balls  in 
500  minutes,  when  the  hostile  Indians  would 
form  larger  and  better  targets. — Phila.  Chro- 
nicle. 

That  son  of  a  reformer  who  edits  the  New 
Tor  Star  has  discovered  that  "the  nose  of 
the  average  reformer  is  not  red  from  the 
rays  of  the  sun,  but  rather  from  the  raise  of 
the  glass." 

A  man  may  make  ten  dollars  in  a  business 
transaction  without  going  crazy  with  joy, but 
this  can't  be  said  of  him  when  he  manages 
to  dodge  a  street  car  conductor  and  secure  a 
ride  gratis. 

The  physiological  fact  which  scientist  have 
never  yet  wrestled  with  is  why  the  husband 
of  a  red-headed  woman  stands  the  heat  of 
summer  so  much  better  than  other  men. — 
Newark  Call. 


They  pulled  the  boots  off  a  man  before 
they  buried  him,  in  Deadwood,  the  other 
day,  causing  the  local  paper  to  come  out  in 
a  severe  article  denouncing  "extravagance  at 
funerals." — Gin.  Sat.  Night. 

They  were  having  a  family  set-to  and  she 
asked  him  if  there  was  anything  in  the  past 
that  he  would  like  to  recall,  and  he  heart- 
lessly answered,  "Yes,  the  day  you  first  re- 
fused me." — Danbury  News. 

It  is  proposed  to  run  a  boat  out  to  sea  on 
Sunday  and  have  a  regular  church  service 
and  no  bar  on  board.  This,  we  think,  would 
never  succeed;  what  would  a  man  do  if  he 
should  be  taken  with  cramps  ? 

When  an  Indian  gets  hold  of  a  silver  dol- 
lar he  pounds  it  out  flat  until  it  gets  as  large 
around  as  the  bottom  of  a  tin  dipper.  Then 
he  suspends  it  from  his  neck  by  a  string  and 
feels  "heap  big  rich." — Chicago  Journal. 

"Show  me  to  a  room  that  has  no  phono- 
graph in  it,"  said  a  hotel  guest;  "the  last 
time  I  stopped  here  one  of  the  confounded 
machines  got  a  going  in  the  night  and  recited 
several  of  George  Francis  Train's  speeches. 
— Ex. 

Swell. — Pway,  my  dear,  can  yaw  inform 
me  why  they  call  those  cawidges  like  I  dwive 
in  Dog  Carts?  Young  Lady. — "I  don't 
know  I'm  sure,  Mr.  Brainless,  without  it's 
because  they  generally  carry  puppies." — St. 
John  Torch. 

The  Chicago  Journal  says  Joaquin  Miller 
went  crazy  because  he  could  find  only  one 
"rhyme  for  "Gladstone" — "madstone."  If 
he  hadn't  run  away  from  home  when  young 
he  might  have  remembered  dad's  tone. — N. 
Y.  Graphic. 

"Can  any  scholar  name  an  animal  of  the 
class  mamalia  which  eats  without  teeth  ?" 
Two  hands  are  raised.  The  little  owner  of 
one  answers,  "My  grandma."  And  the  other 
says,  "My  baby  brother."     Science  is  exact. 

Courier-Journal. 

An  article  is  going  the  rounds  of  the  press 
descanting  on  "Attachments  to  Newspapers." 
Our  observation  has  been  that  the  "attach- 
ment" rarely  holds,  and  when  it  does  the 
sheriff  rarely  finds  anything  worth  holding, 
— Meriden  Recorder. 

On  the  New  York  side  of  the  Jersey  ferry, 
a  crowd  had  gathered  around,  and  was  curi- 
ously gazing  at  an  unfortunate  man  who 
seemed  to  be  covered  with  potato  bugs.  A 
little  questioning  developed  the  fact  that  he 
was  a  Murphy. — Danbury  News. 

Darwin  says  a  woman  loses  one-tenth  of 
her  time  looking  for  her  thimble;  but  fails  to 
state  that  this  waste  of  time  and  more  too,  is 
fully  made  up  when  she  goes  for  the  rolling 
pin  on  hearing  unsteady  footsteps  coming 
through  the  front  gate. — N.  Y.  Mail. 

There  was  something  extremely  touching 
in  the  remark  made  by  John  Hardy  the  other 
day  in  a  Boston  court.  "All  of  my  wives 
but  one  are  dead."  He  shed  tears,  which 
we  sadly  fear  must  be  placed  to  the  account 
of  the  one  who  didn't  die. — N.  Y.  Com.  Adv. 

"Did  I  ever  see  a  flying  machine?"  re- 
marked a  man  with  a  cabbage  leaf  in  his  hat, 
at  the  horse  market  the  other  day.  "Well, 
I  should  sorter  conclude  I  had.  You'd  just 
orter  seen  them  fast  trotters  of  Hen.  Keller's 
run  away  with  the  reaper  on  the  downhill 
side  of  the  field.  Fly!  Well,  I  should 
reckon  !" — Breakfast  Table. 

For  the  information  of  "a  constant  sub- 
scriber," we  would  say  that  Isaac  Walton 
was  fond   of   angling  because  he  was  acute 


angler,  and  caught  eels  with  a  high-pot 
noose;  but  he  was  not  addicted  to  strong 
drink,  so  he  never  indulged  in  a  rye-tangled 
try  angle. — N.  Y.  Graphic. 

"What  are  you  about?"  angrily  exclaimed 
a  country  editor  the  other  day  to  his  wife, 
who  was  touching  up  her  complexion  before 
the  mirror.  "Only  getting  up  my  patent 
outside,  dear,"  was  the  reply.  The  editor 
coughed,  and  went  out  to  trade  a  couple  of 
copies  for  a  soda  cocktail. — Oil  City  Derrick. 

A  new  clerk  in  a  drug  store  was  discharged 
the  other  day  because  he  didn't  know  how  to 
look  wise,  roll  his  eyes,  and  say  "seventy- 
five  cents"  without  turning  red  in  the  face  as 
he  handed  out  a  little  powder  that  had  cost 
the  concern  about  two  cents  and  a  fraction. 
Emotion  and  business  don't  jingle. — Boston 
Globe. 

An  inexperienced  youth  who  has  just  taken 
charge  of  an  Indiana  paper,  waitts  to  know 
"How  a  man  should  go  about  it  to  woo  a 
woman."  Easiest  thing  in  the  world,  boy. 
Pay  your  addresses  to  the  girls  mother,  and 
get  somebody  to  tell  her  you  have  money  at 
interest.  Win  the  old  lady  and  you  capti- 
vate the  entire  family. — Breakfast  Table. 

The  Burlington  Hawkeye  man,  having 
learned  that  a  band  of  Commvnists  were  to 
assassinate  all  the  great  men  of  the  land,  an- 
nounced that  he  should  "leave  for  Canada 
in  the  morning."  It  turns  out  that  "the 
band"  was  only  the  fool-killer  on  his  Iowa 
trip,  but  it  is  just  as  well  that  the  Hawkeye 
man  got  away  so  soon. — Courier-Journal. 

In  Kansas  when  a  church  gets  to  running 
behind  and  interests  lags,  a  few  serious 
charges  are  made  against  the  pastor,  and  a 
committee  appointed  to  investigate.  It  acts 
like  a  charm.  Everybody  is  interested;  all 
the  society  meetings  are  crowded,  and  the 
zeal  that  is  thus  awakened  reminds  one  of 
the  day  of  Pentecost. — Courier-Journal. 

In  front  of  our  desk  we  placed  a  little  sign 
bearing 'the  epitaph:  "No  time  for  conversa- 
tion." Some  dastard  rubbed  the  a  and  t  out 
of  the  last  word,  and  our  minister  came  in 
and  saw  it.  He  never  comes  to  our  house 
now  unless  we're  out,  and  our  daughter  is 
growing  quite  thin.  We  suppose  it's  be- 
cause of  worriment  at  our  neglect  of  religi- 
ous duties. — Ex. 

"Every  man  should  provide  liberally  for 
his  family,"  says  Mr.  Smith,  the  oracle  of 
Bleeker  street.  "Ever  since  my  marriage  I 
have  kept  my  wife  provided  with  asewing  ma- 
chine surrounded  by  a  mirror."  "What's  the 
mirror  for,"  inquired  a  listener,  "Well,  said 
the  oracle,  "I  tell  her  that  when  she  gets  so 
lazy  she  can't  run  the  machine  she  can  sit  still 
see  herself  starve  to  death." — Ulica  Observer. 

Courtship  in  Portugal  is  queerly  conduc- 
ted. When  a  young  man  over  there  gets 
sweet  on  a  girl  he  never  hints  ice-cream  once, 
but  stands  around  the  curb-stone  in  the  broi- 
ling sun  and  permits  the  damsel  to  feast  her 
eyes  on  him  from  an  upper  window.  If  the 
girl  heaves  out  a  panful  of  ashes  on  him,  he 
concludes  that  his  addresses  are  not  desired, 
and  moves  on  to  the  next  house. — Breakfast 
Table. 

Work  on  the  Boston  Post-office  extension 
is  progressing  slowly,  but  surely.  Four  ma- 
sons squinted  over  a  block  of  stone  yester- 
day for  four  hours  to  decide  if  it  was  level, 
and  then  went  to  dinner.  A  couple  of  men 
who  spent  the  principal  part  of  the  afternoon 
in  getting  in  and  out  of  their  overalls,  got  as 
far  as  spitting  on  their  hands  before  it  was 
time  to  "knock  off;"  they  will  lift  a  couple 
a  couple  planks  early  in  the  week. — Ex. 
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— The  commercial  columns  of  a  daily  pa- 
per state  that  gold  is  at  100J.  We  would 
rather  it  was  at  G02. 

—  A  dram — attic  scene — a  man  taking  his 
matutinal  cocktail  in  a  fourth  story  chamber 
in  the  Lick  House. 

— Hon.  B.  R.  Grimes  died  near  Harris- 
bury,  Oregon,  last  weeek.  "Old  Grimes  is 
dead  that  good  old  soul." 

— The  question  of  building  a  railroad  to 
Bodie  is  being  agitated.  Bodie!  Bodie! 
Let  us  see;  that's  in  Bulgaria,  isn't  it  ? 

— "Water,  water  everywhere"  is  what  the 
editor  of  the  Bulletin  headed  an  article.  And 
then  he  went  out  and  imbibed  a  cocktail. 

— The  Grand  Hotel  (Oakland)  has  changed 
hands. — Ex.  Well,  well,  well.  The  way 
thev  hand  big  things  around  now  is  astonish- 


— The  Bev.  Mr.  Kalloch  gives  Beecher  and 
Butler  good  characters.  This  is  the  first  in- 
stance on  record  of  a  man  giving  away  that 
which  he  had  not  got. 

— The  orange  crop  of  Louisiana  promises 
to  be  unusually  largo  and  the  catholics  of 
Montreal  are  considering  the  propriety  of 
sending  a  deputation  down  there  to  extermi- 
nate them. 

— We  have  received  from  Mr.  C.  Herr- 
mann, Hatter,  of  336  Kearny  street,  a  copy 
of  an  illustrated  catalogue.  The  brochure  is 
very  well  gotten  up  and  will  no  doubt  prove 
very  interesting  to  those  in  search  of  head- 
gear. 

— An  Alabama  paper  states  that  a  lady  re- 
siding in  that  commonwealth  recently  gave 
birth  to  a  child  three  feet  high  and  nine  and 
a  half  inches  across  the  breast,  from  point  to 
point  of  shoulder.  There  is  life  in  the  old 
land  yet.     Hurrah  for  Dixie! 

— "Overworked  Attorneys"  is  what  a  con- 
temporary heads  a  plaintive  paragraph  about 
lawyers  being  called  upon  to  attend  the  Mu- 
nicipal Court  of  Appeals  on  Saturdays. 
"Overworked  Attorneys!"  He,  lie,  he;  ho, 
ho,  ho;  hi,  hi,  hi.  'Tis  good.  "Let  us  siug 
unto  etc." 

— Two  Americans  have  been  arrested  in 
Liverpool  on  a  charge  of  robbery.  Surely 
there  must  be  a  mistake  in  this  matter. 
Those  gentlemen  couldn't  have  done  such  a 
thing.  The  worst  part  of  the  matter  is  that 
the  robbery  is  alleged  to  have  been  com- 
mitted on  the  4th  of  July. 


— A  new  factor  in  naval  warfare  has  just 
been  discovered  in  Charlestown,  S.  C.  A 
United  States  Revenue  steamer  was  boarded 
by  a  swarm  of  bees  who  took  possession  of 
the  after  part  of  the  ship.  In  future  every 
war  ship  will  carry  a  few  swarms  to  turn 
loose  on  the  enemy. 

— We  learn  from  the  advertising  columns 
of  a  contemporary  that  "Pai-sons  make  up 
clothes  cheap."  We  were  just  about  con- 
gratulating ourselves  on  the  fact  that  the 
clerical  profession  had  found  something  use- 
ful to  do  when  we  made  the  discovery  that 
"Parsons"  was  the  name  of  a  tailor. 

— J,  W.  Taylor  has  obtained  judgment 
against  Cecelia  Mahon. — Ex.  What  in  the 
name  of  Jehovah  does  a  woman  want  with  a 
tailor?  However,  we  suppose  its  all  right, 
1  ut  if  Cecelia  had  come  to  us  we  would  have 
told  her  that  we  always  find  it  better  to  pay 
our  tailor  bills  without  making  any  fuss. 

— In  Alabama  and  Texas,  it  is  said,  that 
negroes  constitute  the  main  strength  of  the 
Greenback  party.  The  black  man  shows  in 
this  matter,  we  think,  a  remarkable  degree 
of  good  sense.  So  long  as  Greenbacks  are  a 
legal  tender  we  would  like  them  to  belong 
to  us,  and  failing  that  we  would  belong  to 
them. 

Referring  to  the  issue  of  those  fraudulent 
South  Carolina  bonds  the  N.  Y.  World  says: 
"Pauline  Markham  sat  by  old  Gov.  Scott, 
and  every  time  he  signed  one  of  those  con- 
version bonds  she  would  kiss  him  and  affix 
the  State  seal  to  it."  That's  the  way  these 
things  are  done,  is  it?  Yum.  Yum.  Yum. 
Don't  we  we  wish  we  were  a  Governor. 

— A  man  in  Marin  County,  who  has  had  to 
leave  his  wagon  in  the  quagmire,  where  it 
stuck,  eleven  times  in  the  last  year,  has  just 
received  a  notice  calling  upon  him  to  pay  his 
"road  tax."  The  outrageous  fellow  is  actu- 
ally inquiring  what  the  "road  tax"  is  for? 
Evidently  he  is  an  ignorant  foreigner.  He 
doesn't  understand  or  appreciate  our  repub- 
lican institutions. 

— An  Irish  coroner's  jury  recently  found 
that  a  man  came  to  his  death  through  being 
gored  by  a  bull.  The  fact  was  also  estab- 
lished that  the  animal  had  recently  been  im- 
ported from  England.  This  is  the  most  fla- 
grant atrocity  on  the  part  of  the  "bloody 
saxon"  which  has  yet  been  recorded.  We 
think  that  the  United  States  Government 
should  interfere  on  behalf  of — as  the  Czar 
put  it — Christianity. 


It.  Wouldn't  Work. 


A  San  Francisco  fish-peddler  thought  this 
thing  over  and  over,  and  finally  he  came  to 
the  conclusion  that  he  must  knuckle  down 
to  the  inevitable,  recognize  the  mongolian 
invasion  as  an  accomplished  fact,  and  adopt 
the  gentle  winning  way  of  his  bland,  almond 
eyed  business  opponent. 

Therefore,  he  determined  to  make  a  change. 
He  put  on  a  clean  collar,  wiped  off  the  el- 
bows of  his  Sunday  coat,  and  he  drove  along 
very  gently  and  calmly.  The  women  didn't 
beckon  for  him,  nor  did  children  run  after 


him,  but  he  didn't  expect  it.  He  had  started 
out  to  build  up  a  quiet  front  door  trade,  and 
to  cease  associating  with  back  gate  company. 
He  look  real  happy  as  he  rang  the  bell  of  a 
stylish  frontdoor,  and  when  the  lady  appeared 
he  raised  his  hat,  smiled  like  a  grocer  work- 
ind  oft'  old  cherries  on  a  blind  man,  and  re- 
marked : 

"Madam,  I  assure  you  that  I  am  perfectly 
competent  to  play  Hamlet  before  an  audience 
of  aristocrats,  but  we  must  have  fish-peddlers 
as  well  as  actors.  I  deal  in  the  finny  tribe, 
madam,  and  if  you  want  a  whitefish  for  din- 
ner, I  have  some  elegant  specimens  in  my 
abbreviated  coo-pay,  out  there." 

"Sir,  you  seem  to  be  drunk!"  she  gulped 
out,  retreating  into  the  hall. 

"What  does  Milton's  Paradise  Lost  say, 
madam  ?"  he  pleasantly  replied.  Doesu't  it 
say  that  the  paths  of  the — ?" 

"We  never  eat  fish — don't  want  any!"  she 
snapped,  and  the  door  banged  at  him. 

He  tried  the  third  house  down.  He  had 
sold  fish  there  often.  The  woman  of  the 
house  had  heard  his  pawnee  screams  afar  off, 
and  had  waved  the  broom  for  him  to  stop. 
Once  she  had  asked  him  why  fish-peddlers 
seemed  so  determined  to  out-3'ell  rag-buyers 
and  berry  nuisances,  and  had  threatened  to 
return  to  plain  hash  if  he  didn't  tame  down 
his  cry.  She  came  to  the  door  in  response  to 
his  knock,  and  he  politely  said: 

"Madame,  doesn't  Tennyson  say: 

Calm  is  the  morn  without  a  sound, 
Calm  as  to  suit  a  calmer  grief, 

And  only  thro'  the  faded  leaf, 

The  chestnut  pattering  to  the  ground?" 

"The  chestnut  isn't  pattering  just  now, 
madam,  but  I've  got  some  of  the  nicest  fresh 
fish  out  here  which  ever  jumped  out  of  the 
water  in  response  to  the  plaintive  buzz  of  the 
gad-fly." 

"Who  are  you  sir?"  she  frigidly  inquired, 
looking  from  crown  to  boots. 

"Madam,  I  am  not  Caesar,  I  am  not  Brutus. 
I  should  be  rejoiced  to  wake  up  some  day 
and  find  that  I  was  Shakespeare's  uncle,  but 
for  the  present  I  must  be  content  to  be  Pop- 
per, the  fish  peddler.  Will  you  have  some 
whitefish  or  trout  1" 

"You  leave  my  yard,  sir!"  was  her  emphat- 
ic response,  as  she  puckered  her  mouth  to 
whistle  for  the  dog. 

He  went.  No  wise  man  will  linger  on  the 
steps  of  even  a  wood-bine  cottage  after  a 
stout-armed  woman  has  made  a  dive  for  a 
base-ball  bat.  He  had  faith,  however,  and 
stopped  at  the  next  corner,  raised  his  hat  to 
two  ladies  who  were  gossiping  under  a  shade 
tree,  and  said  : 

"Ladies,  will  you  please  examine  these 
beautiful  samples  of  piscatorial  life  ?" 

"You  move  on,  or  we'll  call  the  grocer  and 
have  him  see  you  locked  up!"  was  the  united 
reply. 

He  moved.  He  drove  slowly  along  for  a 
block,  his  face  growing  darker  all  the  time, 
and  all  of  a  sudden  he  wrenched  the  paper 
collar  from  his  neck  and  flung  it  over  the 
wheel,  pulled  off  his  hat  and  stepped  on  it, 
and  rubbing  a  fish  against  his  elbows  to  re- 
store the  old-fashion  gloss  to  his  coat,  he 
called  out: 

"Pe-resh  white  fish — w-h-i-t-e  f-e-e-sh — 
and  trout — and  trout — be-u-ties — be-u-ties, 
all  a  flopping  like  a  towel  in  the  wind!" 

Three  women  opened  three  front  doors  and 
called  to  him  that  they  would  take  fish,  and 
before  he  had  weighed  the  first  one,  two  chil- 
dren came  running  from  a  block  away  to 
make  other  purchases. 

Can  one  blame  the  peddlers  after  this  ? 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


The'support  accorded  to  the  Theatres  dur- 
ing the  past  week  has  not  been  so  great  as  to 
gladden  the  hearts  of  those  who  are  financi- 
ally interested  in  their  welfare,  while  the 
character  of  the  performances  have  not  been 
of  such  a  nature  as  to  make  joyful  those  who 
admire  artistic  excellence.     At  the 

California  Theatre 
"Birds  of  Passage,"  with  Miss  Maggie  Mit- 
chell and  the  new  company,  has  constituted 
the  bill  of  fare  for  the  week.  "Birds  of 
Passage"  is.  we  are  told,  a  new  comedy  dra- 
ma written  expressly  for  Miss  Mitchell.  It 
is  very  original,  that  is  to  say  the  author  is 
very  original — in  his  way  of  stealing. 
Neither  the  piece  nor  the  manner  in  which  it 
is  played  are  worthy  of  a  word  of  criticism, 
adverse  or  otherwise. 

At  Baldwin's 
"The  Bornance  of  a  Poor  Young  Man"  has 
been  revived  at  this  house.  We  are  free  to 
confess  that  we  feel  a  sincere  pity  for  the 
"Poor  Young  Man"  who  has  had  to  stand 
the  resuscitation  process  at  the  hands  of  the 
Baldwin  Company. 


Bush.  Street  Theatre 
Haverly's  Minstrels  hold  on  with  a  persistency 
which  is  astonishing  when  it  is  borne  in  mind 
that  their  Noahian  jokes  have  been  palling 
somewhat  on  the  public  appetite  for  the  past 
three  weeks  or  so. 

The  Grand  Opera  House 
Opened  on  Saturday  with  a  spectacular  per- 
formance. The  company  is  composed  of 
"crushed  tragedians"  who  are  here  because 
they  cannot  raise  money  enough  to  get  away. 
In  short  the  refuse  of  all  the  theatrical  peo- 
ple who  have  come  to  this  Coast  during  the 
past  ten  years.  The  scenery  is  not  quite  so 
bad  as  it  might  be. 


"Woodward's  Gardens. 
What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Planles  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gvmnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 


FOUND— Violin,  Guitar  and  Banjo  Strings 
pure  in  tone  aDd  durable,  for  only  12%  cents  at 
at  MEYEES'  Music  Store,  605  Kearny  Street. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


A  limited  number  of  complete  second  vol- 
umes of  the  Wasp  may  be  purchased  at  the 
business  ofiice,  602  California  Street. 

— Becipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

J.  S.  Stratton,  contractor  for  raising  and 
moving  brick,  stone,  iron,"  and  wooden  build- 
ings. Office:  N.  E.  cor.  Kearny  and  Bush 
streets.  Shop,  No.  854  Harrison  street,  San 
Francisco.  Besidence,  No.  924  Harrison 
street. 

Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


Mons.  Alexander  S.  »e  Wolowski, 

The  well-known  pianist  and  vocalist,  honor- 
ary member  of  the  principal  Philharmonic 
Societies,  reopens  courses  and  classes  for 
piano  and  singing,  for  opera,  parlor  and  con- 
certs, by  his  new  simplified  method,  the 
shortest  and  best  in  existence,  saving  years  of 
practice  to  beginners,  reading  music  at  sight 
and  training  the  voice  to  its  highest  culture. 
Musical  time  by  his  new  invention.  At  Al- 
bemarle House,  No.  8  Mason  St. 


Baldwin's  Arcade  Market ! 


James  Lintott,  914  Market  Street  and  9 
Ellis  Street,  keeps  the  best  Lamb,  Beef, 
Mutton,  Veal,  Bacon,  Pork  and  Ham,  at  the 
lowest  market  rates.  Goods  delivered  to 
all  parts  of  the  city  free  of  charge. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 

— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  ban-els  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Beport,  TJ.  S.  In- 
ternal Bevenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


DOlsnSTOLLY'S 

YEAST  POWDER 


FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 


Ask    Your    Grocer    For    It. 


First  Annual  Ball 


—OF  THE— 


AUSTRIAN 


IlLITARYCOiSW 

FRIDAY,  August  3©th,  1818, 


-AT— 


FtATT'S   KALL. 


Tickets  admitting  Gent  and  Ladies,  -  $1.00. 


\    9GBEBR, 
FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing. 


DIVIDEND    NOTICE. 
THE  IflBflSERMA 

Savings  and  Loan  Society, 

Cor.  Montgomery  and  Post  Sta. 


San  Francisco,  July  24,  1878. 
At  a  regular  meeting  of  the  Board  of  Directors, 
held  this  day,  a  dividend  a  the  rate  of  7%  per  cent, 
per  annum  -was  declared  on  all  deposits  for  the  six 
months  ending  July  21st,  1878,  payable  from  and  af- 
ter this  date,  free  from  Federal  Tax. 

EDW.  MARTIN,  Secretary. 


BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between    8th   and    9th    Streets, 

M.  NUN  AN,  Proprietor. 


CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .AJirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 
FREE 

Msme  B.M&  Iai§lMg§tt6@  Murgsm 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOE  AN¥  SEEVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours-  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DTETZ,  Superintendent. 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 

409  "Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 

Printers  of  the  WASP. 

novl7-tf 

NOTICE. 

The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicious  nature  "will 
be  published  by  this  paper. 


THE     ILLUSTRATED     WASP. 


THE  ONLY  HOUSE  in  tho  oity  thut  receives  fresh  patterns  nnd  Ni-w  York  and  Paris  Fashions  weekly.     Samples,  with  instructions  for  self-nieasnrament. 


NICOLL,  THE  TAILOR, 

Branch    of   New    York 


1$  Heunw  gl  and  dOd  JfttontQomcnj  J?/. 

The  Quirkest,  Best  and  Cheapest  Tailor  in  the  World. 

Pants  to   Order  in  Six  Hours,  and  Suits  in  One  Day,  if  Required. 


TO  OHDER 

Pants,     -     from  $4.0 
Suits,     -    trom  $15. Of 
Overcoats,  from  $15. 0C 
Dress  Coats,    "  $20.00^ 


TO  ORDER 

Black  Doeskin 

Pants,  -  from  $7.00 
White  Vests,  '■  $3.00 
Fancy  Vests,  "    $6.00 


A  small  stock  on  hand,  of  our  own  make,  to  select  from.    Tailors   and   the   public   supplied  with  cloth  and  trimmings  at  wholesale  price?  by  the  yard;  cut, 


F.  X£KX*X*ir, 

Mil  Bott  Make! 

OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 


The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


combined.      For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.     Thp 
elastic  is  so  placed   back  of 
the   ankle   as   to   protect  it 
from   wear  and  it 
does       not      biud 
around   the  ankle 

like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now.  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial".  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Make:'. 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


$5  to  $20 


per  dav  at  home.    Samples  worth  $5  free. 
Address  Stissos  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast    Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


President 

VlCE-P  RESIDENT . 

M.  D.  Sweeny, 
P.  McAran, 
B.  J.  Tobin, 

Treasurer 

Attorney 


OFFICERS: 

"*.""^.  "....a 

TRUSTEES  - 
C.  D.  O'Sullivan, 
John  Sullivan, 

Peter  Donohue, 


.M.  D.  SWEENY 
D.  O'SULLIVAN 


M.  J.  O'Connor, 
Gus.   Touchard, 
Jo.  A,  Donohue, 
EDWARD  MARTIN 
RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
julj-21-tf  ' 


Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH    STREET, 

Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  DnsECTOE. 

The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 

a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free   of 

Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December   31, 

1877,  payable  on  and  afterJanuary  18,  1878 

By  order, 

feb2-6mos 


GUSTAVE  JIAHE,  Director. 


MANUFACTURERS 

Of  the  best  improved  Trusses,  con- 
structed on  scientific  principles.    A 
perfect  retainer,  combining  ease  and 
comfort. 
CALIFORNIA  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
COMPANY,  615  Sacramento  street,    San   Francisco. 
Send  for  Illustrated  Catalogue. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 


OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  BEST  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  OH  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST l 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  ..Illus- 
trations Weekly. 


Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  THIRD  YEAR! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -         -  -         -     §4  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

"gf-All  Postmasters   are   Agents.      Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


^uhrkntmg  (^omyowid 

AND   CUPS. 

One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  loug  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cups. 

THE 


Pjttodii 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  bv  decreasing  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
dd  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
itk,vused. 

j&itzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-ft;ds  and  Valve-stems.    Will  last  five  years  and 
Tye  no  trouble, 

h.  5HV5  &  C«'S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGEK  SAWS, 

-^V?^ — f.^ /■$■     always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
<^iWA$/  <j>       out  any  of  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saws  constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.    Address 

TATUM  &  BOVEN, 

No.  3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market. 
P.  O.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 
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Pfcinseo^TfsAN  francisco 

C±C\X  T")  Any  worker  can  make  §12  a  dav  at  home.      Costly 
VXV^JJ i/  Outfit  free.    Address  True  &  Co.,  Augnsta,  Maine. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  tbeir  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


FOR    SAtE, 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KORBEL  & 
BROS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL 
&  BROS.,  in  Santa  Eosa. 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


$66 


a  week  in  your  own  town.   Terms  and  -$5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing  MONDAY,  JULY  29th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
■will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  "Washington  Street  Wharf.) 

3  0f)  P.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Steamer  "James  M. 
•Ov  Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),  connecting  with 
Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa, 
Vealdsburg,  Cloverrtale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  en*- 
lections  at  Lakevills  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  S"  '  l'"}~ 
nevings;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Menggj*  ■jKa|^8 
Sp!,h)and  Springs,  bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and-  —-;'n0  ^"5, 
Big. , Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  folio wip "*-'  *  the  ^eyserg. 

S^Guerneville  and  the  Redwoods.  ?.g  morning  for  Kor- 

bel's,  v  e  at  San  Francisco  at  10.15  A.  «? 

[Am-  .  M.J 


Sunday  Excursions  at  Eeduced  Rates. 

8f\{\  A.  M.  SUNDAYS  ONLY,  via  Donahue,  for  Cloverdale 
•W   and  way  Btatians. 

Fares  for  the    round    trip;  Donahue,  SI. 00,   Petaluma,  81.50, 
Santa  Rosa,  $2.00,  Healdsburg.S3.00,  Cloverdale  $4.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forrestville,   Korbel's, 
Guemeville,  the  Russian  River  and  Big  Trees. 

Fares  for  round  trip:  Fultoh  and  Laguna,   $2.50,  Forrestville, 
Korbel's  and  Guemeville,  $3.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M."] 

$S-Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  3.00  P.  M„  except  Sunday. 

A.  HUGHES,    A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  Manager.         Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 


GARDEN^  HOSE. 

50  Feet  1-2  inch  3-ply  Hose,   -    $4.75 
50  Feet  3-4  inch  3-ply  Hose,   -    $5.75 


W.  R.  ALLEN, 

PLUMBER    AND    GASFITTEB, 
899  MAKKET  STREET,  bet.  4th  and  5th. 


Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  R,  R.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  in 
Santa  Rosa. 


0.  D.  O.    SULLIVAN.  JAS.  E.   KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 


In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,  CANVAS- 
SERS for  the 

Illustrate  1  Wasp. 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
"Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,   cor.  Kearny. 


fpera    §kssqs 

— AT— 

Mullcr's  Optical  Depot. 

J35  Montgomery,  near  Bush 
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D  O  A.  N  E     <5t    CO. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell  Oysters, 

Stall  \o.  02,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO 

Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and  | 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 

J3.  HICKS  «3fe  CO.. 

BOOK  BINDERS 


Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543   Clay  Street 


jan5-tf 


SAN  FRANCISCO. 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,   effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GEIURD,   from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

B.  S.  BUENS, 

Agent  for 


Office  in  E.  P.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth  Street,   between  J  and   It. 

SA.CKAMENTO,  CAL. 

A.  SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Koom  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 

TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  G-ibbon's  Dispensary, 

623  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.      Established  j 
,  in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of 
Stall  diseases  of  the  urinary   and  gen-  J 
[jerative  organs,  and  all  physical  con-  j 
fjditions  of  weakness  consequent  upon 
tjthe  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes.  I 
Skin  diseases   and   rheumatism  successful   treated. 
The   sick   and   afflicted  should   not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.     The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe  | 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospitals  there,  > 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser-  | 
vices.     DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  he 
effects  a  cure.   Persons  at  a  distance  may  be  CURED 
AT  HOME.     All  communications   strictly   confiden- 
tial.    Charges  reasonable.     Call  or  write.     Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

-    AT  — 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
Thiett-five  cents  pee  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(TNTAEIABLT    IN  ADVANCE) 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Year        ....  $4.00 

Six  Months  -  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -       -  $  1 .00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 

(.Postage  Free) 

One  Year      ...  -        $5.00 

Six  Months       -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Cottntey  News  Dealees. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmastees. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Coebespondents. — When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  Tlie  Editor,  602  Cali- 
fornia street,  San  Francisco. 

SATURDAY,  SEPT.    7,  1878. 

"  'Gainst  the  wrong  that  needs  redressing, 
For  the  weak,  the  strong  oppressing." 

The  Postmaster  General,  it  is  believed,  will 
not  be  able  to  unlock  the  door  of  the  White 
House  in  1880. 


Theke  is  no  sentiment  in  the  human  race 
more  noble,  more  elevating,  and  more  to  be 
encouraged  than  that  of  charity.  The  peo- 
ple of  this  city,  with  all  their  bad  qualities, 
are  at  least  entitled  to  have  it  put  to  their 
credit  that  they  have  ever  responded  liber- 
ally to  the  cry  of  distress,  and  we  are  glad  to 
observe  that  the  recent  hard  times  have  not 
by  any  means  contracted  their  sympathy,  nor 
their  desire  to  give  practical  expression  to  it. 
Far  away  down  in  the  "Sunny  South"  a  fear- 
ful plague  is  raging.  The  people  there  have 
been  impoverished  by  war,  and  plundered  by 
carpet-baggers.  They  call  for  help  in  their 
dire  extremity.  A  considerable  sum  of  mo- 
ney has  already  been  raised  in  this  city  for 
their  relief,  let  it  be  made  more.  Let  such 
a  sum  be  sent  as  will  be  worthy  of  the  "Gol- 
den State,"  and  its  traditional  liberality. 


OUR  GREATNESS  IN  CROOKEDNESS. 

MONOPOLIES. 

One  of  the  greatest  of  the  many  curses 
which  afflict  the  United  States  generally  and 
California  particularly,  is  comprised  in  that 
one  word  "monopolies."  Every  enterprise 
which  requires  capital  for  its  successful  con- 
duct seems  to  have  been  absorbed  into  its 
capacious  maw.  Like  the  hydra  its  head 
darts  out  from  beneath  every  rock  or  fissure 
or  crack  in  the  social  compact.  It  lies  con- 
cealed behind  every  little  industry.  It  holds 
the  country  in  the  grip  of  an  iron  vice.  In 
the  pursuit  of  its  purposes  it  knows  no  chari- 
ty; it  crushes  its  opponents  without  regard 
for  the  means  which  it  employs,  and  strikes 
foul  blows  oftene-:  than  fair.  It  robs  the 
friendless  widow  with  a  smile,  and  snatches 
bread  from  the  helpless  orphan.,  without  com- 
punction. It  corrupts  meu  in  public  and 
private  life.  It  degrades  and  demeans  all 
who  come  in  contact  with  it.  Its  influence 
is,  socially,  more  poisonous  than,  the  deadly 
Upas  tree.  No  wrong  is  too  great  for  it  to 
perpetrate;  no  vileness  is  so  disgusting  as  to 
offend  its  susceptibilities;  no  virtue  is  too 
sacred  for  it  to  undermine;  no  honesty  is 
sufficiently  elevating  to  be  beyond  the  insult 
of  its  tempting  gold. 

A  man  cannot  long  continue  to  live  with  a 
great  cancer  eating  up  his  vital  parts,  no 
more  can  a  nation  continue  to  exist  with  a 
gigantic  system  of  monopoly  paralysing  her 
energies.  The  low  fierce  murmur  of  discon- 
tent now  heard  amongst  our  laboring  masses 
— and  largely  re-echoed  amongst  the  more  in- 
telligent middle  class — which  has  created  so 
much  alarm  for  the  future  well  being  and 
safety  of  our  institutions  and  social  order, 
had  its  origin  in  a  feeling  of  discontent  en- 
gendered through  the  growing  insolence  of 
successful  and  tyrannical  aggregated  capital. 
What  is  a  monopoly  ?  As  the  term  is  used 
in  the  present  day,  and  in  the  sense  in  which 
we  use  it  now,  it  means  money,  or  capital, 
combined  in  a  corporation.  It  is  not  satis- 
fied to  succeed  or  fail,  in  the  enterprise  which 
it  undertakes,  by  legitimate  means.  It  fig- 
ures, it  manceuvers,  it  corrupts,  to  gain 
power  in  order  that  it  may  levy  blackmail. 
We  do  not  support  the  foolish  and  unreason- 
able outcry  against  "capital"  which  has  re- 
cently been  raised.  We  recognize  "capital" 
as  one  of  the  essentials  of  the  present  stage 
of  our  civilization.  But  when  we  look 
around  us  and  see  a  Legislature  specially  se- 
lected for  the  purpose  of  putting  an  end  to 
the  exhorbitant  extortions,  which  a  Water 
Monopoly  in  this  city  have  exacted  from  our 
citizens,  falling  down  before  the  seductions 
of  that  corporation's  pilfered  gold,  we  think 
we  can  recognize  a  cause  for  the  threatened 
disruption  of  social  order.  When  we  see  a 
Board  of  Supervisors,  selected  under  the  be- 
lief that  they  were  antagonistic  to  the  "stand 
and  deliver"  policy  of  that  same  corporation, 
doing  all  they  can  to  subserve  its  interests, 
we  can  almost  understand  why  a  large  num- 
ber of  our  more  intelligent  citizens  voted  to 
elect  men  utterly  ignorant  of  the  science  of 
government  as  Constitution  makers.      When 


we  see  Gas  Companies  and  Water  Companies 
asking,  demanding,  and  obtaining,  ten  dollars 
for  that  which  is  dear  at  one;  when  we  see  a 
Railroad  Company  charging  their  passengers 
three  hundred  and  thirty-six  dollars  per 
ton  for  transporting  their  baggage  about 
half  the  distance  between  here  and  New 
York — and  being  in  all  these  things  suppor- 
ted by  the  legislative  and  governing  bodies 
— we  can  almost  understand  why  prudent 
men  should  tremble  and  fancy  they  can  hear 
from  afar-off  the  sounds  of  approaching  an- 
archy, confusion  and  conflict.  The  laws  of 
cause  and  effect  are  irrevocable. 


THE  COMING   CONSTITUTION. 

As  the  time  approaches  for  that  body  of 
sagacious  and  experienced  law-makers,  the 
Constitutional  Convention,  to  assemble,  we 
feel  that  we  would  be  delerict  in  the  perfor- 
mance of  our  duty  as  a  public  journal  if  we 
did  not  draw  public  attention  to  a  few  of  the 
most  pressing  subjects  for  reformation.  Few 
intelligent  observers  will  feel  inclined  to  dis- 
pute with  us  when  we  assert  that  the  pawnee 
scream  of  the  fruit  peddler,  and  the  wierd 
tooting  of  the  fish  peddler's  horn,  are  pro- 
ductive of  a  great  deal  of  unhappiness 
amongst  that  class  of  citizens  who  are  afflic- 
ted with  a  delicate  ear  and  a  nervous  consti- 
tution. This  should  be  no  longer  tolerated. 
Again  there  is  no  adequate  provision  made 
in  the  existing  laws  for  the  proper  punish- 
ment of  the  thieving  capitalist  of  a  grocer 
who  sells  the  industrious  workingman's  wife 
bad  eggs.  It  is  a  well  known  fact  that  the 
brewer  and  the  beer  vender  between  them 
have  put  up  a  job  on  the  horny  handed  la- 
borer by  which  he  is  forced  to  pay  ten  cents 
for  a  glass  of  beer  which  is  not  value  for  five. 
This  should  be  declared  unconstitutional. 
Under  the  present  Constitution  no  effective 
legislative  enactment  can  be  provided  for  the 
suppressing  of  that  unsightly  thing,  the  six- 
foot  collar.  This  should  be  remedied.  It 
is  a  notorious  truism  that  the  present  Con- 
stitution contains  several  clauses  which  are 
at  variance  with  the  spirit  and  the  letter  of 
the  second  volume  of  the  Declaration  of  In- 
dependence. These  should  be  at  once  eli- 
minated. The  spirit  of  the  times  calls  for  a 
radical  adjustment  of  the  difficulties  which 
at  present  stand  in  the  way  of  the  fifteen- 
dollar- a-month  dish-washer  performing  his 
social  duties  by  calling  upon  the  Nob  Hill 
aristocrats  on  New  Tear's  day.  A  well  known 
and  highly  esteemed  Doctor  of  Divinity  and 
Insurance  Agent,  asserted  last  spring  that 
the  times  were  out  of  joint.  The  new  funda- 
mental law  should  provide  for  the  employ- 
ment of  all  the  available  medical  talent  in 
the  commonwealth  to  the  end  that  the  afore- 
said times  shall  be  put  in  joint.  The  young 
man  who  is  learning  to  play  the  flute  in  the 
domicile  next  to  the  one  occupied  by  the  edi- 
tor of  this  journal  should  be  declared  a  con- 
stitutional enemy  of  the  public  peace  and 
banished  from  the  State.  The  Police  Com- 
missioners of  this  city,  of  whom  some  people 
have  lately  been  speaking  disrespectfully, 
should  be  constitutionally  canonised  (that  is 
blown  from  the  mouth  of  a  cannon  at  the 
first  China  bound  steamer  which  attempts  to 
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leave  this  port  ladened  with  trade  dollars 
stolen  from  the  sand-lot.  Provision  should 
at  once  be  made  to  effect  serious  reforms  and 
alterations  in  our  system  of  Municipal  Gov- 
ernment. Civic  corporations  should  in  fu- 
ture, under  the  New  Constitution,  be  pre- 
sided over  by  a  horse  instead  of  a  Mayor. 
The  Assessor  should  never  be  permitted  to 
eat  bad  lamb.  The  city  treasury  should  be 
kept  open  all  night  in  order  that  contractors, 
whose  mid-night  dreams  have  beon  disturbed 
by  a  "quickened  conscience,"  may  have  an 
opportunity  to  restore  their  stealings  to  the 
place  from  whence  they  hooked  the  same  be- 
fore the  breaking  of  the  dawn  restores  their 
confidence  in  Henry  Ward  Beecher's  new 
doctrine.  The  Tax  Collector  should  be  au- 
thorized to  employ  a  staff  of  foot-pads  to  col- 
lect revenue  from  our  more  wealthy  citizens 
when  the  Municipal  Government  is  financial- 
ly embarassed  as  it  is  at  present.  Policemen 
should  be  constitutionally  authorized  to  club 
all  citizen  who  do  not  touch  their  hats  to 
them,  and  also  to  use  tar-flat  French  when 
their  knowledge  of  the  English  language  is 
found  insufficient  to  allow  them  to  express 
their  feelings  gracefully,  elegantly  and  for- 
cibly. 

These  are  but  a  few  out  of  a  great  number 
of  serious  problems  which  the  Constitution 
makers  elect  should  take  into  their  consider- 
ation. We  present  them  with  all  due  modes- 
ty, with — as  the  graceful  Kwang  would  put 
it — a  full  appreciation  of  our  un worthiness; 
and,  if  there  is  any  disposition  evinced  to 
deal  fairly  with  them,  we  may  trot  out  a  few 
hundred  more. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration. ] 
A  GREAT  BATTLE.— NOBOHT  HDBT. 

Since  the  world  began  many  battles  have 
been  fought  and  much  blood  has  been  spilled 
by  men  engaged  in  angry  armed  conflict. 
The  battle  which  will  be  found  depicted  on 
our  double-page  is  not,  however,  one  of  that 
sort.  It  is  an  engagement  in  which  nothing 
more  deadly  has  been  used  than  that  which 
is  termed,  in  the  elegant  vernacular  of  our 
police  force,  "chin  music."  Still  it  has  been 
a  very  noisy  battle.  There  has  been  a  great 
deal  of  fuss  and  feathers  and  smoke,  but  no 
one  so  far  as  we  have  been  able  to  ascertain, 
has  been  hurt  worth  a  cent.  The  coming 
generations,  who  will  fill  our  places,  will 
hear  of  it  and  will  cry  with  one  accord  "come 
tell  us  all  about  the  war,  and  what  they  kil- 
led each  other  for."  Now  history  is  notori- 
ously and  grossly  inaccurate  about  these 
things.  For  proof  of  that  assertion  we  have 
only  to  point  to  our  own  civil  war.  It  is  only 
about  thirteen  years  since  it  closed;  yet  in 
that  short  time  histories  enough  to  defy  the 
multiplication  table  have  been  written  about 
it.  Every  one  of  them  contained  an  acconnt 
of  the  Battle  of  Lookout  Mountain  and  now 
the  commander  in  chief  of  the  Federal  armies 
arises  and  tells  the  astonished  world  that 
there  was  no  Battle  of  Lookout  Mountain. 
By  and  by  some  aspiring  geographer  will  dis- 
cover that  there  is  no  Lookout  Mountain  and 


the  whole  thing  will  be  bursted.  To  avoid 
any  such  catastrophe  occurring  in  regard  to 
this  "Great  Battle"  the  Wasp  proposes  to 
usurp  the  functions  of  the  historian  and  re- 
cord these  matters  with  that  truth  and  accu- 
racy of  statement  for  which  it  is  famous.  In 
this  way  a  reliable  account  of  the  matter  will 
be  preserved,  and  peace  of  mind  for  the 
hungry  baby  secured.  Besides  a  new  depar- 
ture back  into  the  forsaken  path  of  veracity 
will  be  taken;  for  the  man  who  would  accuse 
the  Wasp  of  untruth  must  indeed  be  a  bald- 
headed  chicken  thief. 

It  all  happened  in  this  way.  There  were 
very  grave  questions  of  a  political  and  social 
nature  agitating  men's  minds.  Some  asser- 
ted that  money  was  "capital"  but  denied  the 
apparently  incontrovertable  deduction  that  a 
man  possessed  of  a  dollar  was  a  capitalist. 
Others  asserted  that  labor  was  work  but  de- 
uied  the  apparently  incontrovertable  deduc- 
tion that  the  man  who  labored  was  a  "work- 
ingman" — that  is,  if  his  labor  was  of  a  men- 
tal nature.  Some  asserted  that  the  man  who 
was  prudent,  industrious,  and  frugal  and  so 
accumulated  considerable  wealth  should  be 
compelled  to  distribute  the  same  amongst 
those  who  were  idle  and  dissolute,  and  as  a 
consequence  had  nothing.  Others  pro- 
claimed it  as  a  righteous  doctrine  that  "to 
him  who  hath  shall  be  given;  and  from  him 
who  hath  not  (by  some  unknown  process) 
shall  be  taken."  Some  said  that  the  land 
should  be  cut  into  small  slices,  others  that  it 
should  be  cut  into  large  slices,  and  others 
still  that  it  should  not  be  cut  at  all;  that,  like 
fresh  bread,  it  should  be  broken.  Some 
averred  that  large  monied  corporations  were 
the  natural  and  implacable  enemies  of  the 
people,  others  maintained  that  they  were  ac- 
tuated by  the  most  angelic  feelings  of  kind- 
ness toward  the  whole  race,  and  pointed  tri- 
umphantly to  the  fact  that  they  gathered 
everything  they  could  lay  their  hands  upon 
beneath  their  sheltering  wings  with  all  the 
tender  forethought  of  a  mother-in-law. 
Some  said  that  money  should  be  made  of  lit- 
tle pieces  of  paper  stamped  with  certain  al- 
legorical hieroglyphics,  others  said  nothing 
but  gold  would  suit  their  esthetic  tastes, 
others  protested  that  beer  never  tasted  so 
well  as  when  bought  with  silver,  others  pro- 
claimed that  an  apple  was  never  wholesome 
except  when  paid  for  with  a  copper.  But 
strange  to  say  they  were  all  happy  when 
they  had  money  of  any  kind.  And  while  all 
these  things  were  being  "argumentified"  (the 
word  is  copyrighted),  while  the  air  was  sul- 
try with  bad  English,  and  worse  logic,  and 
suggestively  sulphurous  with  the  sound  of 
classical  anathemas  and  imprecations,  the  ri- 
val factions  loaded  up  their  mortars  with 
their  choicest  shells  and  fired  them  into  each 
others  camp.  The  shells  were  seen  coming 
and  created  excitement.  Men  scratched 
their  ears  in  the  frenzy  of  expectation,  wo- 
men powdered  their  cheeks,  adjusted  their 
bustles,  and  prepared  for  the  worst.  But 
when  the  shells  lit  they  didn't  go  off;  there 
was  nothing  in  them  but  gas.  Practically 
they  were  empty.  And  so  it  came  to  pass 
that  though  a  great  many  people  were  badly 
scared  nobody  was  hurt;  and — the  "Great 
Battle"  was  over. 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
CAPT.  BURNS'  XIUHT  JIARE(S). 

Even-  one  has  heard  of  the  boy  who  eat 
too  much  turkey  at  the  feast  which  celebra- 
tes one  of  our  national  holidays  and  was 
punished  therefore  by  indigestion  and  a  visit 
from  the  spirit  of  the  departed  bird — during 
his  midnight  dreams.  He  was  a  bad  boy  for 
eating  too  much,  and  we  all  know  that  bad 
people  should  and  must  be  punished.  But 
why  it  should  be  that  the  pillow  of  the  ten- 
der hearted  officical  of  the  Society  for  the 
Prevention  of  Cruelty  to  Animals  is  disturbed 
by  wandering  spirits  from  the  unknown 
shore,  we  don't  know.  The  gallant  Captain 
is  not  a  fierce  or  vindictive  man,  he  sheds  no 
blood  but  that  of  the  lame,  the  halt,  or  the 
blind,  horse — or  mare,  as  the  case  may  "be. 
Still  perhaps  the  animals  aforesaid  resent 
this  treatment  and  have  resolved  to  punish 
him  therefore.  We  don't  know,  of  course; 
we  are  only  speculating  on  the  matter.  But 
this  we  do  know  that  the  illustration  which 
will  be  found  on  our  first  page  is  a  correct 
picture  taken  on  the  spot  by  the  Wasp's  pa- 
tent phonographone  mind-photographing 
machine. 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 

THE   ASS    BETWEEN  THE  TWO  HAT  STACKS. 

And  it  came  to  pass  that  in  these  days 
there  was  a  certain  ass  passing  along  the 
road  towards  the  goodly  land.  And  his  ears 
were  long,  yea  and  verily  there  was  much  of 
them.  And  as  he  pursued  his  weary  way  be- 
hold he  began  to  feel  faint  and  hungry.  And 
lo  thei'e  were  two  stacks  of  hay  presented  to 
his  astonished  gaze,  therefore  did  he  feel 
joyful  and  his  stomach  jumped  for  gladness, 
as  the  frolicsome  frog  jumpeth  beneath  the 
genial  influence  of  a  spring  shower.  And 
behold  he  did  rub  his  glasses  that  his  vision 
might  be  clear  and  enable  him  to  judge  more 
judiciously  as  to  which  was  the  more  succu- 
lent. Verily  he  did  perceive  that  that  which 
lay  upon  his  left  was  fresh  and  wholesome 
and  sweet  smelling,  while  that  which  lay 
upon  his  right  was  stale  and  sour  and  smelt 
fusty.  Therefore  did  his  ears  wag  with  glee 
and  his  mouth  water  with  pleasure;  and  he 
prepared  to  go  for  that  pile  which  lay  upon 
his  left  as  the  hungry  Chinaman  goeth  for  a 
bowl  of  rice.  But  behold  as  he  was  about 
approaching  thereto  certain  Pharisees  and 
self-righteous  men  who  chanced  to  be  travel- 
ling upon  that  road  perceived  him  and  were 
exceedingly  shocked.  Truly,  said  they  one 
to  another,  he  that  eateth  of  the  tree  of 
knowledge  shall  surely  die.  Therefore  shall 
we,  as  in  duty  bound,  sieze  this  ass  by  the 
tail  and  hold  him  back  so  that  he  be  not  en- 
gulfed in  destruction.  And  the  predicament 
of  the  ass  was  sad,  for  he  was  hungered  and 
they  would  not  let  him  eat. 


The  remarks  which  we  made  last  week  in 
reference  to  the  depraved  state  of  commercial 
morality  has  received  an  ample  illustration 
in  the  fact  that  somewhere  between  sixty  and 
seventy  petitions  in  Bankruptcy  were  filed 
under  the  United  States  Statute  during  the 
last  few  hours  of  its  legality. 


THE    SACRAMENTO    MURDERERS    AND    THEIR    VICTIM. 


Bijah's  Hour. 

"The  Summer  is  fading  away, 
And  Autumn  is  almost  here; 
And  the  leaves  they  will  fall  from  the  trees  short  and 
tall, 
And  the  wind  will  blow  coldly  and  drear." 

Bijah  was  singing  as  above  and  dusting  off 
the  India-rubber  cat  when  his  first  visitor 
entered.  A  farmer  had  walked  eleven  miles 
to  consult  the  old  janitor  on  agriculture,  and 
when  he  had  been  made  to  feel  at  home  he 
remarked : 

"I've  read  about  your  ranch  in  the  papers, 
and  I've  a  few  questions  to  ask  you." 

"Purceed — purceed,  my  friend,"  was  the 
cheerful  answer. 

"I've  had  a  dispute  with  my  wife  as  to  the 
proper  time  to  plant  root-beer,"  continued 
the  man.  "She  says  it  ought  to  be  planted  in 
April,  and  I  say  not  till  June.    What  do  you 


say.' 

"My  friend,  go  home  and  tell  your  wife 
that  she  doesn't  even  know  the  first  princi- 
ples of  agriculture,  though  I  don't  doubt  that 
she  can  sew  the  eye  right  out  of  a  needle  and 
build  the  nicest  loaf  of  bread  in  the  State. 
Root-beer,  sir,  should  be  set  out  in  June — 
about  the  10th  day  of  June,  at  10  o'clock  in 
the  morning." 

"Thanks!  Thanks!"  exclaimed  the  grateful 
man,  as  he  extended  his  hand.  "Now  then, 
secondly,  my  wife  claims  that  the  roof  of  a 
cow-shed  should  be  planned  at  a  quarter- 
pitch,  while  I  claim  an  eighth-pitch.  "What  is 
your  opinion  ?" 

"My  friend,"  answered  Bijah,  "your  wife 
is  doubtless  the  sweetest  woman  in  the  world, 
but  she  lacks  the  eye  of  an  artist.  A  cow- 
shed roof  should  never  have  less  than  an 
eighth-pitch,  and  down  in   Mexico  I've  seen 


'em  with  as  high  as  a  twentieth-pitch,  and 
bay  windows  put  on  besides." 

The  man  shook  hands  again,  expressed  his 
undying  gratitude,  and  continued  : 

"One  more  question:  My  wife  claims  that 
onions  cannot  be  rated  under  the  head  of 
crops,  while  I  claim  that  they  can.  Please 
decide  that." 

"My  dear  sir,  I  haven't  the  least  doubt 
that  j'our  wife  wears  a  No.  20  corset,  a  No.  3 
shoe,  and  quotes  Latin  like  a  duck,  but  if 
onions  are  not  a  crop,  then  I  am  a  bald- 
headed  Pawnee  and  ought  to  be  hung  for 
murder.  Onions  are  not  only  a  crop,  sir, 
but  a  product,  and  when  carried  around  in 
the  pocket,  will  keep  flees  off  your  dog,  and 
delerium  tremens  out  of  the  house." 

The  man  went  away  happy  and  the  second 
callers  found  Bijah  with  his  hat  slanted  over 
his  ear. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED     WASP. 
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There  are  said  to  be  no  base  ball  clubs  on 
the  moon. 

The  San  Francisco  Mint  does  not  manufac- 
ture julips. 

A  production  of  the  nineteenth  century — 
a  non-party  party. 

Virginia  is  said  to  be  the  mother  of  states- 
men, but  who  is  the  father  ? 

All  men  fear  death.  That  is  because  he 
gathers  in  so  many  rogues. 

Something  that  remains  cold  with  the  ther- 
mometer at  110  in  the  shade — charity. 

Whisky  with  a  little  water  and  lemon  is 
said  to  be  a  good  thing  to  dissolve  sugar  in. 

"Women  are  the  salad  of  life,  says  an  ex- 
change. Yes,  it's  a  salad  largely  composed 
of  vinegar. 

Eizzil,  asks  the  Philadelphia  Chronicle, 
""Why  do  babies  cry  ?"  Because  they  have 
got  the  colic. 

The  newspapers  have  announced  General 
Grant  as  the  man  on  horseback.  Is  it  a 
white  horse  or  a  gray  mare  ? 

The  motto  of  the  sand  lot  communist  is 
"Division  of  property."  Division  of  labor, 
however,  is  not  a  plank  of  his  platform. 

Strange,  however,  steadily  the  bleak  chil- 
ling winds  of  adversity  blow  upon  a  man 
during  the  heated  term,  he  perspires  all  the 
same. 

"While  on  his  way  to  California  the  Post- 
master General  stepped  into  a  Chicago  dive. 
The  question  now  arises,  can  that  beer  shop 
be  called  a  Khedive  ? 

The  Prince  of  Wales  has  been  elected  an 
honorary  member  of  the  "Ancient  and  Hon- 
orable Artillery  Company  of  Boston. "  Where 
are  we  drifting  to  anyhow  ? 

Of  what  is  the  sun  made,  asks  a  scientific 
contemporary.  Perhaps  you  have  misspelt 
it,  if  you  have,  just  ask  again  and  you  will 
have  the  whole  thing  explained  to  you. 

A  preacher  up  in  Oregon  recently  inquired 
in  poetically  turned  scriptural  language 
"Why  do  the  heathen  rage."  A  small  boy 
sung  out  "cause  they  don't  get  miff  to   eat." 

"Rest  spirit,  rest,"  observed  a  Chinaman 
as  he  left  a  bottle  of  gin  on  the  grave  of  his 
mother-in-law.  A  wicked  hoodlum  came  by 
and  the  spirit  was  soon  resting  in  his 
stomach. 

It  is  said  that  a  vain  woman  always  smiles 


when  she  looks  in  the  glass.  It  is  also  said 
that  a  man  smiles  when  he  looks  in  the  glass 
(and  crooks  his  elbow),  but  the  two  glasses 
are  different. 

The  Hawhtye  says  Postmaster  General  Key 
had  thirteen  children  at  the  last  census. 
Presumably  he  also  had  thirteen  at  school  or 
somewhere  else,  so  that  he  must  have  quite 
a  large  family. 

The  Mayor  of  Jacksonville,  Florida,  has 
issued  an  order  prohibiting  the  sale  of  water 
melons  in  that  city.  This  is  the  most  fla- 
graut  outrage  upon  the  liberties  of  the  Ame- 
rican people  which  has  yet  been  attempted. 

The  rivalry  existing  between  New  York 
editors  is  great,  but  their  fiendish  vindictiv- 
ness  is  appalling.  This  is  amply  illustrated 
by  the  fact  that  they  are  proposing  each 
other  for  Mayor — the  necessary  sequence  of 
holding  that  office  being  exile — or  Sing  Sing. 

The  American  Bar  Association  was  fully 
organized  at  Saratogo  on  Thursday  last. — 
Ex.  This  is  very  interesting;  but  what  the 
anxious  public  want  to  know  is,  which  Bar 
Association  was  it  ?  The  one  which  robs  the 
widow  and  the  orphan  with  bottles,  or  the 
other  one  which  effects  the  same  purpose 
with  ungrammatical  documents. 

A  vert  agreeable  young  lady  undertook  to 
entertain  the  company  at  the  White  House 
(Washington)  with  a  little  vocal  music  the 
other  evening.  She  had  just  got  "there's  a 
letter"  out,  when  the  Treasurer  of  the  Uni- 
ted States  sprang  into  the  air  and  yelled, 
"where?"  A  guilty  conscience  is  a  mighty 
uncomfortable  thing  to  carry  around. 

It  is  surprising  what  a  Mass. ,  of  the  names 
of  the  States  are  abbreviated. — Fulton  Times. 
When  did  you  Conn.,  the  list?  Or  did  your 
Pa.,  tell  you? — Rochester  Express.  O.,  you 
could  pick  out  Tenn.,  of  them,  if  you  don't 
Miss.,  any. — Austin  Reveille.  0.,  Penn., 
something  less  111.,  timed.  Don't  give  us 
any  Mo.,  of  this  kind  of  thing. — Anaheim 
Gazette.  La.  Me. — S.  F.  Chronicle.  O., 
Mich.,  what  Wis.,  dom. 

Some  strong-minded  woman-rights  female 
has  asserted  that  there  will  be  three  women 
to  one  man  in  Heaven.  Looked  at  from  a 
certain  stand-point,  the  matter  presents  a 
very  agreeable  aspect  as  showing  that  the 
anti-mortem  angelic  qualities  of  woman  and 
utter  unworthiness  of  man  are  to  be  properly 
rewarded  in  the  post-mortem  disposition  of 
their  spiritual  essence;  but,  can  it  be  said  to 
be  heaven,  where  two  out  of  every  three  wo- 
man are  forced  to  remain  without  a  man  ? 

A  paper  about  the  size  of  a  juvenile  pocket 
handkerchief  has  made  its  appearance  in  a 
New  York  town,  and  all  advertisements  are 
crowded  out  of  the  first  number  to  make 
room  for  a  half  dozen  articles  on  the  "Usur- 
per Hayes,"  in  which  profanity  and  imbecility 
are  equally  blended.  It  is  hoped  no  one  will 
send  the  President  a  marked  copy.  It  might 
make  him  feel  bad — to  know  that  another 
idiot  has  broken  loose. — Norr.  Herald.  Who 
is  the  "other"  idiot  ?     Yourself? 


Love. — Is  a  translation  from  the  French. 
We  are  inclined  to  quarrel  with  the  title;  we 
think  "Spoons"  would  have  been  a  better 
one.  The  book,  however,  is  very  much  su- 
perior to  the  title.  It  is  an  analytic  disqui- 
sition on  the  sentiment.  It  traces  it  through 
all  its  meanderings  and  shows  how  it  is  ap- 
plied, or  rather  applies  itself,  to  the  various 
businesses  and  pleasures  of  life.  It  shows 
how  the  girls  eat  candy  because  they  love  it; 
how  the  boys  buy  candy  for  the  girls  because 
they  love  them.  It  shows  how  the  brewer 
makes  beer  because  he  loves  money  which 
he  gains  thereby;  how  the  toper  drinks  beer 
because  he  loves  the  exhilerating  influence 
which  it  has  upon  him.  It  shows  how  the 
stock  broker  makes  a  "point"  because  he 
loves  to  gather  in  the  ducats  belonging  to  the 
operator;  how  the  operator  speculates  be- 
cause he  loves  houses,  and  lands,  and  good 
living,  etc. — but  is  too  lazy  to  work  for  them. 
Then  again  it  shows  how  the  feeling  is  culti- 
vated, how  it  is  preserved,  how  it  is  asserted. 
The  author  alleges  that  a  man  cannot  expect 
his  neighbor  to  love  him  if  he  kills  his  spring 
chickens  with  brick  bats,  scalds  his  dog  with 
hot  water,  or  sickens  his  child  with  mock 
turtle  soup.  This  is  a  proposition  so  self- 
evident  yet  so  full  of  subtle  philosophy  that 
we  are  forced  to  lay  the  book  down  and  en- 
joy the  exquisite  pleasure  contained  in  its 
contemplation. 

In  the  Silent  Night. — This  little  work  is,  as 
may  be  inferred  the  title,  a  romance.  The 
romance  commences  with  the  title — we  feel 
almost  inclined  to  assert  that  it  ends  there. 
There  is  no  such  thing  as  the  silent  night. 
Its  silence  is  broken  by  the  yell  of  the  amor- 
ous cat,  the  scream  of  the  colic  struck  baby, 
the  whoop  of  the  drunken  Congressman,  in 
fact  every  immaginable  sort  of  noise — excep- 
ting the  foot-fall  of  the  policeman.  The 
tale  itself  is  a  harrowing  account  of  how  a 
beautiful  young  lady  was  bit,  on  her  nose, 
by  a  viscious  mosquito  while  she  lay  asleep 
"in  the  silent  night.'  How  her  nose  be- 
came inflamed  and  her  lover  after  accusing 
her  of  intemperate  habits  broke  off  their  en- 
gagement instead  of  recommending  her  to 
poultice  the  swollen  probosis.  Eventually, 
however,  things  get  straightened  out  all 
right  in  this  way.  The  bounding  fleas  get 
after  this  inconstant  lover  one  night.  Not 
one  but  fifty;  they  bite  his  face  all  over.  In 
the  morning,  having  been  kept  awake  nearly 
all  night,  he  sleeps  nearly  an  hour  too  long. 
His  landlady  comes  in  to  see  what  is  the 
matter  and  finding  his  face  covered  with  red 
spots  concludes  at  once  that  he  has  the  small 
pox  and  hustles  him  off  to  the  Pest  House 
before  he  has  time  to  expostulate  and  explain. 
The  girl  hears  of  his  illness  and  heroically 
volunteers  to  nurse  him.  Thus  they  are 
brought  together  and  explanations  follow. 
He  knows  how  it  is  himself  now,  and  is  ready 
to  suck  sweetness  off  the  same  stick  of  candy 
with  her.  The  curtain  falls  on  every  body 
happy  and  virtue  rewarded. 
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[Beprlnied  from  the  Banbury  News.] 

Miss    Woodby's    Essay. 


IT  was  conceded  by  all  wlio  heard  it  that 
Miss  "Woodby's  essny  was  an  excellent  produc- 
tion, and  at  the  graduation  exercises  there 
were  a  great  many  listners — attentive  listners,  too, 
with  the  power  of  discrimination  in  such  matters. 
Miss  Woodby  honestly  earned  the  credit.  In  prepar- 
ing the  essay  she  had  worked  conscientiously  and 
hard,  and  und^r  difficulties  that  the  public  could  not 
have  appreciated. 

Fortunately  we  were  in  possession  of  the  facts  in 
this  connection  that  we  now  propose  to  lay  before 
our  readers  that  they  may  judge  for  themselves  of 
the  number  of  thorns  which  not  only  lay  in  Miss 
"Woodby's  road,  but  which  beset  every  path  to  true 
excellence. 

Miss  Woodby  having  devoted  a  week  to  revolving 
over  in  her  mind  the  variety  of  subjects  presenting 
themselves  with  a  view  to  the  selection  of  a  suitable 
topic,  chose  under  the  head  of  moral  improvement. 
On  a  Monday  morning  she  resolved  to  begin  the 
work  of  that  day  as  soon  as  she  reached  home  from 
school.  The  title  selected  was  "True  Nobility." 
Having  a  few  minutes  to  spare  at  noon,  she  got  out 
the  paper,  ana  wrote  down  the  head,  with  some 
pretty  nourishes  beneath  it.  It  was  an  unpropitious 
day  for  the  beginning,  being  wash-day,  and  the 
house  in  the  consequent  disorder  attendant  thereon. 
The  washerwoman's  child,  never  at  the  best  a  rugged 
child,  was  to-day  suffering  from  the  excessive  heat 
and  its  little  body  was  broken  out  with  blotches,  and 
its  little  voice  piped  forth  in  pitiful  protest.  The 
washerwoman  herself  was  more  or  less  influenced 
by  the  suffering  of  her  child,  and  the  effect  of  the 
heat  upon  her  own  body.  She  was  a  little  woman 
with  a  thin  face,  from  which  had  apparently  been 
wrunw  every  hopeful  expectation,  as  though  it  had 
passed  through  a  great  moral  wringer,  and  had  come 
out  in  a  condition  most  complimentary  to  the  thor- 
oughness of  the  process.  It  was  a  waiting  face,  with 
the  shadow  of  a  cross  resting  constantly  upon  it. 

The  crying  of  the  child  was  a  decided  annoyance, 
especially  to  one  striving  to  get  her  mind  into  an 
even  frame  for  thought.  To  Miss  Woodby  the  sounds 
were  most  irritating.     She  said  to  her  mother: 

"What  on  earth  is  the  matter  with  that  imp  to- 
day ?" 

Her  mother  having  her  own  hands  full,  vouchsafed 
no  explanation. 

"I  declare,"  she  ejaculated  a  moment  later,  "if  I 
had  a  brat  like  that  I  would  chokeit." 

And  she  hurried  away  to  school,  to  get  out  of  the 
sound  of  the  noise,  leaving  her  mother  to  attend  to 
the  dinner  dishes. 

Iu  the  afternoon  she  brought  out  her  paper,  found 
a  cool  place  at  an  open  window  for  her  desk,  and 
began  : 

"TKUE    NOBILITY." 

"There  is  the  nobility  of  blood  and  the  nobility  of 
life.  The  former  is  but  an  accident  of  birth;  the  lat- 
ter is  the  result  of  development.  The  former  is  but 
for  the  few;  the  latter  is  for  the  many.  True  nobili- 
ty is  a  life  nobly  lived.  It  comes  neither  from  birth 
nor  from  circumstances.  It  springs  alone  from  the 
heart.  Money  cannot  purchase  it;  education  cannot 
bring  it;  talent  will  not  produce  it.  It  is  a  treasure 
which  every  man  may  possess,  and  yet  its  price  is 
above  rubies," 

At  this  juncture  Miss  "Woodby  was  obliged  to  take 
a  long  pause  to  rearrange  her  thoughts,  and  while 
thts  engaged,  her  little  brother  appeared  at  the  door. 
Miss  Woodby  looked  up  impatiently. 

"Don't  come  in  here,"  she  commanded. 

"I  want  my  hat." 

"Well,  get  it  and  leave  at  once." 

"You  needn't  be  so  cross,"  he  said. 

"If  you  don't  leave  at  once  I'll  make  you,"  she 
declared. 

He  got  his  hat  with  all   the  speed   possible,  but  on 
leaving  had  the  satisfaction  of  screaming  out. 
"Mean  thing  !" 

And  slammed  the  door  with  all  his  might.     It  was 


fully  fifteen  minutes  before  Miss  Woodby  was  suffi- 
ciently composed  to  renew  her  work.  Then  she 
wrote : 

"It  is  a  jewel  whose  lustre  grows  brighter  with 
every  day  of  its  use.  It  is  a  possession  that  time  can- 
not wear;  that  misfortune  cannot  diminish,  that  no 
combination  of  circumstances  can  rob  us  of.  The 
hardest  battle  is  the  fight  against  self.  The  grandest 
victory  is  the  triumph  over  self.  There  can  be  no 
true  education  where  self  denial  is  not  accomplished. 
Self  degrades — " 

Just  then  Miss  Woodby's  mother  came  to  the  room 
to  tell  her  to  put  away  her  clothes  that  had  just  been 
ironed. 

"I  can't  bother  about  that  just  now,"  said  Miss 
Woodby. 

"But  they  are  in  my  way." 

"Gracious!  how  can  I  write  or  do  anything  if  I've 

got  to  be  jumping  up  every  minute?"    demanded  the 

young  authoress,  in  a  tone  of  very  proper  resentment. 

Mrs.  Woodby  withdrew  her   tired   body  and  went 

back  to  her  work  with  a  sigh. 

"I  don't  see  what  makes  ma  act  so  contrary," 
murmured  Miss  Woodby  to  herself.  "She  could 
put  away  those  things  herself  if  she  cared  to  be  any 
way  accommodating."  Then  she  bent  her  mind 
again  to  the  task  of  composition.  Before  she  could 
get  in  order  to  commit  matter  to  the  page,  tea  was 
announced.  After  tea  her  mother  asked  her  to  clear 
the  table  and  wash  the  dishes,  but  she  had  to  think, 
and  concluded  to  do  this.  She  inquired,  with  con- 
siderable reason,  if  she  was  expected  to  do  everything 
on  earth,  and  get  an  essay  ready,  too?  She  went  out 
and  sat  under  a  tree  until  the  table  was  cleared,  and 
then  she  brought  out  her  manuscript  and  continued: 
"Self  deadens  the  better  instincts,  and  makes  him 
who  yields  thereto  a  torture  to  himself  aud  a  burden 
to  those  about  him.  True  nobility  is  to  care  for 
others,  to  give  up  self,  to  lose  your  own  will  in  the 
will  of  those  depending  upon  you.  He  who  is  with- 
out self  will  be  patient  in  trouble,  calm  in  trial, 
trusting  in  adversity,  temperate  in  prosperity.  His 
heart  is  ever  open  to  the  cry  of  the  burdened;  his 
hand  is  ever  ready  to  minister  to  the  afflicted.  No 
thought  of  himself,  no  care  for  his  own  advancement, 
is  ever  allowed  to  stand. in  the  way  of  others.  'In 
honor  prefering  one  another,'  is  the  motto  of  his 
life,  the  guide  of  his  every  act." 

At  this  juncture  the  baby  sister  of  Miss  Woodby 
climbed  upon  a  chair  at  the  table  to  see  what  she  was 
doing.  The  child  was  afflicted  by  the  heat,  she  had 
no  amusement,  and  no  company,  and  she  climbed  up 
to  see  what  was  going  on.  The  white  paper  and 
moving  pen  interested  her-  More  than  that  they 
absorbed  her  very  soul. 

"Oh!"  she  exclaimed  in  a  paroxysm  of  excitement. 
"What  are  you  doing  up  here  ?"    explosively  cries 
Miss  Woodby.     "Get  down  from  that  table  instantly 
and  take  yourself  out  of  sight." 

The  great  round  eyes  are  filled  with  tears  and  the 
the  lips  of  the  girl  baby  trembled. 

Miss  Woodby  could  have  cried  with  vexation. 
"What  for  pity  sake  can  ma   be  thinking  of   to  let 
you  come  here  to  bother  the  life  out  of  me?  Go  away 
this  minute  or  I'll  slap  you." 

The  child  scrambled  down  and  toddled  away  to 
find  her  mother,  crying  aloud  with  the  pain  of  disap- 
pointment. The  mother  being  out  on  the  front  stoop 
to  catch  a  breath  of  fresh  air,  heard  the  cry  and  hur- 
ried to  meet  and  comfort  the  child.  In  her  wearied 
lap  she  took  the  baby,  and  listened  to  its  story,  and 
kissed  it  back  to  a  quiet,  broken  only  by  an  occa- 
sional half  suppressed  sobs  from  its  quivering  lips. 
Miss  Woodby  being  left  uninterrupted,  started  her 
pen — 

"No  storm  can  reach  him.  He  stands  immovable 
before  every  onslaught  from  the  world.  True  to  him- 
self, true  to  his  God,  true  to  every  prompting  of  duty 
his  inner  life  is  like  the  mountain  lake  in  the  sun- 
shine of  a  mid-summer  day— reflecting  within  its 
pure  unruffled  bosom  the  bright  heaven  above." 

This  was  a  very  fine  passage,  and  Miss  Woodby 
was  nearly  an  hour  in  perfecting  it,  including  the 
interruption  of  getting  a  light,  as  her  mother  was 
not  present  to  do  it  for  her. 

She  was  reading  this  paragraph  over  for  the  fourth 
time,  with  abounding  satisfaction,  when  her  brother, 
with  a  neighboring  boy  came  "trooping"  in.  He 
brought  in  the  other  boy  to  show  him  a  book  that 
had  been  given  him.     He  approached  the  table  with 


the  enthusiasm   peculiar  to  youth,  and  with  noisy 
hospitality  observed  : 

Bring  up  a  chair,  Bill,  and  look  at  the  pictures." 
Charles!"  exclaimed  his  sister,  almost  paralyzed 
by  the  audacity  of  this  movement,  "don't  you  see 
I'm  writing?" 

What  of  that?"  he  surlily  demanded,  "I  ain't  a 
touching  you,  am  I?" 

'But  you  bother  me,  and  I  wont  stand  it.  Now 
you  just  take  your  book  away." 

This  was  very  pleasant  for  "Bill"  who  had  come 
in  to  spend  the  evening  and  improve  his  mind. 

"I  guess  I'll  show  Bill  this  book  if  I  want  to," 
sputtered  Charles. 

"You  won't  shew  it  here,  I  can  tell  you." 
"But  we  won't  make  a  bit  of   noise,  will  we  Bill?" 
cried  Charles,  to  the  great  distress  of   Bill,  who  was 
quite  overwhelmed  by  the  reference  to  himself. 

"I  tell  you  I  won't  have  you  here,  anyway,"  re- 
torted his  sister,  growing  white  with  passion.  "Are 
you  going  to  leave,  or  shall  I  help  you?" 

"There  was  such  an  ominous  expression  to  both 
the  voice  and  face,  that  Bill  involuntarily  shrank  to 
to  the  door,  while  the  angered  Charles,  none  the  less 
impressed  with  the  advisability  of  departing,  threw 
down  the  book  with  a  slam  on  the  table,  requested 
his  sister,  with  great  feeling,  to  go  to  blazes,  and  es- 
caped with  his  companion.  A  moment  later  she  was 
restored  to  composure  by  the  sublimity  of  her  theme. 
She  wrote — 

"True  nobility  is  a  life  concentrated  to  the  weal  of 
others.  There  can  come  no  true  nobility  without 
this  concentration.  And  that,  to  be  effective,  must 
lean  upon  a  higher  power  than  aught  of  this  earth. 
God  must  be  in  it  to  make  it  a  power.  Without  His 
help  it  is  impossible  to  overcome  self.  Set  the  mark 
as  high  as  we  may,  human  weakness  will  prevent  its 
attainment.  Only  in  Him  and  through  Him  can  we 
sise  to  this  nobility." 

Hereupon  finding  it  was  getting  late,  Miss  Woodby 
put  up  her  writing  and  retired  to  bed. 

Immediately  after  eating  her  breakfast  the  next 
morning  she  hurried  to  her  room  and  began  again. 
Her  mother  told  her  she  would  want  her  to  help  in 
clearing  off  the  breakfast  table,  and  she  felt  she 
could  not  spare  the  time,  and  took  advantage  of  her 
parent's  absence  from  the  table  to  getaway.  She 
wrote : 

"But  we,  ourselves,  must  strive.  He  will  not  make 
this  better  life  for  us,  but  if  we  are  determined  to 
reach  it,  He  will  help  us.  The  secret  of  success  is 
care  for  little  things,  the  attending  conscientiously 
to  the  performance  of  the  smallest  duties.  That 
duty  which  comes  first,  whatever  it  may  be,  is  the 
one  to  be  performed.  That  claim  which  is  the  first 
presented  upon  us  is  the  one  to  honor, 

At  this  point  in  the  essay  the  door  opened  and  her 
brother  presented  himself.  He  had  not  forgotten 
the  episode  of  the  night  before.  He  surlily  ob- 
served. 

"Ma  wants  you  to  comb  my  hair  and  tie  my  bow, 
so  I  can  get  ready  for  school." 

"It  ain't  time  for  you  to  go  to  school  yet,  in  an 
hour,  and  you  know  it,"  she  impatiently  replied. 

"Well,  don't  I  wan't  to  go  out  in  the  street?"  he 
demanded.  "You  don't  s'pose  I  am  going  to  stay  in 
the  house  all  the  time?" 

"I  don't  care  where  you  stay  or  what  you  do.  I 
am  not  going  to  leave  my  work  to  bother  with  you, 
and  if  you  want  to  go  away  and  play,  you  can  go  as 
you  are,  or  stay  in-doors  till  I  get  ready  to  attend  to 
you." 

"I  won't  stay  in." 

"Then  let  ma  comb  your  hair.  I'll  comb  it  with  a 
chair  if  you  don't  get  outof  my  sight.  You're  enough 
to  drive  a  saintmad." 

Whether  this  econium  to  his  qualities  was  all  he 
desired,  is  not  known,  but  he  left;  and  reported  to 
his  mother  the  result  of  the  errand,  and  pestered  her 
until  she  dropped  her  work  and  made  him  ready  for 
the  street. 

"I  wish  your  sister's  essay  was  in  the  fire,"  she 
was  driven  to  say. 

Before  Miss  Woodby  could  commence  again,  a  fel- 
low pupil  called,  and  the  time  till  school  was  taken 
up  in  conversation  upon  the  graduation  toilets. 

In  the  afternoon  she  got  down  to  work  at  the  sit- 
ting-room window. 

"Looking  afar  off  to  the  accomplishment  of  some 
great  service,  while  little  helpful  things  at  our  hand 
are  left  undone,  is  not  the  way  to  seek  true  nobility. 
Every  day  should  be  set  apart  to  duty.  It  should  be 
set  apart  to  duty.  It  should  be  entered  upon  with  a 
firm  determination  to  slight  nothing,  to  avail  our- 
selves of  everything  that  will  tend  to  make  those 
about  us  happier  and  better.  Thus  determined,  and 
with  an  unbroken  reliance  on  Providence,  success 
must  come." 

A  sudden  movement  in  the  yard  beneath  the  win- 
dow attracted  her  attention.  She  looked  out  and 
beheld  her  brother  and  two  other  boys  playing  on 
the  grass.     A  dark  frown  settled  on  her  face. 

"Charles!"  she  cried,  "go  away  from  there  with 
your  noise." 
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you.' 


"Go  way?"  he  repeated.     "What  are  we   doing  to 

a  ?  " 

■'l'ou  are  disturbing  me  in.  my  writing.  Go  on  the 
other  side  of  the  house." 

"But  the  sun  is  there." 

"I  don't  care  if  it  is;  it  won't  hurt  you." 

"Why  don't  you  go  somewhere  else  to  write?"  he 
saucily  inquired, 

"Don't  you  be  impudent  to  me,  young  man,  or  I'll 
come  out  there  and  pull  your  ears  for  you.  Go  away 
at  once,  I  tell  you." 

"Come  on,  boys,"  he  suddenly  cried,  jumping  up, 
"let's  go  away  from  the  cross  old  stick.  Wc  don't 
ask  any  odds  of  her." 

And  they  trooped  off. 

Miss  Woodby  could  have  almost  cried  at  the  un- 
generous speech,  she  was  so  vexed. 

"The  selfish  imp,"  she  whispered  to  her  wounded 
heart,  referring  to  her  rude  brother. 

Then  she  resumed  her  place  at  the  writing  and 
continued: 

"Is  it  not  worth  the  battle?  Is  not  a  triumph  which 
shall  bring  ourselves  into  subjection  to  the  better  im- 
pulses of  our  nature,  and  bring  sunshine  into  the 
lives  of  those  with  whom  we  come  in  contact  some- 
thing to  be  proud  of  and  rejoice  over?  How  debasing 
is  the  selfish  life  in  comparison  to  this.  How  insig- 
nificant and  unworthy  appear  the  things  of  the  world 
in  contrast  to  the  glory  of  a  pure,  unselfish,  gener- 
ous life?  How  can  one  content  himself  to  live  only 
for  the  advancement  of  self?  To  grovel  in  the  dust 
rather  than  to  mount  to  the  clouds?  Dear  friend, 
would  you  be  at  peace,  would  you  be  happy,  would 
you  be  honored  by  others,  would  you  be  lifted  God- 
ward?  Then  commence  to-night  seeking  the  welfare 
of  uthers  rather  than  yourself ,  and  thus  reach  TRUE 
NOBILITY." 

Everybody  at  the  exercises  was  pleased  with  the 
essay;  and  many  a  young  man  of  noble  impulses 
looked  upon  the  fair  authoress  and  wished  in  the 
very  depths  of  his  heart  that  he  might  have  such  a 
one  for  a  life  companion. 

Miss  Woodby  is  going  into  the  country  with  a  fel- 
low pupil,  next  week,  to  spend  the  heated  term  be- 
neath the  cool  trees  and  by  the  side  of  the  running 
brooks.  Her  mother  will  often  be  cheered  amid  her 
family  cares  by  breezy  letters,  without  doubt. 

[  THE  END.  I 


She  Knew  Her  Business. 

"When  Collins  went  home  to  dinner  Monday 
he  found  the  house  tenantless,  the  cook-stove 
cold,  and  there  was  a  lonesome  look  about 
that  part  of  the  Monday  washing  still  left  in 
the  tubs  in  the  summer  kitchen.  Hurrying 
through  to  the  back  yard  he  saw  his  wife 
braced  against  the  fence,  holding  to  the  end 
of  a  broken  clothes-line  to  keep  the  newly- 
washed  garments  from  the  ground. 

"You  have  got  here  at  last  have  you!"  ex- 
claimed the  wife  as  she  caught  sight  of   him. 

"Yes,  I'm  here — what's  the  matter?"  he 
repeated. 

"Here  I've  been  holding  this  broken  line 
for  over  an  hour — over  a  full  hour,  sir!"  she 
snapped.  "I  was  determined  to  die  right 
here  before  I'd  let  these  clothes  down !" 

"But  why  didn't  you  call  some  one?"  he 
innocently  inquired,  "There's  that  new  fam- 
ily next  door — the  woman  would  have  come 
over  in  a  minute." 

"Woman  next  door,  you  big  idiot  you! 
Hasn't  she  been  peeking  around  for  two 
weeks  to  see  my .  wash,  and  d'ye  think  I'd 
give  her  a  chance  to  come  over  here  and  see 
for  herself  whether  the  sleeves  of  my  night- 
gown were  pieced  down  with  unbleached 
cotton!  You  don't  know  anything,  sir,  and 
you  make  tracks  for  a  piece  of  rope,  sir!" 

"Well,  I  swan!"  growled  Collins  as  he 
"tracked." 


Persons  sending  communications  inteu 
ded  for  the  editorial  or  artistic  departments 
of  this  paper  will  please  address  the  same  to 
The  Editor. 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,  $4  a  year.   Thirty- 
five  cents  a  month  by  carriers. 


53^"No  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  Dame  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Lemuel. — The  -word  "buss"  is  tar-flat 
French  for  lip  osculation. 

Lafayette. — No,  sir.  You  cannot  make 
the  journey  from  this  city  to  Paris  by  tele- 
graph. 

Rarus. — You  are  right  a  man  may  wear 
good  shoes  and  yet  be  unable  to  write  good 
poetry. 

Nettie. — The  book  "French  without  a 
Master,"  is  not  a  history  of  the  downfall  of 
Napoleon  III.     It  is  an  educational  work. 

Comp. — There  is  no  machine  yet  invented 
which  can  lay  eggs,  but  a  literary  jackinapes 
is  somtimes  permitted  to  write  short  editori- 
als. 

Alex. — A  man  who  rolls  out  of  bed  three 
times  in  one  night  must  be  troubled  with  a 
bad  conscience,  or  beer,  or  something  of  that 
sort. 

Fremont. — The  wheels  used  on  railroad 
cars  required  to  be  renewed  about  once  a 
year  The  wheels  of  fortune,  however,  last 
longer. 

Music. — Your  head  may  be  level,  your 
memory  good,  and  your  hat  new,  but  you 
will  surely  fail  to  fatten  a  horse  on  fried  cu- 
bumber. 

Lapeer — Arithmetical  tables  were  never 
intended  to  be  used  for  dining  room  pur- 
poses, and  would  be  altogether  unsuitable 
for  such  a  place. 

Toots. — We  don't  know  the  name  of  the 
author  of  the  lines: 

Bring  me  a  dish  of  scolloped  onions. 

And  a  pair  of  boots  that  won't  hurt  my  bunions. 

Gertie. — Gen.  McComb  was  not  in  com- 
mand of  the  American  army  at  the  battle  of 
Solferino.  It  was  Gen.  Lewis,  a  well  known, 
battle  scared,  and  distinguished  soldier. 

Smith. — You  do  us  honor  ever  much,  sir. 
We  are  neither  a  bank  nor  a  charitable  insti- 
tution, consequently  we  won't  lend  you  rive 
dollars.  You  came  to  the  wrong  place  Mr. 
Smith. 

Gowan. — There  is  no  difference  between  a 
square  foot  and  a  foot  square,  but  there  is 
often  a  wide  difference  between  two  feet. 
One  may  be  a  number  nine  and  the  other  a 
number  three. 

Augusta.— We  know  of  no  law,  State  or 
Federal,  by  which  a  man  can  be   compelled 


to  eat  tough  beefsteak.  If  your  boarding- 
house  keeper  says  there  is  tell  her  she  is  a 
"Jim  Anderson." 

Reader. — The  laws  of  Kentucky  authorize 
a  married  man  to  light  the  fire  in  the  morn- 
ing, but  there  is  no  law  enacted  there  or  else- 
where which  is  intended  to  deprive  a  woman 
of  the  right  to  look  in  the  mirror  as  often  as 
her  vanity  prompts  her. 


Behold  the  Weeds. 


BY  H.   C.   BUNXEK. 


[Being  the  plaint  of  Adolphe  Culpepper  Ferguson, 
salesman  of  Fancy  Notions,  held  in  durance  of  his 
landlady  for  a  failure  to  connect  on  Saturday  night 
last.] 

I. 
I  would  that  all  men  my  hard  case  might  know; 

How  grieviously  I  suffer  for  no  sin: 
I,  Adolphe  Culpepper  Ferguson,  for  lo! 
I  of  my  landlady  am  locked  in, 
For  being  short  on  this  sad  Saturday, 
Nor  having  shekels  of  silver  wherewith  to  pay; 
She  has  turned  and  is  departed  with  my  key; 
Wherefore,  not  even  as  other  boarders  free, 

I  sing  (as  prisoners  to  their  dungeon-stones 
When  for  ten  days  they  expiate  a  spree) : 

Behold  the  deeds  that  are  done  of  Mrs.  Jones! 

II. 
One  night  and  one  day  have  I  wept  my  woe; 

Nor  wot  I,  when  the  morrow  doth  begin, 
If  I  shall  have  to  write  to  Briggs  &  Co., 
To  pray  them  to  advance  the  requisite  tin 
For  ransom  of  their  salesman,  that  he  may 
Go  forth  as  other  boarders  go  away — 

As  those  I  hear  now  flocking  from  their  tea, 
Led  by  the  daughter  of  my  landlady 

Piano-ward.     This  day,  for  all  my  moans, 
Dry  bread  and  water  have  been  served  me. 
Behold  the  deeds  that  are  done  of  Mrs.  Jones! 

III. 
Miss  Amabel  Jones  is  musical,  and  so 

The  heart  of  the  young  he-boarder  doth  win, 
Playing  ''The  Maiden's  Prayer,"  adagio — 
That  fetcheth  him,  as  fetcheth  the  banco  skin 
The  innocent  rustle.     For  my  part,  I  pray: 
That  Ba,darjewska  maid  may  wait  for  aye 
Ere  sits  she  with  a  lover,  as  did  we 
Once  sit  together,  Amabel!     Can  it  be 

That  all  that  arduous  wooing  not  atones 
For  Saturday  shortness  of  trade  dollars  three  ? 
Behold  the  deeds  that  are  done  of  Mrs.  Jones! 

rv. 

Yea!  she  forgets  the  arm  was  wont  to  go 

Around  her  waist.  She  wears  a  buckle,  whose  pin 
Oalleth  the  crook  of  the  young  man's  elbow. 

I  forget  not,  for  I  that  youth  have  been. 
Smith  was  aforetime  the  Lothario  gay. 
Yet  once,  I  mind  me,  Smith  was  forced  to  stay 
Close  in  his  room.     Not  calm,  as  I,  was  he, 
But  his  noise  brought  no  pleasaunce,  verily, 

Small  ease  he  got  of  playing  on  the  bones 
Or  hammering  on  his  stove-pipe,  that  I  see. 

Behold  the  deeds  that  are  done  of  Mrs.  Jones! 


Thou,  for  whose  fear  the  figurative  crow 

I  eat,  accursed  be  thou  and  all  thy  kin! 
Thee  will  I  show  up — yea,  up  will  I  show 

Thy  too  thick  buckwheats,  and  thy  tea  too  thin. 
Ay!  here  I  dare  thee,  ready  for  the  fray; 
Thou  dost  not  "keep  a  first-class,"  I  say! 
It  does  not  with  the  advertisement  agree. 
Thou  lodgest  a  Briton  with  a  puggaree, 

And  thou  hast  harbored  Jacobses  and  Cohns, 
Also  a  Mulligan.     Thus  denounce  I  thee! 

Behold  the  deeds  that  are  done  of  Mrs.  Jones! 


Boarders!  the  worst  I  have  not  to  yee: 

She  hath  stolen  my  trowsers,  that  I  may  not  flee 

Privily  by  the  window.     Hence  these  groans. 
There  is  no  fleeing. in, a„ro^e  de  nuit. 

Behold  the  deeds  that  are  done  of  Mrs.  Jones! 


»■*»*■ ' 


r^i  /-^Sfeif 


— W^B— — W^^WWWP— ^^M^WBPPWWWPPPWHWP- |M *  — 


yS'jp) 


■ 


gg       &       g         CV 


90 


THE    ILLUSTEATED    WASP. 


(^ 


Tlic  Very  Freshest  American  nmiior 

The  man  who  makes  a  motion  to  adjourn 
is  not  necessarily  adjournalist. 

An  infant  should  never  be  allowed  to  wear 
its  wail  on  the  street. — Phila.  Chronicle. 

Why  is  Old  Probs  so  deceptive  ?  Because, 
perhaps  he's  a  Myerage. — Rochester  Demo- 
crat. 

In  Spanish  liberty  is  "libertad.".  Think, 
says  Spikes,  of  planting  libertad-poles. — N. 
Y.  Graphic. 

The  much  despised  cook  deserves  to  rank 
with  Columbus  a  great  dish-coverer. — Yon- 
kers  Gazette. 

Utah  advices  state  that  the  town  of  Alta 
was  destroyed  by  fire.  How  is  that  for  high ! 
Flint  Journal. 

A  squall  on  the  sea  is  called  a  stress  of 
weather,  but  a  squaller  on  the  land  is  known 
as  a  songstress. 

To  young  ladies :  How  to  make  an  impres- 
sion at  the  seaside — Sit  down  in  the  wet  sand. 
—N.  Y.  Com.  Adv. 

Women  love  flowers  and  birds.  They  are, 
however,  not  so  partial  to  swallows  as  the 
men  are. — JV.  Y.  News. 

All  the  nice  boys  have  their  hair  closely 
lawn-mowed.  It  stabs  the  flies  to  death,  and 
bothers  the  mosquitos. 

Maltkeat  a  polieceman  and  he  will  arrest 
you.  Put  an  extra  t  in  and  malttreat  him, 
and  he  rather  likes  it. — Oil  City  Derrick. 

In  Paris  unclaimed  dogs  are  strung  up  by 
the  functionaries. — Ex.  This  is  better,  per- 
haps, than  if  they  were  strung  up  the  tail. — 
Camden  Post. 

A  woman  has  to  settle  a  man's  coffee  with 
the  white  of  an  egg,  but  she  can  settle  hi3 
hash  with  a  look. — Henpecked  editor  of  the 
Glasgow  Times. 

John  writes  to  ask  "if  old  Boreas  ever  had 
any  wives?"  Certainly,  didn't  your  ever  read 
about  the  "Merry  Wives  of  Wind-sir?" — 
Whitehall  Times. 

The  boy  who  will  ride  around  all  day  on  a 
velocipede  considers  himself  terribly  imposed 
upon  if  he  has  to  wheel  his  baby  sister  two 
or  three  blocks. 

The  field  spider  now  spins  his  airy  drapery 
over  the  nose  and  guttoral  organs  of  the 
tramp.  Many  and  rare  are  the  pleasures  of 
the  country! — Norwich  Bulletin. 

An  Indianapolis  man  gave  his  poor,  starved 
horse  two  miserable  nubbins  of  corn  and  five 
or  six  blades  of  hay,  remarking  as  he  did  so, 
"Thar,  now,  eat  till  you  bust." 

A  man  can't  be  talked  to  death  in  Georgia 
on  Sunday.  They  have  a  law  down  there 
obliging  the  barber  shops  to  suspend  busi- 
ness on  the  Lord's  day. — Breakjasl  Table. 


Gilmore's  band  was  a  failure  in  Paris,  and 
it  did  not  pay  expenses  in  Oil  City.  We  sub- 
mit therefore  that  the  title  "Paris  of  Ameri- 
ca" properly  rests  with  us. — Oil  City  Derrick. 

The  small  boy  looks  with  longing  eyes, 

Upon  the  apple  green; 
He  will  not  touch  them  if  he's  wise. 
Lurking  in  the  core  there  lies 

Colic  and  cramp  unseen. 

— Meriden  Recorder. 

Whenever  a  backwoods  subscriber  sends 
his  editor  a  watermelon  the  paper  comes  out 
on  a  half  sheet  the  next  Saturday  with  an 
apolog}'  about  printing  'lawyer's  briefs. — 
Ex. 

A  fat  take — taking  a  two  hundred  pound 
lady  to  the  altar. — Camden  Post.  There  is 
no  mis-take  when  you  bring  her  back  again, 
if  the  parson  did  his  duty  like  a  man. — N.  Y. 
News. 

Chicago  has  commenced  to  arrest  tramps 
and  fine  them  §100  a  piece.  Nothing  makes 
a  tramp  feel  so  wretched  as  to  make  him 
hand  over  twenty  five-dollar  bills. — Detroit 
Free  Press. 

A  Buffalo  doctor  stipulates  that  his  pro- 
fessional card  shall  be  inserted  just  above 
the  death  notices.  We  suppose  he  respect- 
fully refers  to  the  names  which  follow. — New 
Haven  Register. 

Lady  (giving  an  apple  to  little  boy):  "Give 
this  apple  to  the  one  of  us  three  here  whom 
you  think  the  handsomest."  The  boy  looked 
for  a  moment  at  all  three  ladies,  took  the 
apple,  and — ate  it. 

A  countrj'  girl  on  being  asked  if  she  knew 
what  a  fashionable  reception  was,  replied: 
"It  is  a  gathering  of  the  sexes  where  women 
gossip  with  women  on  the  latest  fashion,  and 
with  men  on  the  latest  scandal." — N.  Y. 
Mail. 

"The  sun  rises  in  the  east,"  explained  the 
teacher.  "Yes,  an'  there's  suthin'  rises  in 
the  west,  too,"  chimed  in  one  of  the  smaller 
boys.  "Well,  what  is  it?"  asked  the  school- 
ma'am.  "Injuns!"  shouted  the  urchin. — 
Chicago  Journal. 

An  Irishman  found  a  potato  bug  walking 
over  him  the  other  evening,  and  when  his 
wife  came  forward  to  kill  the  ugly  baste  wid 
a  broomstick  he  exclaimed:  "Whist,  ye  ould 
fool,  let  the  baste  alone  ;  he  thinks  I'm 
Murphy. — N.  Y.  Com.  Adv. 

The  Saturday  Review  has  tackled  "Poor 
Old  Robinson  Crusoe,"  and  rakes  out  a  few 
incongruities  to  prove  that  he  didn't  keep  his 
log  exactly  right.  But  what  if  there  be  here 
or  there  an  occasional  Foe  Pas  in  the  delight- 
ful old  book. — Phila.  Bulletin. 

"Those  little  ones  at  home"  is  a  dear, 
sweet  song.  We  love  to  sing  it,  because  it 
reminds  us  of  the  condensed  milk,  and  the 
teething  ring,  and  the  woolly  dog,  and  the 
peppermint  drops,  and  the  velocipede,  and 
the  castor  oil,  and  the  other  triflng  matters 
that  are  wanted  on  the  premises. 

"Of  all  the  poets,  darling  one, 

Who've  rhapsodized  of  love, 
Which  one  evokes  your  ardent  praise 

All  other  bards  above  ?" 
And  as  he  took  her  in  his  arms 

And  kissed  her  o'er  and  o'er, 
She  spake  in  tones  of   ecstacy, 

"0  Tommy,  give  me  Moore!" 

Tonlcers  Gazette. 

Wivhs  are  of  some  use  in  Rhode  Island,  if 
not  in  an}'  other  State  of  the  Union,  A  fore- 
ign-born citizen  cannot  vote  in  Little  Rliody 
unless  he  owns  property  to  the  amount  of 
$134,  but  the   Supreme   Court  has  recently 


decided  that  if  his  wife  owns  that  amount  he 
can  vote  just  the  same  as  if  the  money  or 
property  were  his  own. 

Judge  Hilton  is  not  the  ODly  one  who  has 
failed  in  his  particular  line.  Certain  railroad 
managers  in  England  tried  the  experiment  of 
putting  coaches  on  their  roads  for  the  exclusive 
use  of  ladies.  It  is  needless  to  say  that  these 
coaches  were  soon  withdrawn  and  the  reason 
was  lack  of  patronage.  Better  is  a  smokey 
carriage  with  a  man  therein  than  smokeless 
solitude  where  he  is  not. 

We  don't  know  that  any  man  ever  owned 
an  umbrella  for  two  years.  That  is,  the  same 
one.  If  there  is  such  a  man  in  the  country, 
we  should  be  pleased  to  receive  his  name 
name  and  address,  not  necessarily  for  publi- 
cation, but  merely  as  a  guarantee  of  good 
faith.  We  think  he  would  be  a  curiosity, 
and  would,  furthermore,  be  quite  an  acquisi- 
tion to  some  traveling  show.  Besides,  we 
should  like  to  borrow  his  umbrella. 

Just  before  the  public  schools  in  New  Ha- 
ven closed  for  vacation,  a  lady  teacher  in  one 
of  the  departments  gave  out  the  word  "fob" 
for  her  class  to  spell.  After  it  was  spelled, 
as  was  her  custom,  she  asked  the  meaning  of 
it.  No  one  knew.  The  teacher  then  told 
the  class  she  had  one,  and  was  the  only  one 
in  the  room  that  did.  After  a  little  while  a 
hand  went  hesitatingly  up.  Teacher — "Well, 
what  is  it?"  "Please,  ma'am,  it's  a  beau." — 
Danbury  News. 

A  party  of  serenaders  halted  on  Boundary 
street  the  other  night,  touched  the  light  gui- 
tar and  struck  up,  with  great  feeling,  "Come 
where  my  love  liesdreaming"  and  then  a  great 
bush-headed  wretch,  forty- eight  years  old, 
with  a  beard  like  a  thicket,  leaned  out  of  the 
window  and  said,  in  a  loud,  coarse,  unfeel- 
ing manner,  "Young  gentlemen,  you  mis- 
take, she  isn't  dreaming.  Far  from  her  be 
it  to  dream,  or  even  sleep.  She's  sitting  on 
the  back  porch,  with  her  feet  in  a  tub  of  cis- 
tern water,  drinking  iced  lemonade  and  fight- 
ing musquitos  with  a  palm-leaf  fan,  and  she 
isn't  dressed  for  company.  Sing  something 
true."  But  long  ere  he  ceased  to  speak,  the 
summer  night  was  still,  the  front  yard  was 
empty,  and  voice  of  the  passel  tree  and  harp 
no  more  awoke  the  night  in  melody. — Hawk- 
eye. 

The  Adonis  who  presides  over  the  pestle 
was  explaining  to  an  incredulous  old  lady 
that  "Aqua  Pura,  ad  lib. /'meant  "Quinine" 
when  a  darkey,  with  a  hod  in  his  hand  and 
his  clothes  festooned  with  whitewash,  entered 
the  store,  and,  leaning  the  hod  against  the 
show-case  eagerly  asked:  "Is  dis  de  place 
whar  dey  suscribes  descriptions,  sah  ?"  The 
clerk  stepped  back  two  feet  and  answered: 
"Yes,  my  friend;  this  establishment  devoted 
to  the  compounding  of  prescriptions."  "No 
sah,  no,  sah,"  interrupted  the  descendant  of 
Ham;  "no  poundin'  sah.  But  Deacon  John- 
son— ole  Petah  Johnson ;  p'r'aps  you'se 
'quainted  wid  'im — he's  in  de  carpet-shakin' 
line — he  tole  me  to  git  somefln'  heah  what'll 
cure  de  disflammation  ob  de  congestions,  sah. 
I  hab  a  pow'ful  sight  ob  pain,  and  he  tole 
me  to  git  someobdese  heah  settlers  powders 
So  if  you'se  got  'nuff  you  kin  give  me  'bout 
free  cents  wuth."  The  clerk  explained  that 
one  dime  would  foot  the  bill — he  couldn't 
make  "free  cents  wuth,"  and  the  darkey 
went  down  in  his  pants  for  a  shin-plaster. 
He  received  the  sedlitz  powders  and  retired 
to  the  back  room  to  prepare  the  dose.  In 
about  a  minute  an  astonished  darkey,  with 
eyes  bulging  out  and  froth  foaming  from 
mouth  and  nose,  darted  out  of  theroom,  and 
with  a  whoop  sprang  over  the  counter,  knock- 
ing cologne  bottles  right  and  left  as  he  went. 
He  had  mixed  the  powders  internally.  Only 
this,  and  nothing  more. — Norrislown  Herald. 
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— George  Elliot,  the  novelist,  will  soon  be 
sixty  rears  old.  And  a  fine  hearty  old  man 
they  say  he  is. 

— A  man  named  Record  has  been  arrested 
at  Santa  Rosa  for  embezzlement.  This  is, 
we  think,  a  bad  record. 

— There  are  no  tramps  in  the  ricinity  of 
New  Orleans  just  at  present.  Couldn't  we 
spare  a  few  to  send  down  that  way. 

— If  you  want  delicious  corn  bread — well 
the  best  thing  we  can  advise  you  to  do  is  to 
make  it,  or  get  some  one  to  make  it  for  you. 

— We  observe  a  disposition  on  the  part  of 
the  people  of  this  city  to  let  ex  equal  a  large 
number  of  the  members  of  the  last  legisla- 
ture. 

— E.  Hook  took  his  seat  in  the  Oakland 
City  Council  on  Monday  evening  last,  and 
now  the  question  arises,  is  this  a  case  of 
hooking  a  seat. 

— A  contemporary  heads  an  article  "What 
to  teach  our  girls."  If  you  inquire  into  the 
matter  you  will  perhaps  find  that  the  girls 
can  teach  you. 

— We  are  authorized  to  deny  the  rumor 
that  Senator  Sharon  is  a  lineal  descendent  of 
a  man  with  a  very  similar  name  who  is  spoken 
of  in  the  scriptures. 

— Tender  are  invited  for  the  supply  of  three 
pairs  of  spectacles  of  such  a  nature  as  will 
enable  the  Police  Commissioners  to  see  them- 
selves as  others  see  them. 

— A  Florida  farmer  fainted  in  the  barn 
yard  and  the  hogs  made  a  lunch  off  his  legs. 
We  are  not  aware  whether  they  were  two-leg- 
ged free  lunch  hogs  or  not. 

— A  contemporary  asserts  that  the  Marquis 
of  Lome  and  his  wife  are  at  Kissingen. 
Well,  we  suppose  a  man  and  his  wife  have  a 
right  to  kiss  agin  if  they  want  to. 

— A  man  named  Archer,  residing  in  Santa 
Cruz,  took  a  club  to  his  wife  the  other  day, 
and  the  Press  reports  itthis  way:  "An  arch- 
ery club  has  been  formed  at  Santa  Cruz." 

— A  Cincinnati  exchange  publishes  the  fol- 
lowing remarkable  item:  "Mr.  Jas.  A.  Dick- 
son, of  Boston,  struck  the  town  Thursday." 
Who  was  hurt  most,  the  town  or  Mr.  Dick- 
son? 

— Henry  Ward  Beecher  says  knowledge  is 
power.  H'm.  Henry  says  a  great  many 
things  besides  his  prayers;  but  he  believes  in 


the  power  of  twenty   dollar   gold  pieces   all 
the  same. 

— A  Mississippi  negro  stole  the  spade  that 
had  been  left  at  the  grave  to  await  the  com- 
ing of  the  funeral.  In  the  kingdom  of 
heaven  that  colored  person  will  have  no 
place. 

— Emperor  Norton  authorizes  us  to  an- 
nounce that  he  is  about  placing  a  loan  on  the 
market,  the  proceeds  of  which  are  to  be  ap- 
plied to  the  purchase  of  a  new  pair  of  panta- 
loons. 

— A  snake  was  killed  on  Montgomery 
street,  on  Wednesday  evening  last,  which 
measured  three  hundred  feet  long,  fifty  feet 
in  circumference,  and  weighed  twenty-five 
tons.  If  any  of  our  country  exchanges  can 
pan  out  a  snake-story  lie  bigger  than  that, 
let  them  come  on. 

— The  Breakfast  Table  says  that  Robert 
Emmet  will  be  produced  at  an  early  dute. 
We  are  surprised  at  this  journal,  we  are 
amazed  at  the  stupendousness  of  its  lie. 
Robert  Emmet  has  been  dead  for  quite  a 
number  of  years.  He  was  hung,  drawn,  and 
quartered,  so  there  could  have  been  no  mis- 
take about  it. 

— The  first  annual  fair  of  the  Golden  Gate 
District  Agricultural  Fair  Association  will  be 
held  at  the  Oakland  Trotting  Park  on  Sep- 
tember 9th  to  14th.  The  name  almost  ex- 
hausts our  supply  of  ink,  but  we  have  enough 
left  to  say  that  they  will  give  away  premiums 
to  the  extent  of  $25,000,  and  will,  we  believe 
make  a  very  attractive  show. 

The  Central  Pacific  Railroad  Company  and 
the  Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Company  could 
not  afford  to  give  anything  to  the  fund  which 
is  being  raised  in  this  city  for  the  relief  of 
the  yellow  fever  sufferers.  We  believe  those 
corporations  have  been  losing  money  for  the 
past  eight  years  or  so.  In  fact  they  find  the 
business  so  unprofitable  that  they  are  think- 
ing of  giving  it  up. 


One  of  Life's  Shadows. 

At  8  o'clock  the  other  morning  a  Second 
street  wife  followed  her  husband  down  to  the 
gate  as  he  was  starting  for  down  town  and 
kindly  said  to  him: 

"William,  you  know  how  sadly  I  need  a 
blue  bunting  dress." 

"Yes,  dear,"  he  remarked,  "but  you  know 
how  hard  up  I  am.  As  soon  as  I  can  see  my 
way  clear  you  shall  have  the  dress,  and  a 
new  hat  to  boot.  Be  patient,  be  good,  and 
your  reward  shall  be  great." 

Forty  minutes  after  that  he  emerged  from 
a  restaurant  with  a  big  basket  and  a  fish- 
pole,  bound  up  the  river.  In  the  basket  was 
a  chicken,  pickles,  cake,  fruit,  pie,  and  a 
bottle  of  liquid  of  a  rich  color,  and  he  was 
just  lighting  a  twenty-cent  cigar  when  his 
wife  came  along. 

"What!  you  here!"  he  exclaimed. 

"Yes,  I  was  going  to  the  market.  Where 
are  you  going — what's  in  that  basket?" 

"I  was  going  to  carry  this  fish-pole  around 
to  a  friend  on  Jefferson  Avenue,"  he  modest- 
ly answered. 


"And  that  basket!" 

"This  basket — well,  I  was  going  to  take  it 
to  the  orphan  asylum  as  a  present  to  the 
children,  It  is  a  donation  from  six  leading 
citizens." 

"William,  I  don't  believe  it!" 

"Sh!     Don't  talk  so  loud!" 

"William,  I  shall  talk  louder  yet!"  she  ex- 
claimed.    "I'll  bet  you  are  going  fishing!" 

"Mary,  have  I  ever  deceived  you?"  he 
plaintively  asked.  "I  never  have!  As  proof 
of  my  sincerity  you  can  take  this  basket  to 
the  asylum  yourself!" 

"And  I'll  do  it!"  she  promptly  replied  as 
she  relieved  him  of  it. 

"Mary,  hadn't  you ?" 

"No,  sir,  I  hadn't!  You'd  better  hurry  up 
with  that  fish-pole,  as  the  man  may  want  it, 
and  be  careful  how  you  stand  around  in  the 
hot  sun!" 

She  left  him  there.  He  watched  her  take 
the  car  for  home,  and  then  he  returned  the 
fish-pole  and  crossed  the  street  and  said  to 
an  acquaintance: 

"Tom.  I'm  suffering  with  neuralgia,  and 
the  excursion  is  off  till  next  week.  Too  bad, 
but  we  can  never  tell  what  a  day  may  bring 
forth." 

There  was  chicken  and  pickles  and  other 
good  things  on  the  table  at  dinner,  but  he 
never  smiled.  Even  when  his  wife  wished 
she  was  an  orphan,  if  that  was  the  way  they 
were  fed,  he  never  betrayed  the  gloom  in  his 
heart.  It  was  only  when  she  handed  him 
the  bottle  he  had  so  carefully  tucked  into  the 
basket,  and  he  saw  it  labeled:  "Good  for 
Little  Children,"  that  he  said: 

"Mary,  it  is  an  awful  thing  for  a  wife  to 
get  the  impression  that  her  husband  is  a  cold- 
blooded liar!" 

"It  must  be,"  she  replied  as  she  took  the 
other  chicken  leg. 


Around  the  Melon. 


There  is  always  a  crowd  of  people  at  the 
laying  of  a  corner-stone,  at  a  boat  race,  trot- 
ting match  or  a  military  parade,  but  no 
countenance  wears  that  look  of  intense  inter- 
est which  is  visible  when  twenty-five  or  thirty 
citizens  gather  around  a  two-shilling  water- 
melon and  discuss  the  awful  mystery  con- 
cealed beneath  the  rind.  After  the  melon 
has  been  "hefted,"  thumped,  pressed  and 
squeezed  by  each  one  of  the  group  in  turn, 
the  man  who  hascrossed  the  Alps,  shot  tigers 
in  India,  met  the  Czar  of  Russia,  and  cleaned 
out  Sitting  Bull  on  the  plains  of  America, 
declares  his  candid  belief  that  it  is  a  ripe 
melon.  Then  the  man  who  has  owned  nine- 
teen different  farms,  married  four  different 
wives,  written  two  books  on  agriculture, 
and  raised  melons  by  the  million,  asserts 
that  the  specimen  before  them  is  green.  The 
crowd  divide  off,  yea  and  nay,  and  the  owner 
of  the  melon  pulls  out  his  knife  and  proceeds 
to  slowly  perform  the  operation  of  plugging. 
The  silence  is  so  deep  that  the  ticking  of  a 
watch  sounds  like  a  fire  alarm.  Men  can  be 
seen  to  shut  their  jaws  and  grow  pale.  Not 
a  word — not  a  whisper  till  the  old  jack-knife 
has  performed  its  work.  When  the  "plug" 
is  pulled  out  to  view  every  eye  is  turned  upon 
it,  every  heart  gives  a  throb,  and  the  silence 
is  broken  by  a  general  yell  of : 

"Didn't  we  say  so?" 
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The  week  that  has  just  passed  has  not  been 
distinguished  for  any  material  alteration  in 
Theatrical  matters.  Common  place  perfor- 
mances and  half-filled  uninterested  auditori- 
um seats  have  been  the  rule.     At  the 

California  Theatre 
Robison  &  Crane  attempted  to  play  "Our 
Batchelors."  Supported  as  they  were  by  a 
stock  company  of  poorly  paid  utility  people  it 
is  not  very  surprising  that  the  attempt  re- 
sulted in  an  ignomonious  failure. 


At  Baldwin's 
"Olivia,"  a  dramatised  version  of  that  grand 
old  story,  The  Vicar  of  Wakefield,  was  pre- 
sented on  Wednesday  evening.  The  drama- 
tization is  a  good  one,  but  the  available  ta- 
lent of  the  Baldwin  company  was  quite  un- 
equal to  grapple  with  the  opportunities 
which  it  presented. 


At  the  Bush  Street  Theatre 
Haverly's  Minstrels  continued  to  inflict  me- 
diocre   music,  fossilated    humor,  and    well 
blackened  faces,    on   the   occasional   visitor 
who  chanced  to  drop  in  to  the  above  house. 

At  the  Grand  Opera  House 
"The  Duke's  Motto"  was  presented  with  Mr. 
Sam  W.  Piercy  in  the  character  of  Legar- 
dere.  It  was  the  most  extraordinary  pro- 
duction the  San  Francisco  stage  has  seen  for 
a  goodly  number  of  years.  Not  even  except- 
ing Mr.  Kennedy's  remarkable  Fourth  of 
July  entertainment. 

Ques. 
The  Oates  English  Opera   Company   com- 
mence September  9th. 

The  first  performance  of  Mrs.  Scott-Sid- 
dons  at  the  Grand  Opera  House,  on  Monday, 
September  9th,  will  be  for  the  benefit  of  the 
San  Francisco  Hussars. 

Viola  Clifton's  Lady's  Minstrels  made  a 
profitable  hit  in  St.  John,  N.  B.  "What 
naughty  people  they  must  be  in  St.  John's. 
Even  that  big  fire  didn't  sanctify  them. 

The  Standard,  under  the  management  of 
Mr.  M.  A.  Kennedy,  will  shortly  be  thrown 
open  to  the  public.  By  the  expenditure  of 
considerable  money  it  has  been  made  a  char- 
ming place — more  beautiful  and  comfortable 
than  ever  before.  A  new  drop  scene  by 
Straus  has  just  been  unrolled.  The  subject, 
called  "The  Gift  of  Genius,"  is  represented 
in  medallion  on  a  satin  ground,  and  is 
very  nicely  painted.     The  sides   are    draped 


by  heavy  green  silken  curtain,  caught  up  in 
graceful  folds.  An  artistic  bit  in  perspec- 
tive is  the  tessellated  pavement,  with  a  Per- 
sian rug  in  the  foreground. 

"Woodward's  Gardens. 
What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  "Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gTmnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 


FOUND — Violin,  Guitar  and  Banjo  Strings 
pure  in  tone  and  durable,  for  only  12%  cents  at 
at  METERS'  Music  Store,  605  Kearny  Street. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


A  limited  number  of  complete  second  vol- 
umes of  the  Wasp  may  be  purchased  at  the 
business  office,  602  California  Street. 

— Eecipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

J.  S.  Stratton,  contractor  for  raising  and 
moving  brick,  stone,  iron,  and  wooden  build- 
ings. Office:  N.  E.  cor.  Kearny  and  Bush 
streets.  Shop,  No.  854  Harrison  street,  San 
Francisco.  Residence,  No.  924  Harrison 
street. 

Covers  for  filing  the  "Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


Mons.  Alexander  S.  De  Wolowski, 

The  well-known  pianist  and  vocalist,  honor- 
ary member  of  the  principal  Philharmonic 
Societies,  reopens  courses  and  classes  for 
piano  and  singing,  for  opera,  parlor  and  con- 
certs, by  his  new  simplified  method,  the 
shortest  and  best  in  existence,  saving  years  of 
practice  to  beginners,  reading  music  at  sight 
and  training  the  voice  to  its  highest  culture. 
Musical  time  by  his  new  invention.  At  Al- 
bemarle House,  No.  8  Mason  St. 


Subscribe  for  the   Wasp,    $4   a  year.     35 
cents  a  month  by  carriers. 


Baldwin's  Arcade  Market ! 


Mutton,  Veal,  Bacon,  Pork  and  Ham,  at  the 
lowest  market  rates.  Goods  delivered  to 
all  parts  of  the  city  free  of  charge. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 

— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


DOlSnsTOLLY'S 


YEAST  POWDER 


FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 


Ask    Your     Grocer    For    It. 


W.    SCHEHR, 

FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning 
Repairing  and  Dyeing. 


James   Lintott,    914   Market   Street  and  9 
Ellis    Street,   keeps   the   best  Lamb,  Beef, 


HIBEENIA 

BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between    8th   and    9th    Streets, 

M.  NUN  AN,  Proprietor. 


CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  Ahrens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 
FREE 

Mam§  and  Intelligence  Buresm 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOE  AN?  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours-  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
M©w§psper,BQek^MbP¥mters 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 

Printers  of  the  WASP. 

nov!7-tf 

NOTICE. 

The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicious  nature  will 
be  published  by  this  paper. 
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THK   ONLY    l-IOl'SK   in  the  eit\   tliat  ivo  iv.  -.  fn  -h  [mttt  ms  mid  N.  w  Ynrk  mnl  Paris  Fashions  we>  kly.      Samples,  with  instructions   fur   Sflf-meaiuramt-nt, 


NICOLL,  THE  TAILOR, 

Branch    of   New    York  r  -^ 


The  Quickest,  Best  and  Cheapest  Tailor  in  the  World. 

Pants  to   Order  in  Six  Hours,  and  Suits  in  One  Day,  if  Required. 


TO  OUDER 

Pants,     -     from  $4 .0 
Suits,     -    irom$15.U( 
Overcoats,  from  $15.00 
Dress  Coats,    "  $20.00" 


TO  ORDER 

Black  Doeskin 

Pants,  -  from  $7.00 
White  Vests,  '■    $3.00 


f»fy&£z^zz 


Fancy  Tests,  u 


j. 00 


k  on  liiind,  of  our  own  make,  to  select  from.    Tailors   anil    the   public    supplied  with  cloth  and  trimmings  at  wholesale  prices  by  the  yard;  cut. 


P.  KESIiImY, 

PiIii  I@ft  lltker 

OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


combined.      For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.     The 
elastic  is  so  placed   back  of 
the   ankle   as   to   protect   it 
from  wear  and  it 
does       not      bind 
.  around   the   ankle 

like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


QK   J--.    fl>£)A   per   day   at   home.     Samples   wr.rth  s.".  1 
tp«J    LL)   <p£t\J  Address  Stixson  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine, 


HI'BERNXA 


Savings  and  Loan  Society  Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus 


Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH   STREET, 
Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  Dieectoh. 
The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free    of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December   31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


MANUFACTURERS 

Of  the  best  improved  Trusses,  con- 
structed ou  scientific  principles.    A 
perfect  retainer,  combining  ease  and 
comfort. 
CALIFORNIA  ELASTIC  TRUSS 
COMPANY,  615  Sacramento  street,    San  Francisco. 
Send  for  Illustrated  Catalogue. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  BEST  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


President 

Vice-President  . . 


OFFICE :— Northeast    Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 

OFFICEKS: 

M.  D.  SWEENY 

C.  D.  O'SDLLIVAN 

TBTJSTEES- 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,         Gus.    Touckard, 

it.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Douohue, 

Treasurer EDWAKD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &,  Co's  Express  Olfiee  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  hiB  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  §2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
july21-tf  ' 


trations  Weekly. 


Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  THIRD  YEAR  ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -         -     U  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

GPAll  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


SkEmWMMW 

Juh[kdting  (j^otnyonnd 

AND   CUPS. 

One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long-  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cups, 

THE 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
dd  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling-  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble. 


R.  HOE  &  CO'S 


CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL, 
and  EDGER  SAWS, 


SHOP 


*p \°  ^ — ,W-y  ■¥"     always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
■y^gWAg-Xg^       out  any  of  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saws  constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.     Address 

TATUM  &  BOWEN, 

No.  3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market. 
P.  O.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 
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PACIFIC eo^Tj^ SAN  FRANCISCO 

C\CW  W  Anv  woi'ker  can  make  $12  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
V2A-JJJ.1-/  Outfit  free.     Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
"WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


FOR    SALE. 

From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  -very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KORBEL  & 
BKOS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL 
&  BKOS.,  in  Santa  Kosa. 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


<Cf*/3   a  week  in  your  own  town.   Terms  and  §5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
V^v  dress  H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing  MONDAY,  JULY  29th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


3  0n  P.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Steamer  "James  M. 
•OV7  Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),  connecting  with 
Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa, 
Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  con- 
nections at  Lakevills  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City, 
Highland  Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  Geysers. 

!C&,Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  for  Kor- 
bel's,  Guerneville  and  the  Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.15  A.  M.] 


Sunday  Excursions  at  Reduced  Rates. 


8(\f\  A.  M.  SUNDAYS  ONLY,  -via  Donahue    for  Cloverdale 
•V/v  and  way  statians. 

Fares  for  the    round    trip;  Donahue,  $1.00,  Petaiuma,  SI. 50, 
Santa  Rosa,  S2.00,  Healdsburg.  83.00,  Cloverdale  S4.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forrestville,   Korbel's, 
Guerneville,  the  Russian  River  and  Big  Trees. 

Fares  for  round  trip:  Fulton  and  Laguna,  $2.50,  Forrestville, 
Korbel's  and   Guerneville,  $3.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M.] 

U^LFreight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  3.00  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 

A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  Manager.        Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 


GARDEN   HOSE. 


50  Feet  1-2  inch  3-ply  Hose, 
50  Feet  3-4  inch  3-ply  Hose, 


$4.75 
$5.75 


W.  R.  ALLEN, 

PLUMBER    AND    GASFITTER, 
899  MAKKET  STBEET,  bet.  4th  and  5th. 


Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  K,  K.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BKOS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOKBEL  &  BROS.,  in 
Santa  Rosa. 


C.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  E.   KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS.  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 

WANTED. 

In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,  CANVAS- 
SERS for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
"Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
G02  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


AfOETHIG  tic  TURK. 

PROPRIETORS  . 


THE    MOST   ACCEPTABLE 

— AT— 

Muller's  Optical  Depot. 

13S  Montgomery,  near  Bush 
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DOAWE    <Sft    CO- 

Importers  and  "Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell   Oysters, 

Stall  No,  92,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pino  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO 


Messrs.  Donne  tfc  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  tind  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  ottered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  trom  a  distance 
promptly  filled.    All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 


IX  KXOKS  <3c  CO., 

BOOK  BINDEES 

— ANT. 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543   Clay  Street 


jan5-tf 


SAN  FRANCISCO. 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


NailB,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,  effectually   cured  bj 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GER4RD,    from  Paris. 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  ui' 
stairs. 

IB.  S.  BXJUTSTS, 

Agent  for 


Office  in  E.  E.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth  Street,   between  J  and   K, 

SACKAMENTO,  CAL. 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AEOHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost. 
Boom  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  G-ibbon's  Dispensary, 

623  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
,  in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  o! 
lall  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
i  erative  organs,  and  all  physical  con- 
\  ditions  of  weakness  consequent  upon 

_ythe  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 

Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successful  treated. 
The  sick  and  affiieted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospital  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  he 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  maybe  CURED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 


<$8ETB0SHApiNt_N 


o\ 
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Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  Sau 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
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SATURDAY,  SEPT.  14,  1873. 

"  'Gainst  the  wrong  that  needs  redressing, 
For  the  weak,  the  strong  oppressing." 

We  feel  it  our  duty  to  utter  a  word  of  cau- 
tion to  the  public  in  regard  to  what  we  con 
ceive  to  be  a  great  danger.  This  community 
has  just  come  through  a  season  of  unexamp- 
led depression,  and  their  are  signs  now  oi 
the  return  of  a  season  of  prosperity.  The 
causes  which  lead  to  the  depression  were 
varied  and  manifold,  but  chief. amongst  them 
ranks  that  of  reckless  gambling  m  mininj: 
stocks.  We  have  been  blessed  with  a  boun- 
tiful harvest,  and  now  that  money  is  begin- 
ning to  circulate  a  little,  the  stock  sharps, 
who  have  been  nigh  unto  starvation  for  the 
past  eighteen  months  or  so,  are  skillfully 
spreading  their  nets.  We  do  not  wish  to  say 
one  word  which  will  have  a  tendency  to  dis- 
courage legitimate  mining  enterprise.  Min- 
ing is,  and  will  be  for  long  years  to  come, 
one  of  the  great  industries  of  this  Coast,  but 
it  is  not  mining  which  is  carried  on  in  the 
San  Francisco  Stock  Boards.  It  is  simply 
gambling.  To  any  person  who  has  money 
to  invest  in  mining  enterprise  we  say  by  all 
means  do  so;  but  avoid  California  and  Pine 
streets  as  you  would  a  plague  spot.  If  you 
have  money  to  speculate  you  can  lose  it  there 
with  just  as  much  satisfaction  as  you  could 
across  the  green  cloth. 


OUR  GREATNESS  IN  CROOKEDNESS. 

MONOPOLIES. 

Last  week  we  drew  attention  in  a  general 
way  to  this  giant  evil  and  its  inevitable  con- 
sequences. This  week  we  propose  devoting 
little  attention  to  particular  instances 
which  directly  menance  the  social  and  com- 
mercial prosperity  and  good  government  of 
this  community.  The  first  one  which  com- 
mends itself  to  our  pen  is  the  Central  Pacific 
Railroad.  This  institution  has  been  attacked 
so  often,  upon  false  grounds,  in  the  Council 
Chamber,  from  the  Public  Platform,  and  by 
the  Press,  that  any  attempt  to  discuss  its  ini- 
quities made  with  a  view  to  effect  their  refor- 
mation seems  like  leading  a  forlorn  hope. 
It  may  fairly  be  claimed  that  all  enterprises 
of  such  a  public  nature  as  to  require  for 
their  pursuit  a  permissive  charter  from  the 
governing  bodies  are  properly  subject  to 
such  restrictions  and  interference  as  the  peo- 
ple, through  their  representatives,  may  deem 
it  expedient  to  place  upon  them.  In  this 
case  the  imperative  need  of  an  active  and 
close  supervision  cannot  be  disputed.  The 
Central  Pacific  Railroad  Company  came  be- 
fore the  public  some  years  ago  with  a  propo- 
position  to  connect  this  far  off  Coast  with 
the  Atlantic  States.  The  undoubted  benefits 
to  accrue  from  such  an  achievement  were 
marshaled  in  force  and  paraded  before  the 
people  with  much  austentation.  The  national 
Congress  was  asked  for  its  aid,  in  the  shape 
of  a  large  land  subsidy,  on  the  ground  that 
the  work  was  a  semi-public  one  and  that  the 
people  generally  would  reap  the  benefits  of 
its  fructification  equally  with  its  projectors 
and  builders.  The  road  has  now  been  com- 
pleted for  a  period  of  about  ten  years  and 
what  have  been  the  advantages  to  the  pub- 
lic ?  We  find  that  corporation  throwing  the 
weight  of  its  concentrated  capital  into  the 
political  affairs  of  the  Nation  and  State,  cor- 
rupting and  defiling  our  government.  We 
find  it,  in  the  pursuit  of  its  legitimate  carry- 
ing trade,  exacting  from  ten  to  twenty — 
sometimes  even  more — per  cent  higher  char- 
ges than  it  is  entitled  to.  We  find  it  devis- 
ing and  entering  into  combinations  with 
other  carriers  for  the  purpose  of  levying 
blackmail  upon  the  travelling  and  trading 
public.  We  find  it  using  its  great  money 
power  to  crush  out  of  existance  any  little  en- 
prise  which  may  happen  to  run  foul  of  its  in- 
terest. We  fancy  we  can  hear  the  sleek  and 
well  fed  satellites  of  this  great  constellation 
crying,  where  is  the  proof  of  all  these  things? 
Has  it  not  been  the  railroad  interest,  some- 
times disguised  and  sometimes  openly  avowed, 
which  has  elected  every  Governor  and  every 
United  States  Senator  which  California  has 
possessed  for  some  years  past — with  one  ex- 
tion  ?  Is  that  same  interest  not  well  repre- 
sented by  its  hired  emmisaries  in  every  no- 
minating convention — Republican  or  Demo- 
crat ?  Is  it  not  its  hand  which  at  subsequent 
elections  stirs  up  the  filth  and  the  slime  to 
the  end  that  the  waters  may  become  muddy 
and  men  vote  with  blind  partizan  zeal  !  Is 
there  a  newspaper  publisher  on  this  Coast, 
worthy  of  credence,  who  can  say  that   he  has 


not  been  approached  at  some  time,  directly 
or  indirectly,  in  the  interest  of  the  C.  P.  R. 
R.  ?  Is  it  not  a  notorious  fact  that  the  rates 
which  they  charge  for  passage  and  freight 
are  far  in  excess  of  what  the  expenses  of  the 
road,  and  a  reasonable  return  on  the  capital 
invested,  call  for?  We  have  no  room  here 
to  detail  facts  and  figures;  we  merely  invite 
every  person  to  enquire  and  satisfy  them- 
selves. Is  it  not  a  fact  that  it  has  forced  the 
Pacific  Mail  Steamship  Company  into  a  com- 
bination which  shuts  up  the  only  channel  of 
relief?  To  properly  appreciate  how  this  af- 
fects the  great  body  of  the  people,  just  go 
into  a  store  devoted  to  traffic  in  little  articles 
of  dress  such  are  valuable  so  long  as  they  are 
"in  fashion."  And,  when  you  learn  that  the 
Central  Pacific  Railroad  have  placed  a  tax  of 
from  $200  to  $500  per  ton  on  the  goods  you 
see  lying  around  you,  you  will  understand 
why  your  wives  and  daughters  have  to  pay 
from  $15  to  $50  for  a  hat  or  bonnet  which  is 
worth  from  $2  to  $20.  Of  course  we  are  pre- 
pared to  learn  that  running  a  railroad  is  a 
commercial  speculation — just  the  same  as  a 
tailorshop  or  a  furniture  factory—  and  that 
those  who  are  engaged  in  it  are  entitled  to 
make  all  they  can.  We  say  we  are  prepared 
to  hear  this ;  in  fact  we  have  already  heard  it 
— but  not  at  the  time  when  the  great  mono- 
poly was  begging  Congress  for  a  subsidy  on 
the  ground  that  it  was  a  public  work.  The 
promotors  did  not  claim  that  it  was  to  be  a 
private  commercial  speculation  then;  and 
they  were  right.  If  is  not,  never  has  been, 
and  never  could  be,  a  private  commercial 
speculation.  Even  though  it  had  not  been 
liberally  subsidised  from  the  public  treasury, 
even  though  it  be  an  enterprise  in  which 
private  capital  be  invested,  the  public  have 
still  a  large  interest  in  its  management.  The 
proprietor  of  a  tailor  shop  or  a  furniture  fac- 
tory does  not  require  to  obtain  a  charter 
from  the  State  Government  for  the  purpose 
of  carrying  on  his  business:  and  that  is  just 
where  the  difference  comes  in.  A  private 
firm  are  entitled  to  obtain  as  much ,  as  they 
can  for  their  work  or  their  goods :  but  an  in- 
dividual or  a  number  of  individuals  who  ob- 
tain a  charter  allowing  them  to  perform  cer- 
tain services  for  the  public  can  not  be  al- 
lowed to  consider  those  charter  priviliges  as 
a  private  commercial  speculation.  The  Cen- 
tral Pacific  Railroad  and  its  management 
forms  one  of  the  most  striking  examples  of 
"Our  Greatness  in  Crookedness." 


COMING  EVENTS. 


There  are  certain,  and  we  think  infallible, 
signs  that  this  people  are  approaching  a 
point  in  their  history  from  which  will  date 
many  very  material  alterations  in  their  sys- 
tem of  government,  and  also  in  the  manner 
of  agitating  and  controlling  political  issues. 
The  time  has  now  arrived,  we  think,  when 
State  and  Federal  politics  should  be  divorced 
from  Municipal  politics.  Why  on  earth  they 
were  ever  connected,  is  a  question  beyond 
the  capacity  of  our  intellect  to  solve — unless 
it  was  that  there  were  certain  spoils  connec- 
ted with  municipalities  which  the  machine 
required  to  oil  its  cog  wheels.  A  political 
party,  as  we  understand  the  term,  is  a  com- 
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bination  of  persons  holding  like  views  upon 
public  issues,  and  working  together  to  the 
end  that  these  views  may  be  adopted.  For 
example  the  Democratic  party  was  originally 
a  combination  of  those  persons  who  were  op- 
posed to  the  adoption  of  the  present  Federal 
Constitution — in  Revolutionary  days.  The 
Republican  party  was  originally  a  combina- 
tion of  those  persons  who  desired  to  effect 
the  abolition  of  slavery  in  this  country. 
Even  at  the  present  time,  when  there  are  so 
many  parties  and  cliques  that  one  almost  be- 
comes confused  in  the  attempt  to  keep  the 
run  of  them,  each  one  seems  to  hold  very  de- 
cided opinions  as  to  what  a  desirable  course 
to  pursue  in  regard  to  current  questions  of 
political  economy.  So  also  are  there  differ- 
ent opinions  held  and  advocated  in  munici- 
pal matters.  Take  for  example  the  city  of 
San  Francisco.  Some  people  say  that  the 
cost  of  the  city  government  might  be  reduced 
by  about  two-thirds;  or,  if  it  is  kept  up  to  its 
present  figure,  that  a  little  return  might  be 
made  therefor — say  a  block  or  two  of  a  pass- 
able street,  or  a  few  daffodils  planted  in  those 
dreary  wastes  ycleped  "public  gardens." 
Again  some  people  say  that  Lombard  street 
should  be  graded,  others  that  it  should  not. 
Then  again  some  people  maintain  that,  in 
the  event  of  the  present  Police  Commission- 
ers, while  in  secret  session  swelling,  with  self 
importance  to  proportions  which  defy  the 
doors  and  windows  of  their  chamber  as  a 
means  of  exit,  the  roof  of  the  building  should 
be  taken  off  and  relief  thus  afforded,  while 
others  with  equal  dogmatism  insist  that  the 
proper  remedy  for  this  not  improbable  cala- 
mity would  be  to  take  the  side  out  of  the 
building.  Thus  direct  issues  are  raised  and 
men  divide  upon  them  pro  and  con,  but  what 
connection  is  there  between  these  issues  and 
those  relating  to  the  national  affairs?  Why 
should  men  who  hold  the  opinion  that  the 
withdrawal  of  the  Federal  troops  from  the 
Southern  States  was  a  proper  step  agree  as 
to  whether  Lombard  street  should  be  graded 
or  not  ?  Why  should  men  who  agree  in  be- 
lieving that  the  "mission"  of  the  Republican 
party  is  not  yet  accomplished  also  agree  as 
to  the  means  which  should  be  adopted  to  re- 
lieve the  Police  Commissioners  when  their 
certain  destiny  overtakes  them  ?  Until  these 
questions  are  satisfactorily  answered  we  must 
regard  the  presence  of  national  politics  in 
municipal  affairs  as  a  positive  affront,  and 
their  speedy  removal  as  a  "coming  event." 


[See  Doable-page  Illustration.] 

CURRENT  TOPICS. 

The  world  is  wide,  the  windows  are  large, 
the  partitions  are  thin,  and  the  back  yard 
fences  are  low,  said  the  man  of  sin  who 
maketh  cartoons.  Behold  I  shall  go  abroad 
and  see  what  transpireth.  And  I  shall  not 
go  in  the  morning  when  the  rising  sun 
waketh  the  people  by  swearing  that  he  can- 
not find  his  pantaloons,  nor  shall  I  go  in  the 
evening  when  he  is  looking  around  for  a  soft 
place  to  set,  neither  shall  I  go  at  mid-night 
when  the  musical  torn  cat  singeth  a  soft  re- 
frain from  the  chimney  top,  but  openly  in 
the  broad  dav-light  as  a  man  should  who 
payeth  his  tailor  and  his  washerwoman.  And 


he  stood  on  the  door-step  and  chewed  of  the 
timber  tooth  pick  and  his  vision  meandered 
towards  the  Bay  State.  There  he  beheld 
Benjamin  who  is  suruamed  Butler — presum- 
ably because  he  taketh  care  of  the  spoons 
and  other  domestic  silverware  which  once 
appertained  to  the  high-toned  Southerners. 
And  Benjamin's  eyes  were  like  unto  an  enig- 
ma, for  no  man  could  tell  what  they  were 
looking  at.  But,  nevertheless,  he  did  walk  with 
an  exceeding  great  degree  of  agility  upon  the 
tight  rope  which  lead  towards  high  office  and 
choice  pickings;  and  he  carried  in  his  hand  a 
pole  wherewith  he  balanced  himself,  and  at 
either  end  did  he  place  a  croaker  that  the 
people  might  know  of  his  doings  and  approve 
thereof.  For  Benjamin  loveth  the  people 
likewise  doth  he  love  spondulux. 

And  while  the  hosannas  of  the  mob  cheered 
the  Essex  Statesman  upon  his  weary  pilgrim- 
age, the  grim  old  king,  who  maketh  the  but- 
tons fly,  buckled  his  steeds  to  his  reaper  and 
proceeded  to  gather  in  a  rich  harvest  from 
the  far  off  Southern  fields,  and  the  people — 
forgetful  of  the  sublime  words  of  a  great 
man:  "Cleanse  your  back  slums,  purify  your 
filth,  and  when  man  has  exhausted  his  in- 
genuity it  will  be  time  enough  to  seek  divine 
interposition" — gave  themselves  unto  suppli- 
cation. 

Thusly  did  it  happen  that  the  School  Di- 
rectors of  this  city,  observing  a  disposition 
on  the  part  of  the  people  to  save  their  ducats, 
said  unto  those  ancient  and  modern  dames, 
who  teacheth  the  small  boy  and  precocious 
girl  to  spell  "candy"  in  order  that  when 
they  reach  a  more  mature  age  they  may  be- 
come good  citizens,  behold  the  rhino  is 
scarce,  you  must  tumble  or  our  pet  loafers 
will  have  to  go. 

And  while  they  were  tumbling,  that  august 
body  of  men  known  as  the  San  Francisco 
Police,  desiring  to  emulate  the  example  of 
their  superiors  and  make  themselves  ridicu- 
lous in  the  eyes  of  the  community,  laid  vio- 
lent hands  upon  the  Cubic  Air  Ordinance 
and  the  moon  eyed  leper.  But  behold  even 
their  great  sagacity  and  courage  was  unequal 
to  the  task  of  housing  an  elephant  in  a  lady's 
hat  box — which  smelleth  of  sweet  and  rare 
perfumes. 

And  at  this  time  there  was  much  mortality 
around,  particularly  amongst  those  institu- 
tions which  are  specially  designed  for  the 
purpose  of  taking  care  of  the  savings  of  the 
industrious  and  frugal.  And  funerals  were 
many  in  the  land,  but  of  a  truth  those  who 
lost  nothing  were  the  loudest  in  their  lamen- 
tations. 

And  now  brethern  sixtly  and  lastly  there 
remains  the  Brooklyn  pastor's  charity.  The 
opinion  might  indeed  be  ventured  that  it  is 
likely  to  remain.  Like  the  rest  of  that  as- 
tute spiritual  leader's  virtues,  there  is  so  little 
of  it  that  it's  not  worth  carrying  away. 

These  are  the  things  -which  caught  the  eye 
and  the  ear  of  the  wicked  man,  whose  pencil 
knoweth  not  veneration.  And  he  slanted 
his  hat  over  his  eye-brow  in  a  knowing  man- 
ner and  borrowed  the  undertaker's  umbrella 
that  the  heat  might  not  have  the  advantage 
over  him,  neither  the  lager  beer.  And  as  he 
wended  his  way  homeward  the  children  made 


faces  and  the  old  women  bit  their  thumbs 
at  him,  for  he  had  monopolized  the  "current 
topics"  and  there  was  nothing  to  talk  about. 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
HENRY  HUNTLEY  HAIGHT. 

The  portrait  which  will  be  found  on  our 
first  page  is  that  of  Henry  Huntley  Haight, 
Ex-Governor  of  this  State,  who  crossed  the 
boundary  which  separates  the  known  from 
the  unknown  land  on  Monday,  September 
2nd.  The  death  of  a  man  who  has  held 
public  office  and  yet  retained  the  respect  of 
his  fellowmen  is  such  an  unusual  occurrence 
that  we  feel  we  would  be  acting  unworthily 
if  we  were  to  let  the  occasion  go  by  without 
notice.  Mr.  Haight  was  boun  in  Rochester, 
New  York,  in  the  year  1825.  His  ancestors 
were  of  English  and  Scotch  extraction.  His 
father,  the  late  Fletcher  Haight,  was  a  law- 
yer of  eminence  and  dislinguished  ability, 
and,  at  the  time  of  his  death,  held  the  posi- 
tion of  Judge  of  the  United  States  District 
Court  for  the  Southern  District  of  California. 

Mr.  Haight  was  the  eldest  son  of  a  large 
family  of  children.  He  entered  Yale  Col- 
lege at  the  age  of  fifteen,  and  graduated  in 
the  year  1846.  Having  decided  to  adopt  the 
law  as  a  profession,  he  entered  upon  its  study 
in  the  office  of  his  father,,  and  was  admitted 
to  the  Bar  by  the  Supreme  Court  of  Missouri. 
In  1850  he  arrived  in  San  Francisco  and  at 
once  commenced  to  practice  his  profession. 
His  abilities  were  soon  acknowledged  and  he 
rapidly  rose  to  an  eminent  position  which  he 
has  since  maintained. 

In  the  year  1867,  he  was  nominated  by  the 
Democratic  party  for  the  office  of  Governor. 
In  the  election  which  followed  he  received 
nine  thousand  five  hundred  votes  over  his 
opponent,  George  C.  Gorham  the  present  Se- 
cretary of  the  United  States  Senate.  At  the 
expiration  of  his  term  he  was  again  nomina- 
ted by  the  Democracy  but  suffered  defeat  at 
the  hands  of  the  independent  Republicans 
headed  by  Newton  Booth.  And  so  ended  his 
connection  with  public  life  without  leaving  a 
soil  upon  his  fair  name. 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 
SIERRA  NEVADA  MINE; 

The  illustration  which  will  be  found  upon 
our  last  page,  is  a  picture  of  the  Sierra  Ne- 
vada Mine  which  is  creating  so  much  excite- 
ment in  the  Stock  market  at  the  present ' 
time.  In  presenting  this  illustration  we 
wish  it  distinctly  understood  that  we  are  not 
in  anyway  endorsing  the  late  extraordinary 
rise  in  this  stock.  We  know  nothing  of  min- 
ing and  we  cannot  say  whether  the  rise  is  the 
result  of  real  developments  in  the  mine  or 
clever  manipulating  in  the  Board.  The  Si- 
erra Nevada  is  situated  in  Storey  County  in 
the  State  of  Nevada.  It  consists  of  several 
old  and  well  known  claims  which  before  the 
present  incorporation  produced  over  $2,000,- 
000,  most  of  which  was  gold.  The  company 
have  been  employing  220  men  and  expend- 
ing $250,000  annually  for  some  years  .past  in 
developing  the  property.  It  is  claimed  that 
within  the  past  three  months  or  so,  the  mine 
has  given  indications  of  being  a  veritable 
bonanza. 
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A  piscatorial  delicacy — a  (turn)  pike. 
Never  dispute  with  a  fool  or  a  lamp  post. 

How  to  get  ahead — call  an  athletic  man  a 
liar. 

There's  humor  there  observed  the  para- 
grapher  as  he  nibbed  the  boil  on  the  end  of 
his  nose. 

Both  the  Herschels  believed  that  the  sun 
was  inhabited. — Ex.  How  about  the 
daughter  ? 

Truth  is  not  drowned  in  water  nor  burned 
in  fire,  says  a  learned  man.  H'm.  Where 
is  it  then  ? 

"Why  is  a  woman  always  late  when  she  goes 
travelling?  Because  she  puts  on  a  bustle 
and  so  loses  time. 

"True  happiness  lies,"  and  the  reader 
stops  right  there  to  inquire  if  "true  happi- 
ness" edits  a  daily  paper. 

Guests  at  the  Palace  Hotel  complain  loud- 
ly because  they  are  not  permitted  to  wash 
their  socks  in  their  rooms. 

Fourth  of  July  orators  talk  about  the 
spirit  of  '76  but  they  are  quite  satisfied  if 
they  can  get  the  spirit  of  '78. 

There  is  but  little  difference  between  a 
man  with  brandy  legs  and  one  with  bandy 
legs.     They  both  walk  crooked. 

The  roses  which  bloom  on  a  young  lady's 
cheek  are  not  transplanted  from  the  garden; 
they  come  from  the  druggist's  shop. 

The  European  war  telegrams  last  week 
stated  that  General  Azbycxd  "Weuftg  was 
fighting  at  Shriqjpkolnm.     Let  him  fight! 

"The  light  of  other  days,"  observed  a  man 
as  he  seen  his  first  sweet  heart,  whose  avoir- 
dupois had  increased  to  two  hundred  pounds, 
pass  by. 

It  costs  $100,000  to  start  a  lead  pencil  fac- 
tory, but  a  small  fraction  of  that  amount  will 
start  a  paragrapher  to  destroy  the  pencils 
when  made. 

"Why  should  a  watch  never  be  dry  ?  Be- 
cause there  are  so  many  corner  grocery 
stores.  The  paragraph  does  not  refer  to 
chronometers  but  policemen. 

In  the  gossip  notes  of  a  Cincinnati  paper 
the  following  is  found:  Miss  Clara  March  has 
been  the  guest  of  her  brother  during  the 
week.     Thus  is  March  reduced  to  a  week. 

Last  week  Judge  Dangerfield  tried  a  case 
between   two    persons    named    respectively 


Lamps  and  Baggs.      Who   ever  heard  of   n 
lamp  having  a  difficulty   with  a  bag   before? 

All  bodies  weigh  less  the  further  they  are 
removed  from  the  earth.  —  Ex.  This  must  be 
a  consoling  reflection  for  the  man  with  a  fat 
wife  when  he  speculates  ou  the  Kingdom  of 
Heaven. 

The  Norristown  Herald  prints  a  recipe  for 
making  "Very  Nice  Cakes."  The  easiest  way 
to  make  a  "very  nice  cake"  that  is  known,  is 
to  go  into  a  baker's  shop  and  when  he  is 
looking  the  other  way,  steal  one. 

Bob  Ingersoll  is  a  bad  man  undoubtedly, 
but  the  fact  that  two  bishops  were  killed  by 
lightning  in  the  Atlantic  States  last  Summer 
has  done  more  to  undermine  popular  faith  in 
religion  than  anything  he  ever  said. 

A  report  was  circulated  a  few  days  ago 
that  some  workmen  engaged  in  repairing 
Calvary  Church  found  a  jug  of  rum  and  a 
pack  of  playing  cards — in  the  saloon  to  which 
they  adjourned  after  quitting  work. 

"What  shall  we  do  with  the  new  dollars?" 
is  what  a  contemporary  piteously  exclaims. 
Well  one  would  never  expect  to  hear  a  com- 
plaint of  that  kind  from  such  a  source,  but 
if  they  trouble  you  much  you  might  send 
them  right  along. 

Mrs.  Alice  Oates  retired  to  her  couch  the 
other  night  with  the  intention  of  resuscita- 
ting her  mental  and  physical  equilibrium.  A 
mosquito  followed  her  into  that  sacred  and 
private  place.  Of  course  it  was  very  naughty 
for  a  mosquito  to  penetrate  into  a  lady's  bed 
chamber.  Nevertheless,  this  one  done  so;  it 
did  not  even  stop  there.  It  lit  upon  her 
nose,  and  the  sprightly  little  singer  stretched 
forth  her  hand  in  anger  and  smote  it.  The 
end  of  that  mosquito  was  immediate,  but  in 
the  night  his  father  and  his  mother,  his 
uncles  and  aunts,  his  brothers  and  sisters, 
and  his  cousins  even  unto  the  sixth  remove, 
came  to  "wake"  his  remains  and  to  grieve 
over  his  untimely  end;  and  Mrs.  Oates  wished 
long  before  the  glimmering  dawn  woke  up 
the  blue-tailed  fly,  that  she  had  left  that 
mosquito  alone. 

Mary  had  a  little  corn 

Upon  her  little  toe, 
And  everywhere  that  Mary  went 

That  corn  was  sure  to  go. 

— Camden  Post. 

And  to  the  cooling  ocean's  shore 

It  followed  her  one  day; 
But  the  little  ache  corn  was  so  sore 

She  couldn't  play  croquet. 

— Island  Review. 

"What  makes  the  corn  hurt  Mary  so  ?" 

The  other  players  cried, 
"Because  she  wears  her  boots  so  tight," 

A  looker-on  replied. 

— Seaside  Press. 

"And  you  a  little  lump  upon 

Your  toe  can  grow  to  suit, 
By  putting  on  a  'five'  sized  foot 

A  number  two  sized  boot." 

— Boston  Traveller. 

And  when  the  doctor  filed  it  down 

It  quiet  did  remain, 
Till  Mary  hit  it  at  "roquet," 

And  then  it  hurt  again. 

— New  York  Mail. 

If  Mary  was  a  sensible  girl, 
She  would  cut  a  hole  in  her  shoe. 

And  when  the  people  asked  her  why, 
She  would  tell  them  her  mind,  a  few. 


Ancient  Troy. — Is  one  of  those  works  which 
men,  and  women  too,  should  read  when  they 
want  to  gather  round  them  the  memories  of 
that  good  old  time  when  men  took  off  their 
shirts  to  fight  their  enemies  and  women  spun 
linen  to,  make  their  own  pocket-handker- 
chiefs. As  a  historical  work  we  entertain 
some  doubts  about  its  accuracy — to  use  no 
harsher  term.  We  don't  think  that  the  an- 
cient Trogans  punished  with  the  penalty  of 
death  a  man  who  was  caught  kissing  his 
mother-in-law.  We  could  tax  our  credulity 
to  the  extent  of  believing  that  a  solid  house- 
holder who  was  detected  in  the  act  of  oscu- 
lating the  hired  girl  behind  the  door  was 
liable  to  have  his  ear  cut  off.  But  that 
mother-in-law  business  we  can't  swallow,  and 
if  we  could,  it  would  sour  on  our  stomach. 
Again  the  statements  that  Trogan  ma- 
tron's were  content  with  the  same  bonnet 
for  three  consecutive  summers,  and  that 
Trogan   maidens  wore  black  stockings  and 

ch that   is   undergarments   cut   bias,  do 

not  agree  with  the  historical  records  which 
we  have  read  regarding  that  chivalrous  peo- 
ple. Then  again  in  the  matter  of  that  cele- 
brated wooden  horse  this  author  is  at  vari- 
ence  with  the  established  authorities.  He 
says  it  was  a  putty  quadruped  not  a  wooden 
one.  Now  we  have  in  this  sanctum  a  club 
made  from  a  piece  of  that  very  horse,  and  if 
the  author  of  this  book  wants  demonstration 
of  the  fact  that  it  is  hard  wood  and  not  putty 
he  had  better  come  up  in  the  evening  and 
disturb  our  editorial  nap. 

Is  Water  Unhealthy  t— -The  title  of  this  book 
express  38  a  pertinent  inquiry  and  the  author 
undertakes  to  answer  it  consuming  in  the  ef- 
fort six  hundred  and  seventy-two  pages  of 
valuable  paper  and  a  large  quantity  of  prin- 
ter's ink.  He  contends  that  it  is  not.  A  great 
number  of  people  and  for  a  great  variety  of 
reasons  will  dispute  that  conclusion  with  him. 
With  that  fact,  however,  we  have  nothing  to 
do;  he  may  be  right  and  still  have  some 
querulous  individuals  quarreling  with  his 
views.  Experience  has  taught  us  that  cap- 
tious persons  will  even  doubt  the  accuracy  of 
the  statements  set  forth  in  the  Wasp — usually 
however,  they  wind  up  in  the  penitentiary  or 
become  bald-headed.  This  knight  of  the 
quill  asserts  that  water  is  healthy  and  invigo- 
rating for  lavitory  purposes.  We  admire  his 
independence  in  thus  placing  himself  in  an 
tagonism  to  the  voice  of  the  people  as  ex- 
pressed at  the  sand-lot.  He  stakes  his  repu- 
tation, as  a  literary  genius,  on  it  that,  when 
it  has  the  chill  taken  off,  and  the  tadpole 
eggs  killed,  by  the  action  of  a  little  Cutter's 
giascutus,  it  makes  a  pleasing  and  sanitary 
drink.  He  affirms,  with  an  earnestness  which 
puts  to  route  any  question  as  to  his  good 
faith,  that  when  mixed  with  a  few  hops  and 
other  ingredients,  and  put  through  a  process 
of  brewing  it  forms  an  excellent  liquid  with 
which  to  wash  down  the  taste  of  a  badly 
cooked  dinner.  He  assures  an  anxious  public 
that  in  the  hands  of  a  skillful  laundryman  it 
is  unsurpassed  as  a  means  to  cleanse  a  dirty 
shirt.  Finally  he  declares  that  it  is  extremely 
useful  to  solidify  the  ever  restless  sand.  He 
omits  one  point,  however;  and  that  is  that  in 
the  hands  of  the  Spring  Valley  Co.  it  is  very 
unhealthy  for  the  pockets  of  the  citizens  of 
this  burg. 
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A  Woman's  Caprices. 
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f  •  1%  /B~EN  are  never  so  awkward,  never 
so  ungraceful,  never  so  disagreeable,  as 
,  when  they  are  making  love.  A  friend 
is  a  luxury,  a  husband,  ditto,  I  suppose;  but  that  in- 
termittent class  of  beings  denominated  'lovers,'  are 
terrible  bores.  It  does  very  well  for  a  woman  to 
blush  and  look  flustered  now  and  then,  when  occas- 
ions make  it  desirable;  but  to  seo  a  man  with  a  face 
as  red  as  a  ripe  cherry,  and  a  real  parcel  of  strong- 
mindedness,  selt-reliance  and  masculine  dignity, 
done  up  in  broad-cloth  and  starched  linen,  quaking 
from  the  top  of  his  shirt  collar,  his  mouth  dry,  and 
his  tongue  twisted  into  convulsions  in  the  vain  at- 
tempt to  say  something  sweet — O  gracious  !" 

So  said  saucy  Sophie  Lynn  aloud  to  herself  as  she 
sat  swinging  backward  and  forward  before  the  win- 
dow, half  buried  in  the  cushions  of  a  luxuriant  arm 
chair,  and  playing  with  a  small  ivory  fan  which  lay 
upon  her  lap. 

"It  seems  so  strange,  not  to  say  tiresome,"  she 
continued,  with  a  running  musical  laugh,  "and  after 
one  has  waltzed  and  sung,  quoted  poetry,  and  talked 
nonsense  with  anybody  till  one  is  puzzled  to  know 
which  of  the  two  is  the  most  heartless,  one's  self,  or 
one's  companion,  to  hear  him  come  plump  down  on 
the  subject  of  matrimony  as  though  that  was  the  le- 
gitimate course  of  every  insipid  acquaintance!  For 
my  part  I  never  had  a  lover  (here  Sophie  fluttered 
her  fan  and  looked  pleased,  for  she  had  more  than 
one)  that  I  wasn't  sick  of  after  he  proposed.  There 
was  Capt.  Morris— I  thought  him  the  handsomest 
man  in  the  whole  circle  of  my  acquaintances,  until 
he  went  down  on  his  knees  to  me  and  swore  he 
should  die  if  I  didn't  take  pity  on  him.  Somehow 
he  always  looked  like  a  fright  to  me  afterward. 
Then  there  was  Dr.Wilkins,  he  was  really  agreeable, 
and  people  said  very  learned!  I  was  delighted  with 
him  for  awhile;  but  he  spoiled  it  all  with  that  offer 
of  his — what  long-winded  adjectives!  and  how  the 
poor  fellow  blushed,  puffed  and  perspired!  He  called 
me  an  'admirable  creature,'  and  hiccoughed  in  the 
middle  of  his 'admirable!'     Horrors!     I   have  hated 

him  ever  since.     Then  there  was " 

Here  Sophie  started.  She  heard  the  door-bell  ring. 
"With  a  nervous  spring  she  stood  before  the  mirror, 
smoothing  down  her  brow,  hair  with  a  haste  truly 
comical. 

"It  won't  do  to  seem  interested,"  she  said,  as  she 
took  a  finishing  survey  at  her  person  in  the  glass, 
and  shook  out  with  her  plump  jeweled  fingers,  the 
folds  of  her  airy  muslin  dress. 

The  moment  afterwrrd  when  a  servant  entered  to 
announce  Mr.  Harry  Ainslee,  she  wss  back  in  her 
old  seat  by  the  window,  rocking  and  playing  with 
her  fan,  apparently  as  unconcerned  and  listless  as 
though  that  rfame  had  not  sent  a  quicker  thrill  to  her 
heart,  or  the  betraying  crimson  all  over  her  pretty 
face. 

"Tell  him  I  will  be  down  presently,"  she  said. 
The  girl  disappeared,  and  Sophie  flung  open  the 
window,  that  the  cool,  fresh  air  might  fan  away  the 
extra  rosiness  from  her  complexion.  Then  she  went 
again  to  the  mirror,  and  atter  composing  her  bright 
eager,  happy  face  Into  an  expression  of  demureness, 
descended  to  the  parlor.  A  smile  broke  over  her 
features,  and  she  reached  out  both  hands  to  the 
guest;  but  as  if  suddenly  recollecting  herself,  she 
drew  them  back  again,  and  with  a  formal  bow  of  rec- 
ognition she  passed  him  and  seated  herself  in  a  fur- 
ther corner  of  the  room. 

It  was  very  evident  that  something  was  wrong  with 
Sophie;  that  she  made  up  her  mind  either  not  to  be 
pleased  or  not  to  please.  Could  it  be  that  she  had 
forseen  what  was  coming? — that  a  presentiment  of 
that  visit  and  its  result  had  dictated  the  merry 
speeches  in  her  chamber?  Be  that  as  it  may,  a  half 
hour  had  not  elapsed  before  Harry  Ainslee's  hand 
and  fortune  (which  latter  by  the  way  was  nothing 
wonderful)  were  in  the  same  place  where  Capt.  Mor- 
ris' and  Dr.  Wilkins'  had  been  before  them. 


"The  first  man  that  I  ever  heard  say  such  things 
without  making  a  fool  of  himself,"  muttered  Sophie, 
emphatically  from  behind  her  fan,  as  she  sat,  blushed 
and  evidently  gratified,  yet  without  deigning  any  re- 
ply to  the  gallant,  straight  forward  speech  in  which 
her  lover  had  risked  his  all  of  hope. 

"He  ought  to  do  penance  for  the  pretty  way  he 
managed  his  tongue.  He's  altogether  too  calm  to 
suit  me."  And  Sophie  shook  her  curly  head  mean- 
ingly, holding  her  fan  before  her  as  a  screen.  Did 
she  forget  what  he  had  been  saying?  "I  wonder  if 
I  could  snore  the  way  old  Uncle  Jones  used  to  in 
church?"  she  soliloquized.  "Wouldn't  it  be  fun?  and 
wouldn't  it  plague  Harry  if  he  thought  I  had  been 
asleep  while  he  was  talking?" 

Sophie's  blue  eyes  danced  with  suppressed  merri- 
ment as  she  gave  two  or  three  heavy  breathings,  and 
followed  them  up  wish  a  nassal  explosion  worthy  of 
an  orthodox  deacon.  It  was  well  done — and  theatri- 
cally done — aud  poor  Harry  sprang  bolt  upright, 
surprised,  mortified,  chagrined.  Human  nature 
could  stand  it  no  longer,  and  Sophie  gave  vent  to  her 
mirth  in  a  burst  of  triumphant  laughter. 

"You  little  witch — you  mischief — you  spirit  of 
evil!"  exclaimed  the  relieved  Harry  as  he  sprang  to 
her  side  and  caught  her  by  the  arm  with  a  grip  that 
made  her  scream.  "You  deserve  a  shaking  for  your 
behavior!"  Then  lowering  his  voice,  he  added, 
gravely : 

"Will  you  never  have  done  tormenting  me?  If  you 
love  me  can  "you  not  be  generous  enough  to  tell  me 
so,  and  if  you  do  not,  I  am  at  least  worthy  of  a  can- 
did refusal  ?" 

Words  sprang  to  Sophie's  lips  that  would  have 
done  credit  to  her  womanly  nature,  for  the  whole 
depth  of  her  being  was  stirred  and  drawn  toward  him 
as  they  never  before  had  been  toward  any  man. 

But  she  could  not  give  up  her  raillery  then.  She 
would  go  one  step  further  from  him  ere  she  laid  her 
hand  in  his,  and  told  him  he  was  dearer  to  her  than 
all  the  world  besides.  So  she  checked  the  tender  re- 
sponse that  trembled  on  her  tongue  and  flinging  off 
his  grasp,  with  a  mocking  gesture  and  a  ringing  laugh, 
darted  across  the  room  to  the  piano. 

She  seated  herself,  ran  her  fingers  gracefully  over 
the  keys,  and  broke  out  in  a  wild,  brilliant,  defiant 
song,  that  made  her  lismer's  ears  tingle  as  he  stood 
watching  her,  and  choking  back  the  indignant  words 
that  came  crowding  to  his  lips  for  utterance. 

"Sophie,  listen  to  me!"  he  said  at  lenghth  as  she 
paused  from  sheer  exhaustion.  "Is  it  generous — is 
it  just  to  trifle  with  me  so — to  turn  into  ridicule  the 
emotion  of  a  heart  that  offers  to  j'ou  the  most  rever- 
ent affections?  I  have  loved  you,  because  beneath 
this  volatile  surface  character  of  yours,  I  thought  I 
saw  truthfulness  and  simplicity,  purity  of  soul,  and 
a  warm  current  of  tender,  womanly  feelings  that 
would  bathe  with  blessings  the  whole  life  of  him 
whose  hand  was  so  fortunate  as  to  touch  its  springs. 
You  are  an  heiress,  and  I  only  a  poor  student;  but  if 
that  is  the  reason  why  you  should  treat  me  so  scorn- 
fully, you  are  less  the  noble  woman  than  I  thought 
you." 

Sophie's  head  was  averted,  and  a  suspicious  moist- 
ure glistened  in  her  eyes  as  Harry  ceased  speaking. 
Ah!  why  is  it  that  we  sometimes  hold  our  highest 
happiness  so  lightly — carrying  it  so  careleasly  in  our 
hands,  as  though  it  were  but  dross,  staking  it  all 
upon  idle  caprice. 

Then  she  turned  her  countenance  upon  him  again, 
the  same  mocking  light  was  in  her  eyes,  the  same 
coquettish  smile  breathed  from  her  lips. 

"Speaking  of  heiresses,"  said  Sophie,  "there's 
Helen  Myrtle,  whose  father  is  worth  twice  as  much 
as  mine.  Perhaps  you  had  better  transfer  your  at- 
tention to  her,  Mr.  Ainslee.  The  difference  in  our 
doweries  would  no  doubt  be  quite  an  inducement, 
and  possibly  she  might  consider  your  case  more  se- 
riously than  I  have  done." 

Like  an  insulted  prince,  Harry  Ainslee  stood  up 
before  her — the  hot  fiery  blood  dashed  in  a  fierce  tor- 
rent over  his  face — his  arms  crossed  tightly  upon  his 
breast,  as  if  to  keep  his  heart  from  bursting  with  up- 
raising indignation — his  lips  compressed  and  his 
dark  eyes  flashing.     Sophie,  you  added  one  drop  too 


much  to  your  cruel  sarcasm.  You  trespassed  upon 
his  forbearance  one  step  further  than  you  would 
have  dared,  had  you  known  his  proud  and  sensitive 
nature. 

Not  till  he  had  gone — gone  without  a  single  word 
of  explanation,  leaving  only  a  grave  "good-bye"  and 
the  memory  of  his  pale  face  to  plead  for  him — did 
the  thoughtless  girl  wake  to  a  realization  of  what 
she  had  done.  Then  a  quick,  terrible  fear  shot 
through  her  heart,  and  she  would  have  given  every 
curl  on  her  brown  head  to  have  him  beside  her  one 
short  moment  longer. 

"Pshaw!  what  am  I  afraid  of  ?  He  will  be  back 
again  within  twenty-four  hours  and  as  importunate 
as  ever,"  she  muttered  to  herself,  as  the  street  door 
closed  after  him;  yet  a  sigh  that  was  half  a  sob,  fol- 
lowed the  words,  and  could  Harry  have  seen  the 
beautiful  pair  of  eyes  that  watched  him  so  eagerly  as 
he  went  along  the  street,  or  the  bright  face  that 
leaned  away  out  through  the  parted  blinds  with 
such  a  wistful  look  as  he  disappeared,  it  might  have 
been  his  turn  to  triumph. 

In  spite  of  Sophie's  prophecy,  twenty-four  hours 
did  not  bring  back  Harry.  Days  matured  into  weeks 
and  still  he  did  not  come,  nor  in  all  that  time  did  she 
meet  him.  And  now  she  began  to  think  herself  quite 
a  martyr,  and  acted  accordingly.  In  fact,  she  did 
what  almost  any  heroine  would  have  done  under  the 
circumstances — grew  pale  and  interesting.  Mariana 
began  to  suggest  the  delicacies  to  tempt  Sophie's  pal- 
ate. "The  poor  child  was  getting  so  thin."  In  vain 
Sophie  protested  that  she  had  no  appetite. 

In  vain  papa  brought  dainty  gifts  and  piled  up 
costly  presents  before  his  pet.  A  faint  smile  or  ab- 
stracted "thank  you"  was  the  only  recompense.  If 
sister  Kate  suggested  that  Harry's  absence  was  in 
any  manner  connected  with  her  altered  demeanor, 
Sophie  would  toss  her  ringletted  head  with  an  air  of 
indifference,  and  go  away  and  cry  over  it  for  hours 
at  a  time.  Everybody  thought  something  was  the 
matter  with  Sophie — Sophie  among  the  rest. 

Her  suspense  and  penitence  became  unsupportable 
at  last.  Sister  Kate  who  had  come  so  near  the  solu- 
tion of  the  mystery — she  knew  all,  so  said  Sophie; 
nerhaps  she  could  advise  her  what  to  do,  for  to  give 
up  Harry  seemed  every  day,  more  and  more  of  an  im- 
possibility. 

"Will  you  go  into  the  garden  with  me,  Kate,"  she 
asked,  in  a  trembling  voice,  of  her  sister  one  day, 
about  a  month  after  her  trouble  with  Harry;  "I  have 
something  of  importance  to  tell  you." 

"Go  away  darling,  aud  I  will  be  with  you  in  a  few 
moments,"  replied  Kate,  casting  a  searchful  glance 
at  Sophie's  flushed  cheeks  and  swollen  eyes. 

Punning  swiftly  along  the  garden  paths,  as  if  from 
fear  of  pursuit,  Sophie  turned  aside  into  her  favorite 
arbor,  and  flinging  herself  down  on  a  low  seat, 
buried  her  head  among  the  cool  vines,  and  gave  her- 
self up  to  a  paroxysm  of  passionate  grief.  Soon  she 
heard  steps  approaching,  and  an  arm  twisted  tender- 
ly about  her  waist,  and  a  warm  hand  was  laid  caress- 
ingly on  her  drooping  head. 

"O,  Kate,  Kate!"  she  cried,  in  the  agony  of  her 
repentance,  "I  am  perfectly  wretched.  Yrou  don't 
i  now  why,  though  you  have  come  very  near  guessing 
two  or  three  times.     Harry  and  I — " 

Here  a  convulsive  sob  interrupted  her,  and  the 
hand  upon  her  head  passed  over  her  disordered  curls 
with  a  gentle,  smoothing  motion. 

"Harry  and  I" — another  sob — "quarreled  two  or 
three  weeks  ago.  I  was  wilful  and  rude,  just  as  it 
was  natural  for  me  to  be,  and  he  got  angry.  I  don't 
think  he  is  going  to  forgive  me,  for  he  has  not  been 
here  since." 

Sophie  felt  herself  drawn  in  a  closer  embrace,  and 
was  sure  Kate  pitied  her. 

"I  would  not  have  owned  it  to  anybody  if  it  had 
not  been  as  it  is,"  she  continued  rubbing  her  little 
white  hands  into  her  eyes;  "but  I  think  I  love  him 
almost  as  I  do  you  and  father  und  mother." 

A  kiss  dropped  on  Sophie's  glossy  head,  and  tighter 
was  she  held.  She  wondered  why  Kate  was  to  silent, 
but  still  kept  her  face  hidden  in  the  vines. 

"He  asked  me  to  be  his  wife,"  she  continued, 
"Asked  me  as  nobody  else  ever  did — in  such  a  manly 
way,  that  he  made  me  feel  as  though  I  ought  to  have 
been  the  one  to  plead  instead  of  him.  I  could  not 
bear  that,  and  I  answered  him  as  I  should  not.  He 
thought  that  it  was  because  he  was  poor  and  I  was 
rich;  and  all  the  time  I  was  thinking  I  would  rather 
live  in  a  cottage  with  him  than  in  the  grandest  pal- 
ace in  the  world  with  any  other  man.  only  I  was  too 
proud  to  tell  him  so  to  his  face.  What  can  I  do? 
Tell  me,  Kate,  you  are  much  better  than  I  am,  and 
you  never  get  into  trouble.  I  am  sure  I  shall  die  if 
you  don't."  And  Sophie  wept  away. 
"Look  up  dear,  and  I  will  tell  you." 
Sophie  did  look  up  with  a  little  start,  and  the  next 
moment,  with  a  little  scream  leaped  into  the  arms — 
not  of  sister  Kate,  but  Harry  Ainslee. 

Sophie  declares  to  this  day  that  she  has  never  for- 
given either  of  them,  though  she  has  been  Mrs. 
Harry  Ainslee  nearly  two  years. 

I  THE   END.  I 
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EF°No  communication  will  be  inserted  unlesB  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Simeon. — Fish  usually  hang  on  with  their 
teeth  to  rocks  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea  dur- 
ing a  gale  of  wind. 

Beaconsfield. — Tou  are  mistaken.  Rail- 
road conductors  and  lightning  conductors 
are  different  things  altogether. 

Adam. — A  sharp  razor  has  sometimes  been 
used  for  a  sore  throat,  but  oftener  for  a  sore 
heart.     We  don't  think  it's  a  good  remedy. 

Columbia. — You  are  right,  this  is  a  great 
country  for  invention.  Wooden  nutmegs, 
"Jolly  Joker"  ballott  boxes,  etc.,  show  that. 

Penn. — It  is  not  necessary,  in  order  to  fill 
the  position  of  United  States  District  Judge, 
that  a  man  should  be  a  good  judge  of  whisky. 

Crispin. — Sandwich  making  is  not  the  chief 
enterprise  carried  on  at  Honolulu,  nor  do 
the  Kannakas  enjoy  a  monopoly  of  that  busi- 
ness. 

Mexia. — If  all  the  idiots  in  this  country 
were  put  under  restraint,  thousands  upon 
thousands  of  new  asylums  would  have  to  be 
built. 

Believer. — The  President  of  the  French 
Republic  receives  a  salary  of  $240,000  per 
year.  We  think  we  would  accept  the  office 
at  half  that  amount,  but  the  French  are  fool- 
ish people  and  don't  appreciate  genius  ac- 
companied with  economy. 

Mary. — If  any  man  tells  you  that  his  heart 
has  been  "a  burning  mass  of  love  towards  you 
for  a  period  of  two  years,"  but  has  never  du- 
ring that  time  plucked  up  courage  enough 
to  wink  at  you,  put  him  down  as  a  fraud. 
He  is  either  a  contemptable  coward  or  a 
mendacious  blackguard. 

Obadiah. — The  primary  symptoms  of  the 
yellow  fever  are  a  red  nose  and  a  tendency, 
on  the  part  of  the  face  generally,  to  blossom. 
If  your  brother  exhibits  such  symptoms  avoid 
him;  he  may  not  have  the  yellow  fever,  but 
he  is  certainly  suffering  from  some  epidemic 
that  requires  alcoholic  remedies. 

Scotch  Jim. — Statistics  show  that  100,000,- 
000  pairs  of  shoes  were  manufactured  in  the 
United  States,  during  the  year  1877.  Com 
puting  the  population  at  40,000,000  this 
would  give  each  person  two  and  a  half  pairs. 
If  you  have  not  had  your  share  you  had  bet- 
ter send  for  them.  Number  fourteens  would 
fit  you  we  fancy. 


Tourist. — If  any  man  asserts  in  your  hear- 
ing that  there  is  a  steamship  line  between 
San  Francisco  and  Sydney,  Australia,  put 
that  man  down,  mentally,  as  a  clipper  built 
and  copper  fastened  liar.  But,  unless  he  is 
smaller  than  you,  don't  tell  him  so.  No 
steamship  line  has  ever  yet  been  made  which 
would  reach  from  California  to  Australia. 

Marengo. — Somnambulist  means  a  man 
who  gets  up  in  the  night  and  goes  into  the 
room  occupied  by  his  wife's  mother  with  the 
intention  of  smothering  the  old  lady.  If  she 
happens  to  be  awake,  he  quietly  goes  to  the 
water  pitcher  and  takes  a  drink  and  explains 
the  matter  the  next  morning  by  saying  he  re- 
collects nothing  of  it;  he  supposes  he  must 
have  been  asleep  etc. 

Dom  Pedro. — Writes  to  say:  "The  causes 
of  this  immunity  from  disease  are  not  far  to 
seek.  In  addition  to  the  natural  advantages, 
due  to  healthfulness  of  location,  San  Fran- 
cisco has  an  ample  supply  of  pure  water  and 
a  system  of  sewerage  unsurpassed  by  that  of 
any  city  on  the  face  of  the  globe."  Dom  is 
facetious  at  our  expense  and  if  he  does  not 
look  out  he  may  get  hurt. 


Couldn't  Stand  on  the  Pedestal. 

A  policeman  was  standing  on  the  shady 
side  of  his  beat,  twirling  his  mustache  and 
musing  over  the  lost  opportunities  of  youth. 

A  man  came  forward  and  made  an  abject 
bow,  intended  as  a  tribute  to  law  and  order. 
He  was  a  man  with  a  glossy  look  about  the 
knees  and  elbows,  and  the  small  portion  of 
shirtfront  that  managed  to  hold  itself  above 
the  discontented  vest  that  was  trying  to  ciimb 
up  and  wind  itself  aro.ind  the  man's  neck, 
was  not  immaculate.  It  said  as  plainly  as  a 
shirt-bosom  could  say — and  that,  too,  with 
a  piteous  sppeal  for  sympathy — that  it  was  a 
badly  neglected  piece  of  linen,  and  felt 
ashamed  of  its  keeping  and  company. 

The  man  stood  for  a  minute  or  two,  and 
looked  upon  the  officer  with  eyes  of  humble 
admiration.  He  was  awed  by  the  stern,  de- 
fiant look  of  the  cop,  and  dazzled  by  the 
badge  and  buttons.  The  officer  threw  his 
gaze  heavenward,  in  sublime  indifference, 
and  folded  his  arms  as  though  posing  for  a 
statue  of  Achilles  in  modern  garments. 

"Look  at  him!"  said  the  man  in  a  design 
ing  undertone  to  himself.  "Only  look  at 
him!  Ain't  he  a  tough 'un  for  heavy  duty? 
Them's  the  sort  o'  men  that  makes  an  honest 
man  a  possibility  in  this  country,  an'  keeps 
up  the  price  o'  rope.  What  strength  an' 
courage  do  I  see  before  me  like  a  pictur',  to 
say  nothin'  of  the  iron  muscles  and  breadth 
of  chist.  Our  sacred  institutions  are  well 
guarded,  an'  the  majesty  of  the  law  is  purty 
well  sot  up  with  so  long  as  such  men  as  him 
are  keepin'  their  peepers  peeled  for  scala- 
wags." 

The  officer  threw  his  head  higher,  and  put 
on  a  frown  that  would  have  soured  fresh 
milk. 

The  proper  moment  had  come,  and  the 
man  walked  up  and  looked  him  calmly  in  the 
face. 

"Why  do  I  sleep  well  at  night?"  he  de- 
manded.   "Why  are  my  dreams  untroubled?" 


"I  suppose  you  have  a  mosquito  net,"  said 
the  blue-coat,  unbending  a  little;  "and  sleep 
on  the  shed-roof  where  the  bugs  can't  reach 
you." 

"No,  sir — it  ain't  that,  but  droop  your  ear 
and  hearken.  I'll  tell  you  hou  it  comes  that 
I  can  tumble  into  my  little  bunk  every  even- 
ing an'  shut  my  blinkers  for  an  all-night 
snooze  without  any  more  uneasiness  than  a 
baby  running  over  with  catnip  tea.  It's  be- 
cause I  know  that  such  men  as  you  are  walk- 
in'  up  an'  down  in  front  of  my  shanty  to  see 
that  I  have  my  regular  ration  of  peaceful 
slumber  without  disturbance.  What's  the 
use  of  my  worryin'  an'  layin'  awake  watchin' 
for  crib-crackers  when  I  know  that  every 
steet  in  the  city  is  under  the  eye  of  men  who 
never  back  down,  an'  fight  as  though  every 
last  mother's  son  of  'em  was  married  and  had 
to  do  it?  Talk  about  brave  men !  Look  for 
'em  among  the  police  force  an'  you  git  full 
measure  every  time." 

The  officer  protested  that  the  eulogy  was 
invidious.     Plenty  of  other  men  were  brave. 

"So  they  may  be — so  they  may;  but  show 
me  the  courage  that  ain't  ballasted  with  sel- 
fishness, outside  of  the  police,  an'  you  can 
take  my  nose  for  a  paper-weight.  I  know  a 
brave  man  when  I  hear  him  breathe,  an'  I 
know  I'm  talking  to  one  of  the  boldest  un- 
laureled  heroes  in  this  stretch  o'  timber. 
Now  ain't  that  so  ?" 

"Really — ah — I  can't  permit — such  unde- 
served— ah — I  really  can't  allow  it,  sir,"  said 
the  officer  with  a  melting  look  and  a. softened 
tone. 

"But  you're  not  a  coward!" 

"I'd  like  to  hear  some  body  just  hint  that 
I  was,"  and  the  lips  compressed,  and  the 
head  shook  meaningly. 

"An'  you've  got  jest  oceans  of  courage — 
no  going  back  on  that." 

"Well,  no,  maybe  not." 

"An' you're  grit  to  the  back-bone.  Own 
up,  now — you're  jest  fairly  loaded  down  with 
it.     An't  that  so  ?" 

"I  suppose  I  must  have  a  little,  you  know. 
Must  have  in  this  business." 

"Didn't  I  say  so  ?  But  'little  won't  do. 
That  ain't  the  term — groaning  with  sand  is 
better.  Now,  come;  face  the  music  and  own 
up.  You've  got  grit  away  above  the  average 
— now  pin't  that  nearer  the  mark  ?" 

"Oh,  yes,  I  suppose  so,"  said  the  man  of 
the  mace,  a  little  sheepishly. 

"An'  as  to  nerve — we  can't  pile  it  on  too 
thick  there,  I  know.  You're  nervy  to  the 
marrow,  now  ain't  you  ?  Own  up  that  you've 
got  nerve — you  can't  deny  that  ?" 

"No,  I  reckon  not,  but  I'd  rather  have 
somebody  else  say  so." 

The  man  drew  up  close,  and  spoke  in  a  low 
voice : 

"I  knowed  it — I  knowed  it.  But  see  here 
— do  you  s'pose  youv'e  got  nerve  enough  to 
lend  me  about  two  dollars  ?" 

The  officer  had  to  wilt  this  time  and  back 
clear  down  from  his  high  pedestal.  His 
nerve  was  too  feeble. — Breakfast  lable. 


Persons  sending  communications  inten- 
ded for  the  editorial  or  artistic  departments 
of  this  paper  will  please  address  the  same  to 
The  Editor. 
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Tlie  Very  Fresuest  American  Humor 

A  regular  attendant  of  the  club — A  police- 
man. 

A  cool  reply:  Ay  .ice,  sir. — Keokuk    Consti- 
tution. 

The  cucumber  does  the  best  fighting  after 
it  is  down. 

Look  beef  o'er  before  you  purchase  steak 
this  weather. 

Quakers  stick  by  their  Friends. — New  Or- 
leans Picayune. 

How  many  mourners  are  necessary  at  the 
wake  of  a  ship  ? 

A  sanguinary  craft:  A  blood  vessel. — Keo- 
kuk Constitution. 

People  call  a  man  a  funny  dog  on  account 
of  his  waggish  ways. 

Advice  to  a  big  blower — Shut  down  your 
windy. — N.  Y.  Times. 

A  critic  is  on  double  mettle  when  he  dips 
his  steel  pen  in  his  zinc. 

A  man  who  owes  more  than  he  can  pay  is 
naturally  more-ose. — St.  John's  Torch. 

"Whene'er  you  go  hunting  for  snipe,  Russ, 
Take  care  you  don't  Popoff  in  Cyprus. 

— Courier- Journal. 

Newly  married  couples  should  go  over 
Mount  Washington  by  the  bridle  path. — Bos- 
ton Post. 

The  Hackensack  Republican  suggests  the 
parados  that  a  student  abroad  should  study 
a  tome. 

So  close  is  the  sympathy  between  night 
and  day,  that  after  the  one  falls  the  other 
breaks. 

•'After  August  1  woodcock  may  be  shot." 
We  advise  this  1  woodcock  to  look  out  for 
himself. 

Mary  had  a  little  lamp, 
'Twas  filled  with  kerosene, 
She  blew  right  down  the  chimney 
And  vanished  from  the  scene. 

Abel,  in  Hebrew,  means  vanity;  and  a 
belle,  in  English,  has  much  the  same  signifi- 
cation.— Fun. 

It  is  lucky  to  pick  up  a  horse-shoe,  unless, 
of  course,  it  happens  to  be  attached  to  a 
mule's  hind  leg. 


When  an  accordeon  has  worked  its  way 
into  a  pawn  shop  its  redeemer  does  not  live. 
— New  Orleans  Picayune. 

It  was  a  Massachusettes  tramp  who,  when 
caught  stealing  watermelons,  said  that  he 
was  in  favor  of  greenbacks. — N.  ¥.  Herald. 

How  opes  the  average  epicure 

His  sub-olfactory  gash, 
And  pleuteously  administers 

The  toothsome  succothash. 


Some  piratical  punsters  evidently  think 
they  wear  the  mantle  of  Tom  Hood,  but 
Robin'  Hood  is  where  the  only  resemblance 
comes  in. 

"Do  we  ever  think  of  Shakespeare's  par- 
ents ?"  asks  the  Philadelphia  Bulletin.  Ah 
my  dear  boys,  did  Shakespeare's  parents  ever 
think  of  us. — Hawkeye. 

Somebody  has  discovered  that  whenever 
the  grain  is  cut  and  hauled  in,  the  tramp 
makes  his  appearance  on  the  stubble  and  de- 
mands work  or  bread. — Brookville  Democrat. 

If  England  and  Russia  are  going  to  fight 
they  will  have  to  hurry  up  or  their  fun  will 
be  unavoidably  and  indefinitely  postponed. 
The  Iowa  peace  society  meets  in  two  weeks. 
— Hawkeye. 

A.  H.  McAlister,  of  Mississippi,  has  inven- 
ted a  gun  that  can  be  fired  one  thousand 
times  a  minute.  It  is  a  good  thing  the  Re- 
publican party  in  Mississippi  disbanded 
when  it  did. — Hawkeye. 

In  China  parents  do  not  call  their  girls  by 
given  names,  but  by  numbers,  1,  2,  3,  and  so 
ou.  In  that  country  a  young  man  doesn't 
always  look  out  for  "No.  1,"  without  she's 
good-looking. — Turners  Falls  Reporter. 

It  is  not  safe  to  argue  that  a  revival  of 
business  is  at  hand  just  because  your  wife 
has  succeeded  in  disposing  of  your  second- 
best  suit  of  clothes  in  exchange  for  a  green 
plaster-of-paris  parrot  with  a  tomato-colored 
beak. — New  Haven  Register, 

A  flat  iron  with  a  thermometer  on  to  regu- 
late the  heat  is  invented,  but  we  don't  think 
it  will  be  popular.  What  is  to  become  of 
the  thermometer  when  the  iron  is  thrown  at 
a  husband's  head  ?  It  is  doubtless  the  in- 
vention of  some  short-sighted  bachelor — Oil 
City  Derrick. 

Mrs.  Shoddy's  views  are  interesting  to 
those  who  are  thinking  about  keeping  a  car- 
riage. She  saj's  that  she  has  thought  it  all 
over,  and  come  to  the  conclusion  that 
brooches  are  almost  too  large,  that  these  'ere 
coupons  are  too  shut  up,  but  that  a  nice  sty- 
lish pony  phatom  seems  to  be  just  the  thing. 

Washee,  washee,  morn  till  night, 
No  get  drunkee,  no  go  fight : 
No  give  sasse  Melican  man, 
Workee  hardee  all  he  can. 

Melican  loafee  all  day  long, 
Spit  on  Chinee,  say  no  wrong; 
Stealee  muchee  when  he  couldee, 
Lie  'bout  Chinee,  say  no  goodee. 

— Boston  Post. 

We  hate  to  have  a  lawyer  die.  Not  that 
we  think  any  more  of  lawyers  than  we  do  of 
any  other  class  of  people,  but  we  know  there 
has  got  to  be  a  "meeting  of  the  bar"  and  re- 
solutions are  going  to  be  drawn  up  (they 
ought  to  be  drawn  up,  clear  out  of  sight,  and 
left  there),  and  speeches  made  eulogizing  the 
deceased,  principally  by  rival  attorneys  who 
hated  him  like  sin  when  he  was  alive,  and 
who  were  never  known  to  say  anything  good 
of  him  until  he  was  laid  away  under  the  sod. 
Then  these  resolutions  and  speeches  must  be 
printed  in  the  all  the  daily  papers,  and  com- 
munity discovers,  when  too  late,  what  a 
jewel  they  have  had  among  them. — Cin.  Sat. 
Night. 


Shortly  after  the  battle  of  Monmouth, 
Washington,  his  brow  contracted  with 
thought  and  shadowed  with  gloom,  stood  out 
in  the  back  yard.  It  was  midnight,  and  the 
sinking  moon  cast  a  strange,  weird  pallor 
over  the  darkening  landscape.  The  father 
of  his  conntry  held  a  shot-gun  in  his  hands, 
the   smoke   still  wreathing  slowly  above  his 


head.  It  was  evident  that  his  slumbers  had 
been  disturbed.  "I  feel,"  he  said,  passing 
passing  his  hand  across  his  throbbing  brow, 
"I  feel  like  one  who,  from  a  lofty  height, 
looks  down  upon  the  mighty  torrent  of  re- 
resistless  Niagara."  And  then  with  one  last 
glance  at  the  cat  he  wrecked,  he  turned  to- 
ward the  house  and  tried  to  tell  his  staff 
what  he  had  said;  but,  alas  he  couldn't  re- 
member it,  and  when  they  tried  to  laugh  out 
of  courtesy,  the  sleepy  cackle  betrayed  the 
hollowness  of  the  effort.  It  was  then  that 
Washington  swore. — Hawkeye. 

Now,  Din n is,  ye  spalpeen!  be  aisey, 
Ye'r  actin'  as  if  ye  wor  crazy, 

To  cut  sich  outlandish  capers. 
Och!  lad,  an'  ye  oughtn't  to  shwear  so, 
An',  shure,  if  ye  rip  an'  ye  tear  so, 

Ye'll  get  yer  name  put  in  the  papers. 

Thim  "imps"  is  a  dodgin  all  'round  ye 
A  thryin'  to  pump  and  to  sound  ye, 

Te  see  if  yez  got  any  brains, 
An'  nixt  they'll  be  tellin'  the  paple, 
As  loud  as  a  bell  in  a  sthapel, 

Yez  only  a  fool  for  your  pains. 

An'  the  worsht  is  the  folks  'ill  belave  'em, 
An'  niver  drame  they  decave  "em, 
As  long  as  ye  act  loike  a  gawk. 
Thin  pull  down  yer  vest,  Misther  Kearney, 
An'  give  us  a  rest  on  that  blarney, 
An'  lets  have  some  sensible  talk. 

,- — Norrlstown  Herald. 

The  reason  Mr.  Baslinger  wont  speak  to 
any  of  the  editors  of  the  Hawkeye  when  he 
meets  them,  is  this:  Last  Thursday  morning 
he  came  into  the  office  with  a  poem,  begin- 
ning, "Oh,  softly  the  moonlight  sleeps  on 
the  clove,"  and  told  us,  as  he  carelessly 
tossed  it  on  the  table,  that  it  was  "only  a 
little  he  just  dashed  off  as  he  was  coming 
down  this  morning;  hardly  worth  fixing  up; 
hadn't  time  to  polish  it;  if  we  wanted  to  take 
it  just  as  he  threw  it  off,  all  right,"  We 
took  it  and  published  it,  and  the  next  night, 
at  the  church  sociable,  his  wife  met  us  and 
said,  "And  oh,  wasn't  that  a  sweet  little 
poem  of  Frederic's  ?  And  do  you  know,  he 
worked  on  that  from  eight  o'clock  Wednes- 
day evening  until  half-past  three  in  the  morn- 
ing, and  wouldn't  let  a  soul  of  U3  come  into 
the  room,  and  then  he  made  the  last  copy  t  f 
it  into  his  note-book  at  the  breakfast  table. 
Why  do  editors  always  prefer  lead  pencil 
copy  to  ink  ?  Frederic  said  they  did."  And 
right  there  stood  Mr.  Baslinger  all  the  time. 

A  dry  goods  clerk  who  was  staying  after 
ordering  his  dinner  at  a  Washington  street 
restaurant  the  other  day,  was  requested  by 
the  waiter  to  take  charge  for  a  minute  while 
he  stepped  around  the  corner.  Before  the 
waiter  returned,  a  big,  hungry-looking  cus- 
tomer entered,  entrenched  himself  behind 
the  first  table,  glared  at  the  bill  of  fare,  held 
upside  down,  and  savagely  demanded  what 
there  was  to  eat.  The  clerk  saw  that  this 
was  an  emergency  that  must  be  met,  and, 
after  pinning  on  a  napkin,  approached  and 
ran  over  the  card  after  the  manner  of  the 
counter: 

"I  shall  be  pleased,"  said  he,  "to  show 
you  a  very  stylish  line.  We  have  a  neat  ar- 
ticle in  tomato  soups — we  are  opening  a  new 
article  of  white  fish — we  can  put  up  a  su- 
perior quality  of  veal,  or  lamb  with  mint 
sauce — and  here,  O,  here  is  a  lemon  pie  that 
is  all  the  rage,  and — 

"All  the "  put  in  the  customer,  catch- 
ing his  breath.  "See  here,  young  man.  I 
hail  from  Norwich,  and  I  can't  stand  so  much 
giltedge.  You  needn't  put  up  any  veal  or 
open  any  fish  around  me.  If  you  have  any- 
thing fit  for  a  square  meal  trot  it  out,  and  if 
you  haven't  I'll — " 

What  he  would  have  done  will  never  be 
known,  for  at  this  juncture  the  waiter  him- 
self came  in  opportunely,  and  the  clerk  drop- 
ped the  napkin  and  retired  in  short  order  to 
enjoy  his  own  dinner,  ordering  an  extra  cup 
of  coffee  to  tranquilize  his  nerves. — Ex. 
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— Messrs.  Snow  &  May  have  on  view  a  fine 
allegorical  painting  from  the  brush  of  Mr. 
Oscar  Kunath,  entitled  "California." 

— The  California  Jsegers  will  give  their 
Sixth  Annual  Target  Excursion  on  Sunday, 
September  15th,  at  the  Schuetzen  Park,  Ala- 
meda. 

— The  Chinese  Embassy  have  rented  a 
house  in  Washington.  It  is  said  to  be  some- 
what cleaner  than  the  Beverend  Otis  Gib- 
son's Hotel  in  San  Francisco. 

— A  North  Carolina  paper  reports  that  the 
lightning  struck  a  patch  of  growing  tobacco 
and  killed  it  all.  We  suppose  there  were  no 
churches  in  that  neighborhood. 

— Paint  applied  to  houses  in  the  autumn 
lasts  much  better  than  at  any  other  season. 
— Ex.  When  it's  applied  to  a  woman's 
cheek  the  season  is  immaterial. 

— The  Southern  California  Horticultural 
Society  open  their  first  annual  exhibition  at 
Los  Angeles  on  October  14th.  We  believe 
their  building  and  grounds  are  well  worth 
visiting. 

— The  nails  of  the  right  hand  grow  faster 
than  those  of  the  left,  but  the  boys  who  run 
around  bare-footed  say  that  a  nail  run  into 
the  left  foot  pains  just  as  much  as  if  it  was 
the  right  one. 

— The  Association  of  Territorial  Pioneers 
celebrated  the  twenty-eighth  anniversary  of 
the  admission  of  this  State  into  the  Union 
with  an  entertainment  at  Pacific  Hall.  A 
highly  enjoyable  evening  was  spent. 

— "Summer  is  Dying"  sings  a  poet.  Let 
her  die.  But  that  reminds  the  Lieutenant 
General  paragrapher  of  this  journal  that  he 
must  get  his  pants  dyed  so  that  he  may 
"hop"  around  in  becoming  garb  during  the 
festivities  of  the  winter  season. 

— We  have  received  a  pamphlet  purporting 
to  be  a  medical  lecture,  but  really  an  adver- 
tisement of  some  patent  liver  pad.  At  the 
end  of  the  brochure  five  or  six  pages  of  what 
is  termed  press  criticisms  are  given.  The 
press  criticisms  are  a  number  of  paid  for 
star  notices.     Avaunt! 

— A  correspondent  in  the  Rural  Press  gives 
the  following  cure  for  glanders:  Pulverize 
three  tablespoonfuls  of  copperas;  mix  with 
flour  and  water  to  a  dough;  make  into  a  roll 
and  lay  on  the  root  of  the  horse's  tongue  to 
swallow.  Then,  24  hours  later,  three  table- 
spoonsful  alum  pulverized  and  mixed  as   be- 


fore. Then  follow  up  each  day  by  alterna- 
ting. For  the  second  dose  of  copperas  give 
two  spoousfuls;  the  alum  the  same.  Next 
dose  is  one  teuspoonful  of  each.  It  is  said 
by  those  that  know  that  it  has  proved  suc- 
cessful when  taken  in  time. 

— The  Examiner  is  very  much  exercised 
over  the  fact  that  President  Hayes'  Cabinet 
are  taking  an  active  part  in  politics.  Why 
should  they  not?  Tha  Examiner  says:  Be- 
cause Democratic  Cabinets  never  did  so!  We 
fail  to  see  the  force  of  the  argument.  Demo- 
cratic Cabinets  have  often  left  undone  things 
which  the}'  might  with  propriety  have  done 
and  vice  versa.  Take  our  advice,  Phillip, 
and  tackle  your  opponents  on  solid  issues — 
and  there  are  plenty  of  them.  Cabinet  of- 
ficers are  selected  for  their  positions  because 
they  have  gained  prominence  as  the  holders 
of  certain  views  upon  political  questions;  and 
they  are  quite  justified  in  advocating  them. 
It  is  this  fashion  of  appointing  clerks,  and 
people  of  that  class,  to  office  because  of  their 
political  opinions,  and  the  permitting  them 
to  activelj'  engage  in  the  political  complica- 
tions of  the  day,  which  has  brought  the  civil 
service  of  this  country  to  ruin.  Who  com- 
menced it  ? 


Music  Hath  Its  Charms. 

We  were  in  Gray's  Music  store  for  a  few 
moments,  the  other  afternoon.  Young  Mr, 
Dauchy  who  is  qnite  a  musician  wanted  us  to 
hear  an  adaptation  from  the  "Chimes  of  Nor- 
mandy," which  he  thought  was  a  very  neat 
thing.  We  love  music;  we  become  absorbed 
in  it,  and  saturated  with  it.  It  lifts  us  above 
the  world,  and  the  things  of  time,  and  leaves 
us  floating  noiselessly  through  the  atmos- 
phere of  fond  hopes  and  sweet  memories. 
We  were  glad  when  young  Mr.  Dauchy  pro- 
posed to  play  this  piece. 

Mr.  Blowah  was  in  the  store  at  the  time. 
He  was  telling  us  of  a  hunting  expedition  the 
day  before  in  which  he  had  killed  three  birds 
in  one  shot,  when  the  music  commenced.  He 
paused  then.  We  turned  our  full  attention 
to  the  instrument.  The  player  dashed  into 
the  overture.  The  movement  was  excellent 
if  not  brilliant.  We  concentrated  every 
thought  upon  it.     Mr.  Blowah  said: 

"You  are  fond  of  music?" 

We  briefly  said  yes. 

"So'm  I.  There  ain't  nobody  fonder  of 
music  than  I  am.  I  ain't  any  player  myself 
but  I  can  tell  when  a  piece  is  played  right  as 
well  as  any  of  'em.  They  can't  fool  me  on 
music." 

There  was  a  spirited  dash  in  the  overture 
at  this  juncture.  We  were  charmed.  Mr. 
Blowah  said: 

"Did  you  ever  hear  oldGibbs,  of  Slawson, 
play  a  violin  ?" 

We  had  not  heard  Gibbs.  In  a  tone  of  as 
little  interest  as  was  possible  we   said  "no." 

"Is  that  so  ?  Why,  I  thought  every  body 
had  heard  him.  He  can  more  than  shake  a 
bow.  He  ain't  got  no  equal  in  these  parts, 
you  bet.  I  wish  you  could  hear  him,  you're 
fond  of  music.  If  you  could  hear  him  play 
the  "Blue  Danube,"  you  would  be  so  taken 
up  with  it  that  you  couldn't  speak  a   word." 

Mr.  Blowah  paused  about  eight  seconds, 
in  which  the  "Chimes"  floated  sweetly,  when 
he  again  observed — 

"That's  pretty  good  playing  'ain't  it?" 

"Yes,"  very  briefly.' 

"I've  got  a  capital  ear  for  music,"  he  con- 


tinued. "I  can  tell  in  a  minute  when  a  piece 
is  played  right.  There's  a  chap  up  in  Sacra- 
mento who  has  got  a  piano  that's  one  of  the 
best  strung  I  ever  saw.  He  can  more  than 
handle  it,  too.  I  can't  think  of  his  name. 
Perhaps  you  know  him?" 

So  perfectly  delicious  was  the  strain  now 
given  that  we  could  not  speak.  We  could 
only  shake  our  head  slowly. 

"No?  Well  that's  odd.  It's  curiousl 
can't  think  of  his  name.  It's  Morgan  or  Har- 
rigan,  or  something  like  that.  There's  a  gan 
in  it  anyway.  It  does  beat  all  that  I  can't 
think  of  that  name.  It's  just  as  familiar  to 
me  as  yours.  I  wish  you'd  go  up  there  some 
day  and  hear  him  play.  He  can  play  the 
'Devil's  Hornpipe'  and  'Home,  Sweet  Home' 
at  the  same  time.  He's  a  perfect  wonder  on 
the  piano.  Oh,  you  must  go  and  hear  him 
if  you  want  to  know  what  music  is.  I  could 
sit  and  hear  him  all  day  without  breathing." 

Grandly  beautiful  came  the  air,  as  he 
ceased.  Our  perturbed  spirit  fell  into  the 
sweet  harmony  and  glided — 

"Did  3'ou  ever  hear  Thomas'  orchestra?" 
inquired  Mr.  Blowah. 

A  nod  of  the  head,  half  exhausted  at  that, 
was  all  the  response  we  could  make. 

"How'd  you  like  him?" 

With  a  powerful  wrench  we  tore  ourselves 
from  the  delicious  air  long  enongh  to  say, 
"Very  much." 

"He's  the  boy  to  handle  music,  ain't  he? 
I  heard  him  in  New  York  when  he  first  began 
his  concerts.  I  always  go  to  hear  the  big 
guns.  If  there's  one  thing  I  like  it's  good 
music.  I  could  hear  good  music  forever,  I 
believe.  It  takes  right  hold  of  me,  an'  I'm 
all  eaten  up  with  it." 

He  paused  to  relight  his  cigar.  A  bit  of 
the  chimes  like  a  sound  of  silver  bells  was  be- 
ing given.  The  execution  was  very  fine. 
We  rushed  to.  embrace  it. 

Mr.  Blowah  said — 

"The  next  time  you  go  to  Petaluma  let  me 
know.  I  should  like  to  take  you  around  to 
a  friend  of  mine  in  Fourteenth  street.  He 
has  got  a  two  thousand  dollar  piano,  and 
they  say  it's  the  best  toned  instrument  out  of 
New  York.  And  he  can  more'n  handle  it. 
He's  played  ever  since  he  was  eight  years 
old,  aud  takes  to  music  as  natural  as  a  duck 
to  water.  You'd  enjoy  hearing  him  play,  I 
can  tell  you,  and  I'd  like  to  go  there  with 
you.  What's  the  matter  ?  Ain't  you  feeling 
well  ?" 

Before  we  could  make  any  reply  to  this 
unexpected  interrogation  the  Chimes  ceased. 

"You  move  around  so  restless,  and  look  so 
white  in  the  face,"  said  Mr.  Blowah,  eyeing 
us  anxiously,  "that  I  thought  you  might  be 
sick.  You  ought  to  get  out  more  where  you 
can  hear  music,  you're  so  fond  of  it.  It  will 
do  you  good." 

We  gratefully  thanked  him  for  his  kind  in- 
terest, and  crawled  back  to  the  office. 


GOLQMA  VINEYARD. 

Constantly  on 
hand 

WINES  &  BRANDIES, 

Burgundy, 

Muscat,     Catawba, 

RED,   WHITE, 

and     other     WINES. 

Robert  Chalmers,  Coloma. 

FOE  SALE  BY 

ROBERT    IJEIUSU, 

General  Agent  for  San  Francisco,  also 
Dealer  in 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors, 

412  Sansome  Street,        -        •       San  Francisco. 
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This  week  there  has  been  a  little  flutter  in 
matters  theatrical.  At  one  house  a  new  com- 
pany has  appeared,  aud  at  another  an  actress 
of  wide  spread  fame  has  made  her  bow.  The 
houses  too  seem  to  have  felt  the  effect  of  the 
returning  good  times  to  an  appreciable  ex- 
tent.    At  the 

California  Theatre 
Bobison  and  Crane  continued  their  abortive 
attempt  to  produce  "Our  Batchelors." 
Looking  round  upon  the  comparatively  full 
houses  which  nightly  listen  to  their  infliction 
one  is  lost  in  astonishment  at  the  number  of 
people  who  are  driven  to  such  an  expedient 
to  kill  time. 

At  Baldwin's 
"Olivia"  continued  for  another  week  to  be 
the  giant  with  which  that  unfortunate  com- 
pany had  to  struggle.  We  do  not  know  that 
anything  more  need  be  added  save  that  each 
performance  showed  more  clearly  the  wide 
gap  which  lay  between  their  efforts  and  a 
good  performance. 


At  the  Bush  Street  Theatre 
Mrs.  Alice  Oates  and  her  company  have  been 
producing  opera  boufle  in  a  fairly  creditable 
manner.  The  charjga  from  the  idiotic  humor 
and  black  faces  of  those  who  preceded  them 
is  a  relief  for  which  we  offer  "much  thanks." 


At  the  Grand  Opera  House 
Mrs.  Scott-Siddons  has  been  presenting  some 
of  Shakespeare's  choicest  characters.  Mrs. 
Scott-Siddons  is  a  lady  of  very  superior 
qualifications  as  an  actress,  and  it  is  very 
much  to  be  regretted  that  she  permitted  her- 
self to  be  drawn  into  an  engagement  at  a 
house  where  the  stock  company  is  about 
capable  of  supporting  Captain  Jack  in  his 
dramatic  antics. 


Ques. 
Mr.  Barton  Hill  is  said  to  be  writing  a  new 
play.      It  will  be  called  "The  Production  of 
a  Mountain." 

Miss  Clara  Louisa  Kellogg  asked  the  edi- 
tor of  the  London  limes  to  kiss  her  the  other 
day,  but  he  wouldn't.  He  said  he  had  been 
reading  about  her. 


Woodward's  Gardens. 
"What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to   Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,   or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the   differ- 


ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gvmnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 


FOUND — Violin,  Guitar  and  Banjo  Strings 
pure  in  tone  and  durable,  for  only  12  ya  cents  at 
at  METEES'  Music  Store,  605  Kearny  Street. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


A  limited  number  of  complete  second  vol- 
umes of  the  Wasp  may  be  purchased  at  the 
business  office,  602  California  Street. 

— Becipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Svrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 

J.  S.  Stratton,  contractor  for  raising  and 
moving  brick,  stone,  iron,  and  wooden  build- 
ings. Office:  N.  E.  cor.  Kearny  and  Bush 
streets.  Shop,  No.  854  Harrison  street,  San 
Francisco.  Besidence,  No.  924  Harrison 
street. 

Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


Madame  Demorest's  cut  paper  patterns. 
The  most  stylish  and  reliable  of  any  patterns 
made.  Send  for  illustrated  Calalogue,  free. 
A  full  and  complete  assortment  of  patterns 
always  on  hand.  Will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress in  the  country  by  mail  on  the  receipt 
of  price  in  stamps.  Myron  Shew,  General 
Agent  for  the  Pacific  Coast,  No.  109  Dupont 
street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


Delicious  candies  and  caramels  are  being 
manufactured  fresh  every  day  at  the  Paragon 
Candy  Store,  101  Dupont  street,  corner  of 
Geary.  Wright  &  Tham,  Proprietors.  De- 
pot of  the  celebrated  Paragon  Marsh  Mel- 
low Drops,  also,  agency  for  Brummell's  cele- 
brated Cough  Drops.  Wholesale  and  Be- 
tail. 


Mons.  Alexander  S.  De  Wolowski, 

The  well-known  pianist  and  vocalist,  honor- 
ary member  of  the  principal  Philharmonic 
Societies,  reopens  courses  and  classes  for 
piano  and  singing,  for  opera,  parlor  and  con- 
certs, by  his  new  simplified  method,  the 
shortest  and  best  in  existence,  saving  years  of 
practice  to  beginners,  reading  music  at  sight 
and  training  the  voice  to  its  highest  culture. 


Musical  time  by  his  new  invention, 
bemarle  House,  No.  8  Mason  St. 


At  Al- 


Baldwin's  Arcade  Market ! 


James  Lintott,  914  Market  Street  and  9 
Ellis  Street,  keeps  the  best  Lamb,  Beef, 
Mutton,  Veal,  Bacon,  Pork  and  Ham,  at  the 
lowest  market  rates.  Goods  delivered  to 
all  parts  of  the  city  free  of  charge. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Eeport,  TJ.  S.  In- 
ternal Bevenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


DOIsr^rOLLY'S 

YEAST  POWDER 

FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 
Ask    Your     Grocer    For    It. 


BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between    8th   and    9th   Streets, 

M.  NUN  AN,  Proprietor. 

CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420-1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .AJirens  Sd  Co. 

Proprietors. 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 
FREE 

H@m@  asi  Imi§Mig§me§  Bmm&n 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOE  AN?  SEEVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours-  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DEETZ,  Superintendent. 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
M§w&ggp§g/,  Bmk  &  I&bPsimiBm 

409  "Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Eeview  (letter-sheet  form),  "Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 

Printers  of  the  WASP. 

novl7-tf 


NOTICE. 

The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicious  nature  will 
be  published  by  this  paper. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED     WASP. 
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THE  ONLY  HOUSE  in  the  city  that  receives  fresh  patterns  and  New  York  and  Paris  Fashions  weekly.     Samples,  with  instructions  for  self-measurament. 


£  s  Q 


NICOLL,  THE  TAILOR, 

Branch    of   New    York 


IS  £ezrng  gt  md  303  JJjontijomcni  J>/. 

The  Quickest,  Best  and  Cheapest  Tailor  in  the  World. 

Pants  to   Order  in  Six  Hours,  and  Suits  in  One  Day,  if  Required. 


TO  ORDER 

Pants,  -  from  $4 .01 
Suits,  -  trom  $15. Uf 
Overcoats,  from  $15.00 
Dress  Coats,    "  $20.00 


TO  ORDER 

Black  Doeskin. 

Pants,  -  from  $7.00 
White  Vests,  '•  $3.00 
Fancy  Vests,  "    $6.00 


A  small  stock  on  hand,  of  our  own  make,  to  select  from.    Tailors   and   the   public   supplied  with  cloth  and  trimmings  at  wholesale  prices  by  the  yard;  cut. 


P.  KEIiX/ST, 

Prise  Boot  Makor 

OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


combined.      For  stj'le  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.     The 
elastic  is  so  placed   back  of 
the   ankle   as   to  protect   it 
from  wear  and  it 
does       not      hind 
around   the   ankle 

like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  §8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


<J>C    j.-*    *ftOO  per  dav_at  home.    Samples  worth  35  free. 


s  Stisson  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


HIBERNIA 
Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :—  Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 

OFFICERS: 

President M.  D.  SWEENY 

Yice-Pkesident CD.  O'SULLIVAK 

TRUSTEES- 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touchard, 

E.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Tekasdber EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 


FREWQH 

Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH    STREET, 

Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  DrBECTOB. 

The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6nios 


W«    8GBBHR, 
FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.  .Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

LLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  BEST  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER 
COAST! 


THE  PACIFIC 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Welts,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  §2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
july21-tf  ' 


NOW  IN  THE  THIRD  YEAR! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -         -  -         -     $4  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

j^All  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


ALBANY 

^uh[icuting  (^ompound 

AND   CUPS. 

,  One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cups, 

THE 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
dd  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems,     Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble, 

1C.  HOE  &  CO'S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGER  SAWS, 

*p\°  "j — 'j   /  ^     always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
<ySgWAg^<>       out  any  of  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saw   constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  Baw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.    Address 

TATUM  &  BOVEN, 

No.  3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market. 
P.  O.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 
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pm^^mm  wanted 

eMMk 

MClFteCO^TtSAN  FRANCISCO 

C\CW  W  AnJ'  worker  can  make  §12  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
VJV-/J-I.L/  Outfit  free.     Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

or  THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

Fea  sale. 

From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KORBEL  & 
BROS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL 
&  BROS.,  in  Santa  Rosa. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece.  • 


$66 


a  week  in  your  own  town.  Terms  and  S5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 

San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing  MONDAY,  JULY  29th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  "Wharf.) 

3  0A  P.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Steamer  "James  M. 
■Ow  Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),'  connecting  with 
Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa, 
Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  con- 
nections at  Lakevills  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skaeg's 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City, 
Highland  Springs,  Eartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  Geysers. 

^^Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  for  Kor- 
bel's,  Guerneville  and  the  Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.15  A.  M.] 

Sunday  Excursions  at  Reduced  Kates. 

8f\f\  A.  M.  SUNDAYS  ONLY,  via  Donahue,  for  Cloverdale 
•W  and  way  statians. 

Fares  for  the  round  trip;  Donahue,  SI .00,  Petaluma,  SI. 50, 
Santa  Rosa,  $2.00,  Healdsburg.  S3. 00,  Cloverdale  $4.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Lacuna,  Forrestville,  Korbel's, 
Guerneville,  the  Russian  River  and  Big  Trees. 

Fares  for  round  trip:  Fulton  and  Laguna,   §2.50,  Forrestville, 
Korbel's  and  Guerneville,  S3.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M.] 

SS»Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  3.00  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 

A.  HUGHES,    A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  Manager.        Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 


GARDEN   HOSE. 


50  Feet  1-2  inch  3-ply  Hose, 
50  Feet  3-4  inch  3-ply  Hose, 


-  $4.75 

-  $5.75 


W.  R.  ALLEN, 

PLUMBER    AND    GASFITTER, 
899  MARKET  STREET,  bet.  4th  and  5th. 


TO   EmWW- 

Country  Hotel  ($55)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  E,  B.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  cor  er 
Filth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  in 
Santa  Eosa. 


C.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  R.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS.  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 

W^JSTTEP. 

In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,  CANVAS- 
SEES  for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

Eeliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.    For  information,  address, 
Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


— AT— 

MuUer's  Optical  Depot. 

1S5  llontgoniery,  near  ISn-.li 
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DOAMTE    <3c    O  O. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell   Oysters, 

Stall  No.  92,  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO 

Messrs.  Donne  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 

©.  HICKS    <3c   CO.T 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANE 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543   Clay   Street 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 

Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Waits,  Moles,   effectually  cured   by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,    from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

B.  S.  BUENS, 

Agent  for 


Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,   between   J  and    It. 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 

A.    SCHROEFFER, 

AECHITEOT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 

TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

683  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
i  in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of 
kail  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
I  erativo  organs,  and  all  physical  con- 
i  ditions  of  weakness  consequent  upon 

ythe  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 

Sk'n  diseases  and  rheumatism  successfull  treated. 
The  sick  and  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospital  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  he 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  maybe  CUBED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 


njg  COMMERCIAL  g^ 
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SIERRA     NEVADA      MINE,     STOREY     C°.       NEVADA  . 


iiii'K    i: 


C.02   CAMFOR>.' I  .V      ST. 

N  W    COR.  OF  KEARNY    ST  ~    • 


SanRrancisco,  September  ys.rI878 


RECORDED    AT  SACRAMENTO  CAL 
BY  THE    PUBLISHERS    OF  THE   WASP. 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

-  h  - 
602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
Thirty-five  cents  pee  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Colnmbia, 

(INVARIABLY    IN  ADVANCE) 

(Postage  Free) 

One  Year        ....      $4.00 
Six  Months  -  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -       -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 
^Postage  Free) 

One  Year      ...  -        $5.00 

Six  Months      -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  The  Editor,  602  Cali- 
fornia street,  San  Francisco. 

SATURDAY,  SEPT.  21,  1878. 

"  'Gainst  the  wrong  that  needs  redressing, 
For  the  loeak,  the  strong  oppressing." 

The  disclosures  made  by  the  minority  re- 
port of  the  last  Grand  Jury  are  highly  inter- 
esting. That  the  present  Police  Commis- 
sioners are  inclined  to  wrap  around  them- 
selves a  mantle  of  egotistical  self-importance 
is  an  unfortunate  fact  which  has  been  known 
for  some  time  past.  That  in  the  discharge 
of  their  duties  they  display  but  little  tact  and 
occasionally  leave  themselves  open  to  public 
ridicule  is  a  regretable  truism  which  has 
been  fully  established.  But  no  person,  up 
to  the  present  time,  has  doubted  but  that 
they  were  endeavoring  to  manage  the  affairs 
of  the  Force  in  a  conscientious  manner.  If, 
however,  the  statement  that  they  have  been 
aware  of  the  contents  of  the  document  to 
which  we  have  alluded,  is  true;  and,  if  in  the 
face  of  those  very  grave  allegations  they  have 
taken  no  steps  to  investigate  this  seething 
mass  of  corruption,  there  integrity  is  by  their 
own  acts  impugned  and  their  retirement 
from  office  would  be  the  most  graceful  act 
they  could  perform. 


OUB  GREATNESS  IN  CROOKEDNESS. 


MONOPOLIES. 

The  baneful  influence  of  any  wrong  is 
never  appreciated  by  the  public  until  its  ef- 
fects begin  to  be  directly  felt  by  the  great 
body  of  the  people.  This  is  probably  the 
reason  why  the  "monopoly  power"  has  ob- 
tained such  a  firm  hold  upon  this  country. 
In  this  city  there  are  two  corporations  en- 
joying large  incomes  which  are  obtained  by 
means  differing  in  no  essential  from  the  mo- 
dus operandi  of  the  highwayman.  And  those 
two  corporations  do  this  wrong  under  a  li- 
cense from  the  governing  body.  In  short 
they  are  chartered  to  commit  it.  At  the  time 
those  charters  were  granted  an  utterly  selfish 
public,  wrapped  up  in  its  own  individual  af- 
fairs, cared  not  what  their  terms  were.  It 
was  not  until  our  Gas  and  Water  masters  began 
to  apply  the  rack  and  thumb  screw  that  our  citi- 
zens became  alive  to  the  fact  that  that  they 
had  placed  themselves  in  the  hands  of  de- 
signing and  unscrupulous  combinations;  and 
by  the  time  the  interesting  discovery  was 
made  the  two  companies  had  gathered  suf- 
ficient strength  to  place  the  popular  will  at 
defiance.  Had  proper  precautions  been 
adopted  at  the  outset  this  condition  of  affairs 
could  not  have  occurred.  Had  any  reason- 
able regard  for  the  rights  and  equities  of  the 
people  been  exercised,  the  charters  under 
which  those  companies  tear  up  our  streets 
would  have  contained  stringent  clauses  which 
would  have  had  the  effect  of  keeping  them 
subordinate  to  the  government  and  the  laws, 
whereas  they  are  now  superior  to  them.  It 
would  have  been  stipulated  that,  in  return 
for  the  privileges  which  they  have  been 
granted,  they  should  perform  the  duties 
which  they  undertake  at  reasonable  rates. 
The  "Ward  Politician,"  however,  did  not 
possess  sufficient  intelligence  to  penetrate 
into  the  immediate  future;  he  was  unable  to 
reason  from  cause  to  effect  and,  if  he  had 
been,  the  result,  to  the  public,  would  have 
been  the  same,  because  his  honesty  could 
not  have  withstood  the  slight  financial  pres- 
sure which  would  have  been  brought  to  bear 
upon  it.  So  we  have  the  present  condition 
of  things.  Every  one  knows  that  so  far  as 
practical  results  are  concerned  it  is  useless  to 
discuss  the  past.  It  .is  a  fruitless  and  a 
thankless  job  to  fight  with  shadows.  Let  us 
look  to  the  future!  As  a  community,  the  in- 
habitants of  this  city  stand  face  to  face  with 
two  determined  desperate  and  unscrupulous 
blackmailers,  the  Spring  Valley  Water  Com- 
pany, and  the  San  Francisco  Gas  Company 
What  shall  be  done  ?  Is  there  a  remedy  ? 
We  think  there  is.  We  fancy  that  something 
should  be  done.  The  legislative  power  is 
the  greatest  authority  in  the  land ;  it  is  sub- 
servient to  no  law  save  that  of  moral  right; 
it  is  subject  to  no  restraint  save  that  which 
springs  from  the  instinct  of  justice.  If  it 
chooses  to  exercise  its  power  it  may  over- 
come this  dangerous  public  enemy.  Why 
should  it  not  ?  By  the  time  that  question 
has  penetrated  through  the  community  there 
will  be  a  thousand  different  people  (all  of 
them  interested)   with  a  thousand   different 


and  conclusive  arguments  to  show  that  it 
should  and  can  not.  It  will  be  said  that  the 
people  through  their  representatives  having 
granted  these  corporations  certain  privileges, 
and  having  so  induced  them  to  expend  a 
large  amount  of  money,  would  be  breaking 
faith  if  they  were  to  infringe  upon  those  pri- 
vileges. We,  for  own  part,  are  strong  in  the 
conviction  that  it  is  neither  wrong  nor  dis- 
honorable to  break  faith  with  those  who 
break  faith  with  you.  If  these  companies 
have  obtained  the  liberty  to  carry  on  their 
ostensible  business,  the  right  to  lay  their 
pipes  under  our  public  streets,  upon  the  im- 
plied condition  that  they  would  supply  us  at 
reasonable  rates  with  good  water  and  gas,  and 
have  not  kept  that  condition  then  there  is  no 
reason  why  the  representatives  of  the  com- 
munity should  not  if  possible  violate  their 
charters.  If  it  is  true  that  these  comparjies, 
out  of  the  great  revenue  which  they  wring 
from  the  public,  corrupt  government  officials 
and  legislative  bodies,  then  they  must  be  re- 
garded as  public  enemies,  as  beasts  of  prey, 
to  be  destroyed  on  sight  by  any  and  every 
means. 


THE  FEDERAL  KING. 


The  present  aspect  of  those  celebrated 
Placerville  libel  suits  is  highly  interesting. 
We  venture  to  think  that  the  Chronicle  has 
good  grounds  for  complaint — that  is,  if 
things  are  as  they  appear  to  be.  If  this  move 
on  the  part  of  Sargent,  Page  &  Co.  is  a  bona 
fide  one,  then  it  shows  them  to  be  utterly 
destitute  of  any  instinct  of  manliness  or 
honor.  We  say  if  because  we  can  scent 
the  rhodent  through  all  the  later  develop- 
ments of  this  "Federal  Ring"  affair.  First 
we  have  "Billy"  Carr  develop  from  "Boss" 
Carr,  in  the  vernacular  of  a  certain  journal, 
to  Mr.  Carr.  Then  we  have  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Pinney  turning  sommersaults  and  taking  fly- 
ing leaps  through  burning  hoops  until  the 
contemplation  of  their  agility  bewilders  us  to 
the  extent  that  we  are  unable  to  tell  on  which 
side  they  stand.  Then  we  have  the  burden 
of  the  undoubted  dishonesty  and  peculation 
which  took  place  shifted  from  Mr.  "Billy" 
"Boss"  Carr's  shoulders  and  placed  upon 
those  of  a  Bank  President.  Then  we  have 
"Friend  Pinney"  the  erstwhile  scoundrel 
and  perjurer  hobnobing  with  the  Californian 
Senator  and  Land  Grabber.  On  the  whole 
this  thing  is  getting  mixed  so  much  that 
there  can  be  but  little  hopes  of  striking  the 
truth.  That  there  was  a  "Federal  Ring"  no 
intelligent  person  now  doubts;  that  Sargent, 
Page,  Gorham,  Carr,  Pinney,  et  al,  were 
members  of  it  is  beyond  the  plane  of  dispu- 
tation. That  that  "Ring"  engaged  in  nefar- 
eous  transactions  by  which  the  government 
was  systematically  wronged  is  equally  un- 
poetical.  But  the  points  where  some  little 
doubt  may  arise  are  as  to  who  obtained  the 
profits  of  the  infamy;  as  to  who  were  the 
complaisant  tools  and  who  were  the  design- 
ing scoundrels.  We  had  an  impression  once 
that  this  Placerville  trial  might  bring  to 
light  something  which  would  settle  those 
points.  It  did  not,  however;  and  there  are 
no  grounds  for  believing  .  that   a  re-hearing 
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would.  That  being  so  it  can  effect  no  useful 
purpose  and  should  be  dropped.  Five  hun- 
dred verdicts  could  not  restore  the  reputa- 
tions of  the  complaintant  and  his  associates. 
There  is  no  judicial  whitewash  yet  made 
which  is  strong  enough  to  whitewash  their 
characters  with  any  satisfactory  result.  We 
don't  know  where  the  equities  lie  and  it  is 
quite  evident  from  what  has  transpired  that 
no  outsider  ever  will.  We  merely  object  to 
re-opening  this  moral  cesspool  upon  sanitary 
grounds. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration."] 
OUR  HEW  CONSTITUTIONAL  DRESS. 

With  a  vanity  which  eminently  becomes 
our  youth  and  personal  attractions  we  are 
about  to  have  made  for  ourselves  a  new  con- 
stitutional dress.  The  old  garment  has  been 
somewhat  damaged  by  the  action  of  the  bri- 
ars and  thorns  which  have  beset  our  path. 
Under  such  circumstances  prudence  would 
perhaps  suggest  that  we  should  have  it  re- 
paired; but  we  are  young  and  giddy  and  we 
want  to  cut  a  swell,  so  we  are  going  to  have 
a  brand  new  one.  We  are  going  to  have  a 
robe  which  will  attract  the  attention  of  the 
world;  one  which  will  make  the  men  fall 
down  and  worship  us,  and  tho  women  turn 
green  with  envy.  It  will  be  unique  in  de- 
sign and  of  a  highly  original  material.  Paris 
has  gained  celebrity  as  being  the  possessor, 
of  one  Worth  who  is  great  on  constructing 
habiliments  of  adornment  for  the  fairer  por- 
tion of  humanity,  but  San  Francisco  is  going 
to  put  her  in  the  shade  when  the  skill  of  our 
"worth"  gets  a  chance  to  display  itself  in  the 
construction  of  our  new  constitutional  dress. 

When  the  happy  day  arrives  for  us  to  don 
this  fresh  gown  the  signal  will  be  run  up  for 
the  millenium  to  commence  right  off.  We 
will  then  have  a  free  press  which  will  be 
granted  permission  to  advocate  the  views  of 
the  immaculate  party  or  have  its  "festering 
carcass"  left  to  fertilize  the  land  of  the  work- 
ingman  (we  mean  the  workingman  who  does 
not  work).  Machinery  being  the  invention 
of  the  powers  of  darkness  and  designed  es- 
pecially to  harass  the  soul  of  the  industrious 
and  angelic  laborer  (we  mean  the  one  who 
labors  to  empty  the  beer  keg)  Bhall  be 
smashed  and  demolished  into  unrecognizable 
fragments.  Manufactories,  with  the  excep- 
tion of  Breweries  and  Distilleries,  shall  be 
burned  down,  that  being  the  least  laborious 
method  of  destruction.  Prisons  shall  be 
abolished,  in  fact  when  we  put  on  our  new 
constitutional  dress  every  one  shall  become 
so  good  by  the  mere  contemplation  of  its 
beauties  there  will  be  no  more  need  for 
them.  In  order  that  there  shall  be  no  pos- 
sibility of  our  gravitating  back  into  the  old 
order  of  effete  civilization  every  person  who 
shows  a  disposition  to  be  frugal  and  saving 
shall  be  adjudged  a  public  enemy  and  shall 
be  hung  up  to  dry  by  the  ears.  Heretofore 
from  eight  to  ten  hours  has  been  regarded 
as  a  reasonable  day's  work,  but  in  the  future 
any  person  who  is  found  guilty  of  laboring 
for  a  longer  period  than  thirty  minutes  out 
of  twenty-four  hours  shall  be  tied  to  a  stake 
at  the  sand-lot  for  the  fleas  to  eat — unless  it 
shall  transpire  that  the  person  for  whom   he 


has  been  working  is  one  of  the  well  known, 
respected,  and  trusted  leaders  of  the  hosts, 
in  which  case  eighteen  hours  shall  form  a 
moderate  day's  toil.  These  are  a  few  of  the 
more  important  political  results  which  will 
follow  our  assumption  of  this  new  and  won- 
derful garb.  But  it  is  in  a  social  direction 
that  the  innovations  will  be  most  felt. 

The  dim  future  under  the  beneficent  rule 
of  that  beautiful  dress — we  had  almost  said 
petticoat — contains  a  blissful  time  that  may 
be  pictured  but  cannot  be  thoroughly  rea- 
lized until  it  is  enjoyed.  Every  elderly  spins- 
ter shall  immediately  find  that  for  which  she 
has  been  industriously  seeking  for  years — a 
man  under  the  bed.  Every  girl  shall  be  en- 
titled to  have  a  beau — if  the  beaus  pan  out; 
and  every  beau  shall  be  entitled  to  have  three 
or  four  sweethearts.  Every  matron  shall  be 
entitled  to  have  a  piano,  in  her  wash-house, 
and  to  wear  striped  stockings  and  a  blue 
calico  bustle.  Every  married  man  shall  be 
entitled  to  hot  boiled  owl  for  dinner  on  wash- 
ing day,  and  a  good  lively  howl  from  his 
youngest  the  same  night.  Buttermilk  shall 
be  supplied  free,  gratis  and  for  nothing  to 
all  the  young  ladies  with  freckled  faces  who 
desire  to  wash  in  it.  Sour  apples  shall  be 
given  to  all  the  small  boys  who  desire  the 
stomach  ache.  Babies  shall  be  permitted  to 
tumble  out  of  the  third  story  window,  to 
swallow  pins  and  needles,  to  run  their  hands 
in  the  fire,  to  choke  themselves  with  fish 
bones,  to  bathe  in  the  molasses,  and  other- 
wise divert  themselves,  without  molestation. 
The  dogs  shall  be  permitted  to  bark  all  eve- 
ning in  the  back  yard,  and  to  worry  the  hens. 
The  cats  shall  be  allowed  to  hold  a  concert 
on  the  back  roof  and  to  eat  the  pet  canary 
bird.  The  grocer  shall  have  liberty  to  mix 
his  sand  with  a  little  sugar,  and  the  dairy- 
man to  wash  the  dirt  off  his  milk  cans  with 
water.  And  no  one  shall  hinder  or  stop  the 
sagacious  farmer  from  supplying  his  butter 
with  dead  weight  by  the  use  of  his  wife's 
hair.  The  ardent  wooer  shall  have  leave  to 
kiss  the  object  of  his  affection  three  times  in 
the  same  evening;  the  bashful  one,  however, 
he  who  looketh  at  the  comely  widow  for  two 
years  but  speaketh  not,  shall  be  cast  out, 
shall  be  despised,  shall  be  sat  upon. 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 

THE  FAIR  SEASON. 

The  fair  season  comes  round  with  periodi- 
cal regularity  and  every  one  who  has  some- 
thing to  show  rejoices.  The  farmer  trots 
out  his  fat  pig  and  his  lean  hoi-se.  The  me- 
chanic produces  his  choicest  flat  iron  or 
needle,  and  the  ladies  put  on  their  most  win- 
ning smile,  and  brightest  war  paint,  and  go 
to  study  them.  It  will  thus  be  seen  that  this 
system  of  holding  yearly  fairs  has  certain 
practical  advantages;  for  the  result  of  a  care- 
ful study  of  the  flat  iron  and  the  needle  can- 
not but  end  the  production  of  nicely  embroi- 
dered slippers  and  beautifully  done  up 
shirts.  There  is,  however,  a  limit  beyond 
which  if  the  most  admirable  and  useful  habit 
is  stretched,  it  becomes  a  nuisance.  Even 
pleasure  may  be  turned  into  labor.  If  a  man 
were  to  work  away  for  years  carefully  put- 
ting by  a  few  hundred  dollars   each  year  he 


would  in  time  accumulate  a  competency  and 
be  reasonably  happy.  But  if  on  the  other 
hand  he  were  to  put  his  first  two  hundred 
dollars  upon  a  game  of  stocks  and  win  (he 
would  be  sure  to),  and  keep  on  covering  the 
deal  each  time,  he  would  be  rolling  in  wealth 
before  his  wife  would  have  time  to  take  her 
last  wash  off  the  line  and  put  an  aristocratic 
turn  on  her  nose.  Yet  he  would  not  be  hap- 
py. Too  much  success  would  make  him  feel 
bad,  and  the  probabilities  are  that  he  would 
take  to  drinking  whisky  and  go  into  politics. 
If  a  young  lady  just  starting  out  on  the  great 
voyage  of  life  were  to  bring  to  her  feet  every 
victim  on  whom  she  had  smiled  she  would  in 
a  short  while  tire  of  the  amusement  and  take 
to  writing  "Sherman  letters,"  or  bad  novels. 
If  on  the  other  hand  she  were  to  find  that 
three  out  of  fou*  hearts  for  which  she  angled 
were  as  adament  to  her  charms,  she  would 
probably  marry  somebody  and  settle  down 
to  cook  bad  dinners,  spank  bad  children  with 
her  slipper,  whack  bad  husbands  with  her 
broomstick,  and  generally  become  a  useful 
member  of  society  and  an  ornament  to  the 
church.  As  we  said  before  we  approve  of 
these  "Fairs"  upon  general  principles,  but 
just  at  the  present  time  they  are  coming  a 
little  too  thick.  Too  thick,  gentlemen.  T-o-o 
t-h-i-c-k. 


.[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
GENERAL  FREMONT. 

The  picture  which  will  be  found  on  our 
first  page  represents,  in  allegory,  the  Terri- 
tory of  Arizona  welcoming  General  Fremont 
her  newly  appointed  Governur.  We  wish  to 
state  at  the  outset  that  we  don't  care  to  joke 
about  the  old  man  or  poke  fun  at  him.  He 
has  had  great  opportunities  in  life,  he  has 
given  undoubted  evidence  of  the  possession 
of  capacity,  yet  his  life  has  been  singularly 
unsuccessful.  He  bears  the  reputation  of 
being  an  honest  man  and  a  faithful  friend, 
so  that  we  have  no  doubt  but  that  he  will 
make  a  conscientious  government  official. 
His  appointment  seems  to  be  satifactory  to 
the  people  of  the  Territory  and  it  is  still 
more  so  to  the  whole  people  of  the  United 
States.  General  Fremont  has  occupied  a 
prominent  position  in  the  history  of  the 
country  during  the  past  fifty  years  or  so,  and 
it  is  understood  that  now  in  his  old  age  he  is 
not  by  any  means  in  a  comfortable  position 
financially.  The  appointment  was  in  every 
respect  a  good  one  and  should  be  remem- 
bered to  President  Hayes'  credit. 


MYSTERIES. 


Whe  world  is  full  of  them.  The  compo- 
nent parts  of  the  average  sausage  meat  is  a 
mystery  with  which  men  have  wrestled  un- 
successfully for  ages.  Chemical  research  has 
utterly  failed  to  discover  the  material  out  of 
which  boarding  house  hash  is  manufactured. 
The  mind  and  preference  of  a  woman  is  a 
mystery  which  has  oft  times  driven  distrac- 
ted a  pair  of  rival  lovers.  But  all  those 
things  are  as  nothing  compared  with  the 
financial  mysteries  which  have  occurred  in 
San  Francisco  lately.  What  became  of  Dun- 
can's forty  boxes  of  money  ?  What  became 
of  Austin's  $240,000  ?  What  became  of  Pre- 
sident Mahe's  $30,000?  Everybody  asks 
these  questions,  but  nobody  thinks  of  asking, 
Is  reckless  speculation  rife  ?  Are  there  three 
gambling  boards  in  the  heart  of  the  business 
portion  of  the  city  ? 
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OFFICE,    ITS   PLEASURES,   AND   THEIR  RESULT. 


His  "Wise  Conclusion. 

Young  Mr.  Thomas  was  rather  inclined  to 
believe  that  he  had  had  more  Fourth  of  July 
than  was  good  to  take.  His  coat  was  torn 
down  the  back,  his  eye  bunged  up,  his  nose 
pointing  towards  Sacramento  instead  of  San 
Jose,  and  he  couldn't  remember  whether  he 
fell  from  a  flying-machine  or  was  hit  by  a 
hundred  sky-rockets  in  a  bunch. 

"I  want  it  understood,"  he  said  as  he  faced 
around,  "that  I  don't  ask  a  cent  of  pay  for 
coming  here.  I'm  always  willing  to  do  a 
man  a  favor  if  I  can,  and  when  a  policeman 
asked  me  to  come  down  here  I  didn't  hang 
back  a  minute." 

"Well,  that's  so  much  in  your  favor,"  re 
marked  the  court,  "but  the  idea  of  your  try- 
ing to  turn  a  saloon  inside  out  is  what  makes 
justice  sigh.  Was  that  the  proper  way  to  cel- 
ebrate the  glory  of  your  country  ?" 


"I  tried  that,  did  I?" 

"You  did." 

"And  which  side  whipped  ?" 

His  Honor  looked  at  him  in  silence,  and 
the  prisoner  felt  of  his  sore  eye,  pinched  his 
legs,  looked  down  at  his  torn  garments  and 
said: 

"If  there  was  any  big  end  of  the  horn  I 
don't  believe  I  camo  out  of  it.  I  guess  I'll 
settle  this  'ere  case." 

It  cost  him  only  five  dollars  to  do  so. 


Still  Happy. 

For  the  past  two  weeks  a  Woodward  ave- 
nue druggist  has  put  up  a  prescription  of 
some  kind  or  other  about  four  times  a  day 
for  a  certain  small  boy,  besides  filling  orders 
for  a  large  variety  of  patent  medicine  and 
porus  plasters.  The  sales  were  all  cash,  but 
the  druggist's  curiosity  was  at  length  aroused, 


and  he  said  to  the  lad; 

"Got  sickness  in'  the  family  ?" 

"Kinder,"  was  the  reply. 

"Your  father  ?" 

"Yes — all  but  me.  Ma  is  using  the  plas- 
ters for  a  lame  side  and  taking  the  tonic  for 
a  rash  which  broke  out  on  her  elbows.  Pa 
takes  the  troches  for  tickling  in  the  throat, 
and  uses  the  arnica  on  his  shin.  Louisa  uses 
that  catarrh  snuff  and  the  cough  medicine, 
Bill  wants  the  brandy  for  a  sprained  ankle, 
and  the  squills  are  for  the  baby.  That's  all 
but  grandma,  and  this  prescription  is  to  re- 
lieve the  pain  in  her  chest  and  make  her 
sleep  harder." 

"Kather  unfortunate  family,"  remarked  the 
druggist. 

"Well,  kinder,  but  pa  says  it's  cheaper 
than  going  to  the  seashore,  and  so  we  plas- 
ter up  and  swallow  down  and  feel  purty  happy 
after  all." 
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An  old  miner  and  a  youngminor  are  different 
things. 

"My  tuneful  lyre"  is  what  Mrs.  Anderson 
calls  Jim. 

The  man  who  discovered  truth  is  dead. 
He  died  of  fright. 

French  paste — a  blow  on  the  eye  from  the 
fist  of  a  pugelistie  gaul. 

It  is  said  that  weeds  will  grow  anywhere 
— except  on  a  woman's  tongue. 

Man  lives  on  the  wings  of  faith. — Ex. 
With  a  little  beafsteak  and  condiments 
thrown  in. 

An  untutored  savage  Indian  never  steals 
his  neighbor's  umbrella,  yet  we  are  always 
boasting  of  our  civilization. 

It  is  said  that  Mrs.  Crow,  of  Moundsville, 
Va.,  hung  herself  without  cause. — Ex.  Pre- 
sumably she  did  it  with  a  rope. 

A  man  with  the  toothache  is  quite  indiffer- 
ent as  to  whether  or  not,  his  sweetheart  goes 
to  the  theatre  with  another  fellow. 

Poets  rave  over  the  beauties  of  the  cold 
pale  moon,  but  a  dish  of  cold  beans  possess 
far  more  charms  for  a  hungry  tramp. 

The  curious  man  is  always  looking  down 
the  barrel  of  a  gun  to  see  if  it  is  loaded  and 
once  in  a  while  his  curiosity  is  satisfied. 

Grapes  and  gripes  are  spelt  very  nearly 
alike  but  there  is  a  big  difference  between 
them  when  they  are  located  in  your  stomach. 

There  is  one  thing  upon  which  the  love  of 
man,  mosquito,  shark,  and  flea,  is  concentra- 
ted and  that  is  a  plump  pretty  little  woman. 

Where  are  the  Keys,  cried  a  Bush  street 
matron  the  other  evening,  her  seven-year  old 
son  promptly  responded.  At  the  Palace 
Hotel. 

Lip  service,  observed  the  preacher,  is  not 
acceptable.  But  the  girls  in  his  congrega- 
tion all  differ  from  his  views  in  regard  to  that 
matter. 

It  is  written  that  the  rich  man  cannot  in- 
herit the  Kingdom  of  Heaven.  But  a  dirty 
shirt  seems  out  of  place  in  a  swell  church, 
all  the  same. 

King  Kalakaua  has  just  built  a  new  palace 
and  now  he  wants  to  sell  his  old  "Cabinet." 
He  says  that  a  new  house  and  old  furniture 
don't  look  well. 

The  Pythagorians  bid  us  in  the  morning 
look  to  the  heavens,  but  a  woman  looks  to 


her  husband  when  she  wants  a  new  bonnet 
whether  it  be  in  the  morning,  mid-day,  or 
evening. 

"A  book  is  man's  best  friend."  H'm.  The 
grocery  man  who  has  just  gone  insolvent 
with  $L0,000  worth  of  bad  debts  on  his  book 
doesn't  think  so. 

"Con  found  a"  what  the  interesting  dis- 
covery was  will  never  be  known,  for  the  min- 
ister stopped  her  right  there  with  a  request 
not  to  swear  in  his  presence. 

Pisistratcs  collected  the  poems  of  Homer 
but  the  man  has  yet  to  be  found  who  can 
collect  the  remains  of  the  colored  person 
who  was  kicked  by  a  mule  on  Montgomery 
street  last  Monday. 

Some  scientist  has  put  a  flea  under  a  mi- 
croscope and  described  how  it  looks. — Ex. 
If  he  will  only  come  along  this  way  he  can 
have  a  flea  put  in  his  ear  and  then  he  can  tell 
an  anxious  world  how  it  feels. 

The  newspapers  report  that  a  brown  grub 
is  eating  the  strawberry  vine,  but  have  not 
one  word  to  say  about  the  brown  grubbers 
who  have  been  eating  the  strawberries  in 
every  restaurant  in  the  land  since  last  spring. 

The  flowers  beckoned  to  me,  the  birds  sang 
to  me,  and  the  trees  waved  to  me,  was  the 
excuse  which  a  boy  offered  for  having  wan- 
dered out  of  the  beaten  path  and  missed  the 
school  room.  But  he  got  a  spanking  all  the 
same. 

The  man  who  comes  in  with  a  "bran  new 
one"  and  stops  you  from  your  work  to  tell  a 
joke  that  you  heard  forty  years  ago,  is  still 
among  the  boss  nuisances. — Breakfast  lable. 
He  is  dead  now.  He  was  killed  at  this  office 
last  week. 

"A  man  who  gives  his  children  habits  of 
industry  provides  for  them  better  than  he 
who  gives  them  a  stock  of  money,"  observed 
a  Cincinnati  man  and  forthwith  he  sent  his 
youngest  son  out  to  steal  wood  from  his 
neighbor's  pile. 

Why  is  it  that  the  Republican  Press  is  so 
disgusted  with  the  Democratic  cry  of  fraud 
in  regard  to  the  last  Presidential  election 
but  are  not  at  all  disgusted  with  the  glaring 
and  apparent  fraud  itself  ?  This  is  the  finest 
conundrum  of  the  year.  Don't  all  speak  at 
once! 

A  contemporary  ask:  Are  the  "tender 
leaves  of  hope  green  1"  As  a  rule  the  man 
who  has  been  hoping  to  get  back  the  money 
which  he  has  lent  that  paragrapher  fellow 
comes  to  the  conclusion  that  the  tender 
leaves  of  his  hope  are  green  and  that  he  is  a 
trifle  yerdant  himself. 

Bilkins  is  laid  up.  He  suffers  from  several 
abrasions  of  the  scalp  and  the  doctors  say  he 
would  have  had  an  attack  of  brain  fever  only 
for  a  sad  omisston  in  his  anatomical  make 
up.  The  facts  of  the  case  are  as  follows. 
Bilkins  started  in  to  sing  "Hear  Me  Norma" 
under  a  young  lady's  widow  at  an  hour  when 
he  ought  to  be  in  bed.  She  did  hear  him 
and  the  flower  pot  which  fell  upon  his  head 
was  the  result. 


Gz2~Lttgrary  i?eFi©W«~§ 


Ihe  Hyenas  of  Society. — Is  the  somewhat 
unique  title  of  the  work  which  lies  before  us. 
We  pause  in  our  line  of  thought  long  enough 
to  permit  us  to  remark  that  it  is  much  better 
to  have  either  a  man  or  a  book  lie  before  us 
than  behind  us.  The  hyenas  of  society  ac- 
cording to  this  author  are  many  and  danger- 
ous. They  flip  their  tails  on  street  corners 
and  drive  the  flies  into  our  front  parlors; 
they  gnash  their  teeth  and  sour  the  baby's 
milk — which  results  in  colic;  their  eyes  glare 
from  out  dark  corners  in  the  domestic  domi- 
cile and  disturb  its  felicity.  They  are  called, 
in  the  vulgar  vernacular,  hoodlums,  mother- 
in-laws,  step-mothers,  giddy  wives,  unfaith- 
ful friends,  tax  collectors,  patent  medicine 
men,  sleek  well-fed  clergymen,  etc.  The 
four-legged  hyena  of  the  forest  is  a  noble 
animal  ferocious  and  daring  in  his  disposi- 
tion. The  two-legged  hyena  of  society  is 
neither  ferocious  nor  daring.  It  is  an  animal 
which  is  cowardly  in  its  disposition  and  with- 
out the  higher  instincts  of  nature.  It  is  a 
disorderderly  bully;  it  bounces  the  master  of 
the  house;  it  beats  the  orphan;  it  half  cooks 
the  dinner;  it  lies  to  its  bosom  companion, 
it — well  we  might  fill  the  paper  with  its  short 
comings.  But  we  wont.  We  will  only  re- 
commend every  legislator  to  read  this  work. 

How  to  Dress  Well  on  Nothing. — The  title  of 
this  book  will,  we  think,  insure  for  it  a  lai-ge 
sale  amongst  all  classes  of  society.  The  fru- 
gal Chinaman  will  read  it  with  the  same  avi- 
dity with  which  he  would  eat  a  well  seasoned 
rat  pie.  The  wife  and  daughter  of  the  sand- 
lot  auditor  will  devour  its  mysteries  as  eager- 
ly as  they  would  the  second  volume  of  that 
unwritten  work  which  will  record  how  all 
men  suddenly  became  millionaires  and  princes 
of  the  royal  blood.  The  manly  chivalrous 
inhabitant  of  the  five  foot  nine  collar  will 
rush  for  it  with  all  the  haste  he  would  exhi- 
bit in  getting  out  of  the  street  sprinkler's 
way.  The  fairest  of  the  fair  will  clutch  it  as 
they  would  a  bottle  of  the  "Elixir  of  Youth." 
One  would  almost  think  that  the  author  of 
this  book  must  be  advocating  a  return  to  the 
simple  garb  which  the  primitive  inhabitants  of 
Eden  done  "the  grand"  in.  Such,  however,  is 
not  the  case.  His  plan  of  dressing  well  upon 
nothing  is  simply  to  annex  the  property  of 
the  dry  goods  man  when  his  eagle  eye  is 
scanning  his  shelves  in  search  of  something 
which  will  suit  the  fastidious  taste  of  his  cus- 
tomer. This  is  theft — punishable  with  fri- 
cassee beans  and  hominy  a  la  mode.  We 
can't  recommend  this  work.  We  are  of 
opinion  that  green  apples  and  cucumber 
trimmings  could  not  be  more  productive  of 
unhappiness  than  an  attempt  to  put  this 
theory  in  practice. 
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Almost  a  Crime. 


An  Old  Man's  Story  of  Boyish  Passion. 
(6 


Y- 


^OXJ   ask  me  to   tell  you  about  it, 
children,  and  I  will;  I  only  warn  vou  to 
let  it  be  a  lesson  to  yon  in  future  years 
not  to  give  way  to  passion  or  malice. 

"You  would  htudly  imagine  such  a  tough  old  gray- 
beard  as  your  Uncle  Ned  is  now  was  ever  a  slender, 
stripling  youth,  whose  mind  was  filled  with  romance 
and  whose  soft,  womanish  heart  seemed  to  be  beat- 
ing only  for  love,  but  such  I  was  at  two-and-twenty. 
"Many  is  the  maiden  I  had  kissed  under  the  mis- 
tletoe and  beaued  home  from  singing  school,  but,  up 
to  the  summer  I  mention,  I  never  met  one  that  had 
stirred  more  than  a  passing  fancy.  That  summer  my 
father  told  me  that  he  was  going  to  send  me  on  a 
journey  to  New  Hampshire,  to  finish  some  business 
he  had  begun  by  letter  with  his  old  friend  Owen  Dal- 
ton. 

"I  was  glad  enough  to  undertake  the  mission,  for 
in  those  days,  when  railroads  were  as  scarce  as  hens' 
teeth,  young  men  got  very  little  chance  to  go  away 
from  home,  so  one  Monday  morning  I  clambered  on 
top  of  the  old  stage  coach  and  started  off,  feeling  for 
the  first  time  a  sense  of  freedom  and  independence. 
"As  the  stage  lumbered  past  the  old  farm  house  I 
saw  my  darling  mother  and  only  sister  waiving  their 
handkerchiefs  and  kissing  their  hands  to  me,  and 
the  tears  started  unbidden  down  my  boyish  cheeks, 
and  my  throat  swelled  with  an  emotion  I  strove  in 
vain  to  suppress. 

"My  journey  was  uneventful  until  we  arrived  at 
the  Eagle  Hotel  to  bait  the  horses  and  allow  the  pas- 
sengers to  dine.  Here  I  picked  up  my  first  acquaint- 
ance, as  travelers  so  frequently  do,  and  was  surprised 
to  find  that  he  was  going  on  the  same  coach  with  me. 
"He  was  a  young  man  of  perhaps  twenty-five- 
light  hair,  blue  eyes,  and  a  bright,  ingenious  expres- 
sion to  as  frank  a  mouth  as  I  ever  saw.  I  was  imme, 
diately  attracted  to  him.  He  clambered  up  on  top  of 
the  coach  as  I  did,  and  drawing  from  his  pocket  a 
leather  cigar  case,  offered  me  one. 

"I  had  never  smoked  a  cigas,  but  felt  a  kind  of 
shame  to  refuse,  so  I  took  one  and  lighted  it,  with  as 
much  or  perhaps  more  importance  than  an  old 
smoker.     We  glided  into  conversation. 

"Where  did  yon  say  you  were  going?"  I  asked. 
"To  Daltonville," 
"To  Daltonville?" 

"Yes.    Is  there  anything  strange  in  that?" 
"No,  but  I  was  surprised.    I  am  going  there,  too." 
"Well,  I  know  most  of   the  families  about  there," 
he  returned,    puffing  his  cigar.      "Whom  do  you 
visit?" 

"The  Daltons." 
"The  Daltons?" 

"Yes.  Is  there  anything  strange  in  that?"  I  asked 
as  I  laughingly  repeated  his  -very  words,  in  the  mean- 
time watching  the  smoke  as  it  curled  from  my  cigar. 
"No,  nothing  strange,  except  that  we  should  meet. 
I  am  distantly  related  to  the  family,  and  am  going 
there  to  spend  a  couple  of  months.  Do  you  know 
Anna?" 

"Anna?"  I  asked.     "Is  there  a  young  lady  there?" 
"Yes,  my  boy,  a  young  and  handsome   lady — one 
you  can't  help  liking." 

"Oh,  very  well,  then.  I'll — .  Driver,  what  are 
you  wobbling  over  the  road  for?" 

"Shnr,  sur,  an'  I  think  the  only  wobble,  as  ye 
call  it  is  in  that  cigar,  yer  a  smokin'." 

Sure  enough,  I  felt  my  head  a  whirling,  and  I 
should  have  fallen  off  the  vehicle  had  it  not  been  for 
the  assistance  of  my  new-found  friend,  who  took  my 
arm. 

"I  feel  sick — so— sick,"  I  murmured. 
"I  guess  you  are  not  used  to  strong  cigars!  Driver, 
stop  until  I  get  the  young  man  inside  of  the  stage." 
I  scarcely  remembered  what  happened  afterward, 
except  that  I  was  an  awful  sick  man;  but  gradually  I 
began  to  feel  better,  and  by  the  time  we  stopped  for 
the  night,  I  had  almost  recovered. 


Albert  Warville  and  myself  had  become  the  best  of 
friends.  He  had  cared  for  me  during  my  illness  and 
not  one  word  did  he  say  of  my  weakness. 

That  night  the  driver  approached  me  and  said  sotto 
voce,  "Begorra,  sur,  if  the  first  part  of  that  cigar  was 
as  voil  as  the  lasht,  I  don't  blame  ye  furgettin'  sick;" 
but  I  put  no  stock  in  what  he  said,  for  I  should  not 
have  known  whether  it  was  good  or  bad. 

Well,  we  arrived  after  a  few  days  travel  at  Dalton- 
ville. This  little  village  nestled  in  a  village  near  one 
of  the  most  precipitous  mountains  of  the  Franconia 
range.  It  was  a  place  of  romance,  and  I  built  future 
hopeB  on  the  beauties  of  the  surroundingscenery,  for 
I  was  fond  of  fishing  and  hunting,  and  had  had  quite 
a  good  deal  of  experience. 

We  were  cordially  welcomed  at  the  Dalton  house, 
where  I  found  my  friend  hailed  as  Cousin  Albert.  I 
did  not  see  Anna  Dalton  until  the  supper  hour,  al- 
though I  don't  doubt  Albert  did,  as  he  made  himself 
at  home  at  once,  leaving  me  with  the  two  boys  of  the 
house,  Henry  and  Willie. 

During  the  afternoon  I  gained  their  youthful  hearts 
by  promising  each  an  Indian  bow.  When  I  saw  Anna 
Dalton,  I  was  not  surprised  that  Albert  called  her 
handsome;  I  should  have  called  her  beautiful,  for 
"A  fairer  vision  ne'er  can  greet  my  sight." 
It  was  but  the  work  of  a  few  hours  for  me  to  fall 
desperately,  madly,  boyishly  in  love  with  her. 

Two  weeks  glided  by.  I  had  begun  to  pay  direct 
attention  to  the  beautiful  Anna,  although  I  could  not 
tell  whether  she  was  playing  with  me,  or  was  in 
earnest.  She  received  my  addresses  as  a  queen  might 
the  homage  of  her  subjects,  then  just  as  I  was  on  the 
point  of  telling  her  my  feelings,  she  would  begin  to 
trill  some  mellody,  and  dance  out  of  the  room.  I 
felt  that  I  must  "gush,"  or  the  pent  up  waters  of  my 
soul  would  burst  through  all  restraints.  But,  no! 
Anna's  manners  precluded  the  possibility  of  any 
"gush"  on  my  part.  In  despair,  some  days,  I'd  don 
my  hunting  suit  and  shoulder  my  gun  and  spend  an 
afternoon  in  the  woods,  sometimes  with  Albert,  oft- 
ener  without  him,  for,  truth  to  tell,  I  was  becoming 
madly  jealous  of  him,  and  of  his  quiet  authorative 
ways.  One  day  I  had  hunted  the  house  all  over  for 
Anna,  resolved  to  tell  her  how  much  I  loved  her, 
and  to  find  out  the  truth  concerning  her  regard  for 
me. 

I  was  destined  to  find  out  in  a  much  more  abrupt 
and  disagreeable  manner,  I  could  not  find  her.  I 
then  asked  after  the  boys.  Their  mother  told  me 
they  had  taken  their  bows  I  had  made  for  them  and 
gone  up  the  mountain  target  shooting.  I  found  my 
gun,  and  concluded  to  go  up  the  mountain  myself 
and  shoot  some  small  game. 

About  a  quarter  of  a  mile  from  the  house  was  a 
beautiful  waterfall,  called  Sylvan  Glade  Cataract, 
and  by  this  limpid  stream  was  the  nearest  path  up  the 
mount. 

I  approached  the  cataract  and  heard  voices,  but 
kept  steadily  on  parting  the  bushes,  onlo  to  see  "my 
Anna,"  as  I  haa  come  to  term  her,  in  the  arms  of 
Albert  Warville,  while  he  pressed  kiss  after  kiss  upon 


off,  while  I  noticed  Anna's  light-blue  scarf  around  his 
neck. 

Instinctively  I  raised  my  gun  to  fire  at  him,  when 
on  second  thought  I  lowered  it.  I  remembered  that 
Anna's  brothers  were  in  the  woods  somewhere,  but 
my  brain  was  maddened  and  whirling,  and  for  the 
time  being  I  was  carried  away  with  passion  at  what  I 
termed  his  villiany.  I  was  crazed  an  frenzied  to  see 
Anna's  scarf  encircling  his  neck.  I  bent  to  the  ground 
and  seized  a  large  stone;  casting  it  with  a  precision 
long  practice  had  taught  me,  I  heard  it  strrke  him 
with  a  dull  thud.  I  saw  him  topple  and  fall,  and 
waited  to  hear  his  death  scream,  but  there  was  no 
sound.  All  was  as  still  as  death.  As  still  as  death  ? 
My  God!  that  was  an  awful  thought;  that  was  the 
thought  that  made  me  sane  again.  I  fell  to  the 
ground  utterly  incapable  of  motion. 

The  few  moments  I  lay  there  seemed  like  dreadful 
hours  tome;  then  as  consciousness  came  back,  it 
appeared  to  be  a  hideous  dream,  and  I  dragged  my- 
self to  the  edge  of  the  cliff  and  looked  over.  There 
he  lay,  all  curled  up  in  a  heap.  Oh,  merciful  heaven! 
Was  I  to  go  through  life  with  the  stain  of  a  murder- 
er on  my  hand? 

But  I  must  arouse  myself,  I  must  act,  and  the  first 
thing  was  to  dispose  of  the  body,  sol  started  on  a 
roundabout  path,  the  only  way  to  reach  the  bottom 
of  the  cliff.  As  I  neared  the  spot  I  was  sure  I  heard 
voices,  and  gazing  through  the  trees  I  saw  little 
Henry  and  Willie  Dalton  standing  by  the  body. 

I  turned  in  terror  to   fly,  wild   with   my  agonizing 
thoughts,  but  I   was  seen,  and   the  two  boys   started 
toward  me,  crying  lustily: 
"Cousin  Ned!  Cousin  Ned!" 
I  turned  and  met  them. 

"Was  it  you,  Cousin  Ned,  that  knocked  him  off  ?" 
asked  Willie. 

I  gave  up  all  for  lost,  and,  falling  on  my  face,  I 
cried: 

"May  God  forgive  me,  it  was  I!" 
The  two  boys  sprang  to  my  side  and  lifted  me  up. 
Said  Willie  : 

"What's  the  matter,  CousinNed?  There's  no  great 
harm  done?" 
While  Henry  cried  out: 

"We  were  going  to  shoot  at  him,  but  we  can  set 
him  up  just  as  well  down  here." 

I  started  to  my  feet;  I  sprang  tP  the  object.  It 
was  a  dummy  target  filled  with  straw.  The  boys  had 
used  Borne  old  clothes  of  Albert's,  his  hat,  and  their 
sister's  scarf. 

I  laughed  wildly,  then  hysterically,  and  at  last 
somewhat  naturally,  as  I  said  with  an  effort: 

"How's  that  for  theatricals,  boys?  I  fooled  you, 
didn't  I?" 

"Yes,  you  did,  Cousin  Ned,"  returned  Willie." 
"You  acted  as  though  you  were  frightened  to  death." 
Now,  children,  you  have  the  story.  That  cured 
my  first  case  of  love  and  my  terrible  passions  forever. 
I  stood  up  at  the  marriage  of  Albert  Warville  and 
Cousin  Anna,  as  I  got  to  calling  her,  and  no  one  nas 
ever  heard  before  the  story  of  how  I  commmiited 
"Almost  a  Crime." 

[the  end.] 


her  lips,  which  maddened  while  it  calmed  me 

I  stepped  into  the  enclosure  and  Albert  released 
the  girl  as  I  tapped  him  roughly  on  the  arm. 

"Come  with  me,  Albert  Warville!"  I  said. 

My  tone  was  so  authoritative  that  he  followed  me 
without  a  word  until  we  had  put  a  dozen  steps  be- 
tween ourselves  and  Anna, 

"Now,  Albert  Warville,  what  right  have  you  to  the 
caresses  of  that  girl?"  I  hissed,  my  heart  beating 
fiercely  while  my  face  must  have  been  drawn  and 
hard. 

"The  right  of  my  affianced  wife,  Ned  Baker,  and  I 
thought  you  too  much  of  a  gentleman  to  seek  to  in- 
terrupt such  a  relationship." 

I  reeled  and  staggered  as  though  I  had  been  struck 
a  blow,  while  he  quietly  went  back  to  Anna,  and  to- 
gether they  started  down  the  mountain.  Then  I 
seemed  to  awake  to  my  condition  and  beat  my  breast 
and  tore  my  hair  in  a  maniacal  fashion,  whichl  look 
back  on  now  with  amusement,  although  at  that  time 
it  was  sternest  reality. 

I  watched  them  clear  down  the  mountain  side  and 
saw  Anna  crossing  the  plateau  alone.  Was  he  com- 
ing back  to  me?  Oh,  no,  I  could  not  meet  him;  my 
brain  was  on  fire  and  was  filled  with  wicked,  murder- 
ous thoughts. 

Desperately  I  plunged  into  the  woods,  not  knowing 
or  caring  whither  my  steps  led  me. 

At  last  I  paused,  for  there,  standing  right  ahead  of 
me,  was  the  form  of  Albert  Warville.  He  was  stond- 
ing  near  the  edge  of  the  cliff,  as  it  was  called,  a 
rocky  projection  with  a  sheer  descent  of  some  forty- 
five  feet,  and  appeared  to  be  meditating  and  looking 


A  Nice  Man. 

Mr.  Welder  was  gazing  at  tlie  fireworks 
and  wishing  he  was  a  Roman  candle,  when 
some  one  jammed  his  hat  over  his  eyes.  He 
quit  the  wishing  business  in  about  a  second 
and  began  hitting  all  the  heads  within  reach. 
A  Fourth  of  July  crowd  can  stand  weak  lem- 
onade, rusty  ginger-bread  and  a  few  stray 
kicks,  but  black  eyes  don't  fit  in  the  pro- 
gramme. Therefore,  Mr.  Welder  was  soon 
transformed  into  an  animated  American  flag, 
and  was  lucky  in  being  arrested  and  removed 
from  the  crowd. 

"I  don't  see  how  I  could  have  been  drunk," 
said  the  prisoner  as  the  officer  finished. 

"Oh!  no — he  couldn't  have  been!"  exclaim- 
ed his  wife,  coming  forward  from  the  audi- 
ence, "I  have  been  married  two  years — and 
he  hasn't  been  drunk  over- — let's  see — ten 
times — ten  little  times." 

Wasn't  this  one  of  the  times  ?'  asked  his 
Honor. 

"She  thought  for  a  moment,  and  made  a 
mental  calculation  on  the  basis  of  sixteen 
ounces  to  the  pound,  and  replied: 

"It  couldn't  h  ave  been.  He's  one  of  the 
nicest  men  you  ever  saw  I" 

His  Honor  suspended  sentence  in  the  case. 
Such   a   man  wotld   have   no   society  in  the  ■ 
House  of  Correction — wouldn't  eventeel  like 
eating  strawberries  and  cream  with  the  Board 
of  Inspectors. 
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liable  to  stretch  your  mouth,  in  the  second 
place  it's  unbecoming  in  a  man  of  your  stand- 
ing in  society.  It  would  look  better  for  you 
to  assume  a  melancholy  expression,  as  though 
you  were  quite  unconsious  of  being  the  pos- 
sessor of  such  a  fund  of  humor. 


EF^No  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  Dame  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Plato. — The  title  "Professor"  is  a  term 
specially  constructed  to  designate  Dancing 
Master's  and  Pugilist's. 

Conn. —  Gen.  Longstreet  repented  and  took 
a  short  road  into  the  camp  of  the  Republican 
party  shortly  after  the  war. 

Lad. — We  don't  know  what  pay  a  buglar 
in  the  British  army  gets  but  the  deputy  lea- 
der of  the  sand-lots  could  tell  you. 

Basso. — A  Bannock  in  the  United  States  is 
a  wild  howling  Indian.  In  Scotland  it's  a 
cake  of  home-made  bread  to  be  eaten  by  wild 
howling  Scotchmen. 

Jones. — We  can't  inform  you  where  you 
can  get  a  knife  sharp  enough  to  cut  the  Gor- 
dian  knot,  but  we  can  tell  you  where  you  can 
get  your  head  shaved. 

Sampson. — Comes  to  us  with  a  dispute  to 
settle.  He  says  that  "one  gentleman  holds" 
and  we  stop  right  there  to  remark  that  "one 
gentleman"  can  continue  to  hold. 

Trick. — James  Anderson  of  "Potter  Com- 
mittee" fame  is  said  to  be  a  prayerful  man. 
His  principal  supplication  is  "Matthew, 
Mark,  Luke,  and  John  bless  the  bed  that  I 
lie  on." 

Dixon. — We  don't  know  the  author  of  the 

poem  which  begins  thus : 

Oh!  she  looks  so  scrumptious, 
And  she  dresses  so  bumptious, 

but  we  believe  that  both  Tennyson  and  Mrs. 
Corlett  have  denied  it. 

Compromise. — Asks,  "if  the  existence  of  an 
intra-mercurial  planet  has  been  fully  estab- 
lished?" We  would  respectfully  inform  this 
gentleman  that  the  atmospherical  position  of 
the  sub-lunar  plant  known  as  cabbage  has 
been  ascertained  to  exactness,  and  that  it  may 
be  found  any  day  in  the  dining  room  of  the 
Palace  Hotel  with  corned  pork   condiments. 


Price. — Wants  to  know  why  and  where- 
fore "trade  dollars"  of  equal  fineness  and 
greater  weight  that  Senator  Jones'  dollars 
are  not  so  valuable  as  the  latter.  We  have 
sent  asupoenato  U.  S.  Treasurer  Sherman 
to  come  and  answer  this  question  at  once. 
But  we  cannot  undertake  to  precipitate  revo- 
lution by  stopping  the  issue  of  this  paper 
until  he  does  so. 


The  Menagerie  Business. 
The  following  is  what  a  menagerie   man 
said  to  Max  Adler,  while  riding  on  the   cars: 
"I've  got  the  finest  elephant  out  of  Asia!" 
Perfectly  amiable  and  good   humored.      He 
killed  his  keeper  two  years  ago,  but  that  was 
the  man's  own  fault.    The  keeper  was  green, 
and   not   perfectly   familiar  with   elephants, 
and.  appeared  to  have  an  idea  that  both  ends 
of  the  animal  were  exactly  alike ;  so  he  would 
persist  in  trying  to  lead  the  elephant  around 
by  the  tail,  and  act  as  if  it  was  a   matter   of 
indifference  whether  the   animal  picked  up 
his  hay  with  his  trunk  or  his  tail.      So,   one 
day,  when  the  man  was   trying   to   persuade 
the  elephant  to  drink  by  holding  the  end   of 
his  tail  in  a  bucket  of   water,   the   elephant 
put   out   his   hind   leg,  and  kicked  him  into 
immortal  ehaes!      Some   people  you   know, 
never  do  get  sense.      There's   no   money  in 
the  business  any  more.       The   losses  are  too 
heavy.     I  had  a  boa-constrictor  that  stood 
me  four  hundred  dollars,   and  he   did  well 
enough  for  awhile.    But  one  day  he  got  loose, 
and  when  we  faund  him  he  was  standing  on 
his  head   out   by  the  railroad,  with  his  tail 
high  in  the  air .     I  tried  to  coax  him  to  come 
down,  but  he  remained  perfectly  quiet,   and 
when  I  came  to  examine  him  I  found  that  he 
had  swallowed  the  top  of  a  telegraph  pole, 
and  had   eat  his  way  down  until  his  nose 
touched  the  ground.     He  was  dead.      What 
killed  him  I  don't  know.      It  may  have  been 
electric  shocks,  or  it  may  have  been  dyspep- 
sia.     Howsomever,   he  was  a  corpse,  and 
there  were  four  hundred  dollars  gone. 

"The  monkeys  seem  to  amuse  the  people 
most.  I  like  a  monkey  myself.  Do  you 
know  I  believe  it's  a  positive  loss  to  human 
beings  that  they  haven't  got  tails  like  mon- 
keys ?  Why,  a  monkey  can  take  hold  of  a 
thing  with  his  tail  just  like  you  can  take  hold 
with  you  hand.  It's  really  a  third  hand. 
Now,  s'posin'  you  had  such  a  tail  ?  If  you 
had  to  hang  on  a  platform  of  a  crowded 
horse-car  with  your  hands,  you  could  hold 
your  umbrella  with  your  tail.  If  you  was 
walking  up  and  down  the  room  at  night  with 
the  baby,  you  could  carry  him  in  your  arms 
and  give  him  a  spoonful  of  paregoric  with 
your  tail.  If  you  wanted  to  take  your 
family  out  for  an  airing  you  could  grab  a 
child  with  each  hand  and  pull  the  baby- 
coach  with  your  tail.  I  tell  you,  sir,  it's  a 
dead  loss  to  you,  that  you're  not  built  like  a 
monkey.  Freehold ,. is  it ?  Ah!  I  must  get 
out  here.  Come 'round  and  see  my  show, 
won't  you?     Good  morning!" 

And  Mr.  Pottle  disappeared  through  the 
door-way  of  the  car. 


"So,  so,"  responding  the  engineer,  as  he 
hung  an  additionahvrench  on  the  safety-valve 
cord  to  stop  the  steam  from  escaping. 

"I  reckon  we'll  overtake  that  craft  soon," 
pursued  the  stranger. 

"That's  about  it,"  returned  the  engineer, 
giving  the  cords  another  twitch  and  halloo- 
ing through  the  trumpet  to  the  firemen  to 
"shove  her  up." 

"One  hundred  and  ninety-five,"  hummed 
the  passenger,  looking  first  at  the  gauge  and 
then  at  the  boilers. 

"That's  about  where  she's  rusticating," 
put  in  the  engineer. 

Then  the  passenger  ran  his  finges  through 
his  hair  nervously,  and  walked  about  the 
decks  for  a  few  minutes,  when  he  came  back 
to  the  engineer  and  observed: 

"Hadn't  you  better  leave   that  boat  go?" 
"Can't  do  it.     Must  pass  her." 
"But  s'posen'  we  should  blow  up  ?" 
"Well,"  said  the  engineer,   as  he  peeped 
over  the  guard  to  see  how  fast  he  was  goiDg, 
"if  it's  the  will  of  Providence  for  the  boat  to 
blow  up,  we'll  have  to  stand  by  it."      Then 
he  hallooed  to  the  fireman  to  roll  up  another 
cask  of  bacon  and  to  mix  plenty  of  rosin  with 
the  coal,  and  give  her  a  little   more  turpen- 
tine and  oil. 

The  next  moment  there  was  a  splash  in  the 
river;  but  before  the  yawl  could  be  lowered 
the  man  had  succeeded  in  reaching  the  shore 
and  hallooed  out: 

"Go  on  with  the  race.     I  guess  I'll  walk!" 


Scotch  Jim. — You  are  undoubtedly  a  wit  of 
the  highest  order,  but  you  should  not  laugh 
at  your  own  jokes.      In  the  first  place  it's 


He  Preferred  to  Walk. 
"She's  pretty  hot,  ain't  she?"  said  a  back- 
woods passenger,  addressing  the  engineer  of 
a  Mississippi  steamer  that  was  racing  with 
another  boat. 


Made  a  Difference. 

Saturday  forenoon  a  young  man  of  about 
twenty,  nearly  enveloped  in  a  linen  duster, 
was  wandering  through  the  City  Hall  with 
his  Mary  Ann,  and  he  was  several  times 
overheard  to  say: 

"Mary,  I'd  die  for  you — would,  for  a  fact." 

After  seeing  the  various  rooms  he  left  her 
on  the  steps  while  he  hunted  around  for  a 
place  to  buy  soda-water.  In  crossing  the 
street  he  was  run  into  by  a  velocipede,  and 
he  got  up  yelling  like  an  Indian.  The  of- 
ficer on  duty  at  the  Hall  ran  down  and  asked 
him  if  he  was  hurt. 

"Hurt!  I'm  all  mashed  to  kindlings!"  was 

the  reply. 

"But  I  heard  you  say  you  were  willing  to 
die  for  the  girl  in  the  gray  dress  up  there." 

"I  don't  keer  a  penny  for  what  ye  heard!" 
exclaimed  the  young  man  as  he  danced 
around  on  one  leg.  "I  want  you  to  under- 
tand  that  there's  just  as  much  difference 
'tween  a  dying  for  the  gal  you  love  and  col- 
ludin'  with  a  two-wheeled  sulky  as  there  is 
'tween  a  three  cent  mouth  organ  and  a  brass 
band  of  angels!  I  want  to  begin  a  lawsuit 
right  off !" 


SPRING  TIME. 

The  housekeeper  giveth  a  cheerful  hop, 
And  we  hear  the  musical  flippery  flop 
Of  the  moisty,  misty,  maddening  mop. 

And  lo.  the  maddening  horrors  rush 
Athwart  our  souls  at  the  soapy  gush 
Of  the  slimy,  slippery,  scrubbing  brush. 

From  early  morn  till  gloom, 

We  hear  the  scratching  in  hall  and  room, 

Of  the  boisterous,  busily  bobbing  broom. 

And  now  there  cometh  a  woesome  wail, 

That  augurs  a  generally  gusty  gale, 

From- "a  man  with  his  leg  in  a  scrubbing  pail. 
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The^Very  Freshest  Anierlciin  llunior 

What  a  lot  of  hat  stores  there  are  in  this 
city  kept  by  one  Price. — N.  F.  Mail. 

What  riles  a  country  postmistress  is  to 
hare  a  postal  card  come  to  the  office  written 
in  French. 

"The  Graphic  says  there  is  a  better  feeling 
abroad.     Why   don't  it  come   home? — Cin. 

Saturday  Night. 

Don't  spell  whisky  with  an  "e." — Bridge- 
port Journal.  Ynot? — Hawkeye.  B-cause  it 
is  not  rye-t. 

Women  love  flowers  and  birds.  They  are, 
however,  not  so  partial  to  swallows  as  the 
men  are.— jV.  Y.  News. 

A  belle  justifies  her  looking  in  the  glass  by 
claiming  that  she  is  holding  the  mirror  up  to 
nature's  face. — Oil  City  Call. 

Man  proposes,  but  woman  keeps  him  hang- 
ing around  for  his  answer  till  a  richer  fellow 
comes  along. — Rochester  Exjwess. 

Fashionable  mother:  "Maria,  I'm  almost 
discouraged;  how  many  times  have  I  told  you 
not  to  say  tater,  but  pretater  ?" 

A  woman  is  never  thoroughly  interested  in 
a  newspaper  article  until  she  reaches  the 
place  where  the  balance  is  torn  off. 

A  Connecticut  cow  tried  to  wear  a  pair  of 
corsets  on  the  inside  of  her  waist,  and  the 
result  was  death. — Chicago  Journal. 

There  are  more  poorhouses  constructed 
from  "bricks  in  men' hats,,,  than  from  any 
other  material.  A  solemn  fact. —  Whitehall 
Times. 

"A  Heart  Twice  Won"  is  the  title  of  a 
novel  just  published.  We  presume  it  is  in 
two  volumes,  as  twice  one  is  two. — N.  Y. 
Com.  Adv. 

We  never  knew  but  one  man  who  had  ab- 
solute faith  in  humanity,  and  he  advertised  for 
a  lost  umbrella  in  this  paper  last  week. — 
Camden  Post. 

The  heat  given  off  by  the  sun  would  melt 
287,200,  000  cubic  miles  of  ice  every  second, 
and  yet  have  no  effect  on  Charles  Francis 
Adams. — Turner's  Falls  Reporter. 


another  woman's   hair?"      Lizzie — "Gussie, 

dear,  why  do  you  wear  another I  mean, 

why  do  you  wear  calf's  skin  on  your  hands?" 

"Do  not  marry  a  widower,"  said  the  old 
lady.  "A  ready-made  family  is  like  a  plate 
of  cold  potatoes."  "Oh.  I'll  soon  warm 
them  over,"  replied  the  damsel,  and  she  did. 

We  nominate  Denis  Kearney  for  Commis- 
sioner to  go  down  and  investigate  the  yellow 
fever,  with  power  to  penetrate  into  the  very 
heart  of  the  infected  districts. — Oil  City  Der- 
rick. 

"Dear  Mrs.  Jones — Please  let  me  have  a 
half-dozen  tomatoes  if  you  can.  Sallie 
Smith."  "Dear  Mrs'.  Smith — We  are  not 
going  to  can;  we  propose  to  pickle.  Hannah 
Jones." 

We  have  seen  many  advertisements  of 
books  bound  in  "rare  old  calf."  Now  we 
like  ours  well  done.  And,  beside,  when  a 
calf  gets  old  it's  a  cow.  Don'd  id  ? — N.  Y. 
Dispatch. 

"Why  does  a  dog  chew  a  bone  after  it  is 
devoid  of  meat  ?"  an  inquisitive  exchange 
asks.  That's  easy  to  answer;  often  heard  of 
"Bread  in  the  bone,"  and  it's  the  bread  the 
dog  is  after. — Phila.  Bulletin. 

A  Brooklyn  man  has  just  died  from  the  ef- 
fect of  a  bite  administered  by  another  resi- 
dent of  that  city.  Hereafter  all  Brooklyn 
men  visiting  Philadelphia  will  be  compelled 
to  wear  muzzles. — Phila.  Chronicle. 

When  a  rosy-looking  girl  backs  up  to  a 
stranger  at  a  country  dance  and  asks  him  to 
whack  that  mosquito  which  is  gnawing  her 
between  the  shoulders,  it  is  no  time  to  read 
up  on  Chesterfield. — Detroit  Free  Press. 

Ralph  Waldo  Emerson  wears  a  shocking 
bad  hat;  and  if  an  appreciative  public  knew 
whether  he  was  doing  this  on  a  bet,  or  from 
motives  of  economy,  a  widespread  curiosity 
would  be  allayed. — New  Haven  Register. 

Young  Swellington  (soliloquizing,  as  he 
sees  two  young  ladies  in  fashionable  walking 
dresses) — "Baw  Jove!  the  seals  have  escaped 
from  the  aquarium,  and  are  taking  a  stroll. 
Devilish  graceful  creatures,  baw  Jove !" 

He  was  almost  undressed  when  his  father 
caught  him,  but  the  defense  was  convincing: 
"I  don't  want  to  go  in  swimming  with  'em; 
I  only  wanted  to  see  the  bad  little  boys  who 
go  in  swimming  on  Sunday  get  drowned." 

Aunt  Mary — "Here,  Ethel,  dear,  I  have 
brought  you  some  honey  drops."  Mama — 
"Oh!  how  nice.  Ethel  must  save  them  till 
she  has  a  cough."  Ethel  (after  waiting  two 
or  three  minutes) — "I've  got  a  cough   now." 

Beraved  relatives,  who  send  in  a  lengthy 
and  very  flattering  piece  of  obituary  poetry, 
ask:  "Do  you  think  we  could  add  anything 
more?"  Yes;  you  might  add  a  five  dollar  bill 
as  a  guarantee  of  good  faith. — Rome  Sentinel. 


Why  was  Isaac,  when  Abraham  took  him 
to  the  mountain,  like  auction  stock  ?  Be- 
cause he  was  to  be  "offered  at  a  great  sacri- 
fice."— Baltimore  Every  Saturday. 

This  not  being  the  right  season  for  opera 
several  of  the  tenors  are  now  engaged  in  this 
city  selling  "sweet  corn  and  potatoes,"  "ke- 
rosene oil,"  etc. — Meriden  Recorder. 

One  Massachusetts  lady  has  married  a 
Chinaman.  There  are  three  thousand  un- 
married ladies  where  that  one  came  from. 
School  your  issues. — N.  Y.  Com.  Adv. 

Gussie — "Lizzie,  darling,  why  do  you  wear 


Experience  is  a  dear  teacher,  is  it  ?  By 
giaclous,  somehow  the  experienced  hen  al- 
ways knows  that  the  foraging  in  the  next 
yard  is  always  the  best  and  she  never  paid  a 
cent  for  the  experience,  either. — Keokuk  Con- 
stitution. 

When  a  man  falls  off  a  horse  he  goes  to 
the  hospital  (if  he  isn't  killed)  and  takes  the 
whole  thing  in  good  part,  but  when  he  simp- 
ly trips  and  falls  in  the  street  he  gets  up  and 
swears  and  dances,  and  isn't  himself  for  ten 
minutes. 

Two  book  agents  arrived  in  town  one  day 
last  week,   and   each   one  bet  that  he  could 


take  more  orders  than  the  other  by  evening. 
It  was  ascertained  that  the  one  the  bet  wore 
the  more  terrible  lacerated  coat-tails  at  6  P, 
M. — Norr.  Herald. 

It  is  said  that  the  chief  of  the  Chinese  Em- 
bassy that  when  he  was  asked  how  all  the 
Chinese  in  Aineria  would  get  back  to  China, 
he  replied:  "They  will  all  go  to  Ireland;  that 
is  the  only  country  that  the  Irish  do  not 
rule."— N.  Y.  Herald. 

When  riding  on  the  cars  if  cinders  annoy 
you,  persuade  your  neighbor  next  in  front  to 
close  his  window;  that  is  where  they  enter. 
You  may  keep  your  own  window  open  with 
impunity,  unless  your  neighbor  behind  is  a 
bigger  man  and  compels  you  to  close  it. — 
Ex. 

An  Indianapolis  barber  who  abandoned 
his  business  and  went  into  the  ministry,  was 
suddenly  called  upon,  one  Sunday  to  baptize 
three  candidates.  He  got  along  very  well, 
but  after  baptizing  the  first  he  astonished  his 
congregation  by  lustily  shouting,  "Next!" — 
Hawkeye. 

A  down  town  resident  native  to  the  land 
which  gave  Bismark  birth,  remarked  of  a 
young  man  supposed  to  be  seriously  atten- 
tive to  a  very  handsome  nice:  "Dot  veller's 
vixed.  He's  got  um  bad.  He  makes  dot  gal 
present  of  ring  mit  dose  don't-you-forget-it 
flowers  on." 

Over  in  Massachusetts  they  cook  meals  for 
tramps,  and  trim  the  plates  with  parseley. 
After  the  meal  they  take  the  guests  over  the 
garden,  and  cram  their  pockets  with  fruit. 
The  walking  between  here  and  Massachu- 
setts was  never  in  better  condition. — Dan- 
bury  News. 

When  placed  under  a  microscope  the  sting 
of  a  bee  presents  a  polish  of  dazzling  beauty, 
but  when  placed  in  the  end  of  a  man's  nose 
it  takes  on  the  semblance  of  a  rat-tail  file 
dipped  in  vitriol,  and  brings  out  words  as 
rough  as  a  grind-stone. —  Cin.  Breakfast  Ta- 
ble. 

Young  mother  deeply  interested  in  a  novel, 
but  preserving  some  idea  of  her  duties  as  a 
mother,  to  her  eldest  born — "Henrietta, 
where  is  your  little  sister  ?"  Henrietta — "In 
the  next  room,  ma."  Young  mother,  turn- 
ing over  page — "Go  and  see  what  she's  do- 
ing, and  tell  her  to  stop  it  this  minute." 

Some  recently  discovered  inscriptions  on 
burned  bricks  bring  to  light  the  astonishing 
revelation  that  King  Ahasuerus  hanged 
Haman  because  he  invented  the  accordeon 
and  put  the  price  down  to  one  dollar  and 
seventy-five  cents,  so  that  every  young  man 
might  have  one. — Hawkeye. 

A  London  magazine  says  that  a  light  of 
British  science  was  lately  visited  by  a  Ken- 
tuckian  admirer,  who  said:  "Sir,  we  admire 
your  writings,  and  have  shown  it.  We  had 
no  academic  distinction  to  confer  on  you, 
having  no  university;  but  we  have  done  our 
best.  We  are  a  racing  people,  and  have 
named  our  best  stallion  after  you. 

"Dinnis,"  said  an  Irish-American,  just  out 
of  Harvard,  to  the  great  sand-lot  orator, 
"what  makes  you  always  call  Butler  the 
'White-plum  Navarre?'  Don't  you  know 
you  should  pronounce  it  plumed  ?" 
"'Plumed,'  is  it?"  said  Kearney;  "sure  I 
thought  it  was  a  plum  he  was — a  white  plum, 
I  seen  'em  in  Caleforny."  "Well,  then, 
Dinnis,  what  did  you  think  Navarre  was?" 
"Faith,  I  didn't  hev  an  idee.  Navarre  is  the 
woman,  I  suppose,  that  first  planted  the 
plum  in  this  country.  In  my  next  speech  I 
was  going  to  elude  to  her  and  tell  the  work- 
ingmen  they  must  plant  their  white  plum  at 
the  ballot-box.  An'  sure,  fwhat  is  a  plumed?" 
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— In  Georgia  young  ladies  prefer  the  boys 
who  stand  ice  cream  oftenest. 

— -A  conscientious  man  will  always  kiss  his 
wife's  sister  in  preference  to  her  aunt. 

— To  color  a  pipe  nicely  one  must  smoke. 
To  color  a  nose  nicely  one  must  drink. 

— The  Chronicle's  Indian  war  correspon- 
dent has  just  returned — from  North  Beach. 

A  blatherskite  is  our  Jim  Blaine 
So  sang  the  burly  boys  of  Maine. 

That  isn't  poetry;  it's  fact;  hard  fact. 

— White  plumed  champions  of  Navarre  are 
becoming  almost  as  plentiful  as  Colonels  in 
this  country. 

— A  Mormon  preacher  tried  to  convert  Dr. 
Mary  Walker  the  other  day.  He  will  re- 
cover in  time. 

— General  Butler  pays  taxes  in  the  city  of 
Lowell  to  the  extent  of  $1,836.  Down  with 
the  capitalist! 

— Women  are  fond  of  the  military  and  men 
are  fond  of  the  milinery — when  there  is  a 
pretty  face  under  it. 

— Key  West  advices  state  that  the  yield  of 
sponges  is  great  this  year.  The  yield  of 
spongers  is  also  pretty  good. 

— The  schooner  Alice  recently  occupied  25 
days  in  making  the  passage  from  Puget 
Sound.     Oh,  Alice!  where  art  thou  ? 

— O.  V.  Shearer  was  the  name  of  an  editor 
who  fell  a  victim  of  the  yellow  fever.  Shears 
is  a  good  name  for  an  editor.  It's  a  pity  he 
died. 

— Schuyler  Colfax  has  read  the  bible 
through  twenty-one  times-  It  takes  an  aw- 
ful lot  of  bible  reading  to  make  an  honest 
man. 

— Meershaum  is  of  ten  distinct  qualities. 
If  some  one  would  only  tell  us  how  many 
qualities  mere  sham  there  are  we  would  be 
happy. 

— A  religious  discussion  between  two  ne- 
groes down  South,  was  ended  by  one  knock- 
ing out  the  other's  brains.  This  is  practical 
theology. 

— Amelia,  the  favorite  wife  of  Brigham 
Young,  was  married  recently  to  Mr.  John 
Leavitt.  And  now  there  are  only  eighteen 
of  the  disconsolate. 

■ — The  city  ballot-boxes  of  New  York  are 
being  used  to  receive   contributions  for  the 


yellow  fever   sufferers.      We  will  bet  they 
won't  be  "stuffed"  this  time. 

— A  man  named  Almond  was  shot  by  a 
Mexican  near  Corpus  Christi,  and  now  the 
Supreme  Court  of  Texas  is  in  doubts  as  to 
whether  it  is  an  offense  against  the  law  to 
shoot  an  almond. 

— W.  E.  Walcott,  for  four  years  editor  of 
the  Springfield  Republican  has  deserted  the 
journalistic  profession  and  will  study  for  the 
ministry.  We  can  see  no  hope  for  a  country 
in  which  such  things  occur. 

— It  is  now  reported  that  our  Denis  re- 
quires a  new  hat.  His  present  one  has  been 
worn  out  passing  it  round.  A  loan  will  im- 
mediately be  floated  on  the  London  market, 
or  at  the  sand-lot,  or  somewhere. 

— Are  we  to  have  a  war  with  Mexico  ?  We 
heard  a  man  discussing  that  question  with  a 
lamp-post  the  other  night.  The  next  day  he 
met  us  in  the  street  and  asked  for  ten  cents 
to  break  a  two  day's  fast.  We  think  there 
will  be  war. 


Bijah's  Reformatory. 

It  was  a  middle-aged  mother,  who  came  in 
with  her  son,  a  boy  of  twelve.  She  had  en- 
ticed him  there  by  telling  him  that  the  place 
was  a  bazaar  of  fashion,  and  that  she  would 
buy  him  a  shot-gun  with  the  barrel  full  of 
gum-drops.  He  realized  the  deception  us 
soon  as  seated,  and  loudly  called  out: 

"I  want  that  'ere  shot-gun,  or  somebody'll 
become  a  cadaver!" 

Bijah's  mouth  watered  for  joy,  and  the 
mother  said: 

"I  am  a  widow,  and  I  can  do  nothing  with 
him.  He  r-ms  out  nights,  gives  me  unlimi- 
ted trouble  and  anxiety,  and  will  pay  no  heed 
to  anything  I  say.  I  have  brought  him  here 
to  have  you  talk  to  him  as  a  father  would." 

"I  don't  want  any  wind-mill  nonsence  from 
him!"  growled  the  boy  as  he  looked  the  old 
man  over. 

"Madam,  go  home  and  return  for  him  in 
about  an  an  hour,"  said  Bijah.  "I  seem  to 
see  what  he  needs,  and  I  want  to  be  a  father 
to  him  for  about  sixty  minutes." 

"You  won't  pinch  him  ?"  she  queried. 

"I'd  like  to  see  him  try  it  on!"  answered 
the  boy. 

"Madame,  go  home — leave  it  all  to  me, 
and  fear  not,"  said  the  old  man  as  he  waived 
her  out.  When  she  had  departed  he  turned 
to  the  boy  and  smiled  at  him  like  a  June  sun 
coming  out  from  behind  a  bone-boiling  es- 
tablishment. 

"Open  that  door  or  I'll  make  it  sick  in 
here,"  growled  the  boy  in  answer. 

"Boy,  don't  you  want  to  be  as  good  as  you 
are  purty  ?"  sweetly  inqnired  Bijah. 

"No,  sir!" 

"Can't  I  induce  you  to  be  good?" 

"No,  sir!" 

"Won't  you  promise  me  to  pause  in  your 
mad  career  ? 

"No,  I  won't!" 

"Come  into  the  back  parlor,  my  son — 
come  in  where  I  keep  them  gum-drops  men- 
tioned in  chapter  one!" 

The  lad  declared  he  wouldn't,   but  three 


minutes  later  found  him  in  there,  and  in  that 
position  of  expectation  assumed  by  all  boys 
who  have  been  drawn  over  the  paternal  knee. 
Reaching  out  for  a  shingle,  Bijah  said: 

"It  almost  breaks  my  heart,  but  love  for 
my  country  forces  me  on.  The  trouble  with 
you  is  that  you  haven't  been  spanked  since 
you  got  out  of  dresses.  I  am  now  about  to 
give  you  one  of  the  neatest  and  most  effec- 
tive shinglings  eve.i  performed  on  this  stage, 
and  I'm  ready  to  bet  ten  to  one  that  it  will 
instill  humbler  and  nobler  thoughts  into 
your  sassy  soul." 

"If  vou  don't  let  up  on  me  I'll  bite !"  yelled 
the  boy,  but  when  he  tried  to  his  teeth  en- 
countered a  sole-leather  pad  expressly  pro- 
vided for  such  occacious.  Lovingly,  but 
firmly  he  was  bent  over  until  his  feet  lost 
their  grip  on  the  floor,  and  then  one  of  the 
new  pine-shingles  had  a  tale  to  unfold.  In 
two  minutes  he  had  lost  his  thirst  to  become 
a  pirate;  in  thirty  seconds  more  he  had  got 
over  wanting  to  bite ;  in  three  minutes  he  had 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  his  mother  ought 
to  run  the  house,  and  then  Bijah  let  up  on 
him  and  inquired: 

"My  son,  has  this  thing  affected  you  any? 
That  is,  do  you  feel  like  a  different  boy  ?" 

"You'll  get  paid  for  this!"  shouted  the  lad. 

"Duty  points  with  outstretched  finger," 
sighed  Bijah.  "Come  over  my  knee  once 
more,  my  son,  and  while  this  shingle  gets  in 
its  work  may  j'our  hardened  heart  begin  to 
melt." 

On  Linden  when  the  sun  -was  low, 
A  shingle  up  and  down  did  go. 

The  boy  kicked  and  bit  and  held  out  for  a 
time,  but  the  inevitable  came  at  last  to  stare 
him  in  the  face,  and  he  called  out: 

"That's  enough — I'll  do  better!" 

"Boy,  do  you  mean  it?"  asked  the  old  man 
as  his  elbow  ceased  working. 

"Yes,  I  do!" 

"You  mean  that  you  will  quit  sassingyour 
poor  mother,  stay  at  home  nights,  let  bad 
language  alone,  and,  in  fact,  walk  in  a  better 
path  ?" 

"I  do,"  was  the  earnest  reply. 

"I'm  glad  on't — glad  on't.  I  knew  what 
you  needed,  and  I  see  that  you  feel  better 
for  it.  We  will  now  adjourn  to  the  recep- 
tion room  and  I'll  prepare  a  surprise  for 
your  mother." 

In  about  thirty  minutes  her  knock  was 
heard  at  the  door,  and  as  it  was  opened  for 
her  she  exhibited  the  greatest  amazement. 
The  boy's  face  was  washed  clean,  his  hair 
cut,  his  nails  pared  clean  and  the  change  was 
what  Bijah  called  "a  herculanum  transforca- 
tion." 

"I — I ,"  she  stammered,  when  he  said: 

"This  is  your  boy,  ready  to  go -home.  He 
has  promised  to  be  good.  I  shall  keep  an 
eye  on  him  for  awhile,  and  shall  expect  fre- 
quent reports  from  you.  If  he  continues  to 
be  good  he  shall  have  half  the  melon  crop  off 
my  farm.  If  he  is  bad  I  shall  have  him 
brought  here  again." 

"Great  Heavens!  but  how  did  you  do  it?" 
whispered  the  mother  as  the  boy  passed  out. 

"Easy  as  hitting  a  barn  with  a  club,"  he 
replied.  "Shingles,  woman,  shingles! 
There's  more  goodness  and  higher  influence 
in  one  pine  shingle,  after  you  get  the  boy  in 
the  right  position,  than  in  all  the  coaxing  and 
wheedling  which  tongue  can  produce.  I've 
enjoyed  it  hugely — just  feel  as  if  I'd  eaten 
dinner!  If  he  doesn't  tread  up  bring  him 
agin!" 

She  followed  the  boy  out,  and  the  old  man 
sat  down  to  his  peaches  and  mused: 

"I  believe  in  moral  suasion  first,  and  I  be- 
lieve in  coaxing  and  reasoning,  but  nothing 
seems  to  soften  a  bad  boy  all  the  way  up  to 
the  eyes  like  a  Michigan  pine  shingle  laid  on 
in  one  steady  spot." 
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Managers  have  been  able  to  note  with  some 
degree  of  pleasure  that  the  slight  improve- 
ment in  the  attendance  at  their  places  of 
amusement  has  some  degree  of  permanency. 
At  the 

California  Theatre 
"Forbidden  Fruit"  has  been  presented  by 
Bobson  and  Crane.  This  play  has  a  spice  of 
naughtiness  about  it,  which  renders  it  attrac- 
tive to  a  certain  class  of  audiences.  At  the 
same  time  it  is  very  questionable  whether 
managers  are  justified  in  pandering  to  a  viti- 
ated public  taste. 

At  Baldwin's 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  J.  C.  Williamson  have  been 
producing  their  now  celebrated  piece  "  Struck 
Oil."  This  is  a  good  play  and  the  William- 
sons present  it  in  a  very  artistic  manner  but 
we  cannot  say  so  much  for  their  support. 


At  the  Bush  Street  Theatre 
Mrs.  Alice  Oates  and  her  company  continued 
to  present  opera  bouffe  in  a  fairly   creditable 
manner  and  to   the   evident  satisfaction  of 
their  audiences. 


At  the  Grand  Opera  House 
They  have  been  giving  what  is  termed  "A 
Great  Double  Bill"  consisting  of  "The  Duke's 
Motto"  and  "Bip  Van  Winkle."  The  audi- 
ences have  certainly  had  quantity  for  their 
money,  but  as  regards  the  quality  it  was  so 
inferior  that  language  is  incapable  of  fittingly 
designating  it.  If  this  house  as  run  under 
the  present  regime  is  a  fair  sample  of  the 
commonwealth  plan  then  we  are  decidedly  in 
favor  of  the  old  fashioned  despotisms. 

"Woodward's  Gardens. 
What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 


FOUND — Violin,  Guitar  and  Banjo  Strings 
pure  in  tone  and  durable,  for  only  12%  cents  at 
at  MEYERS'  Music  Store,  605  Kearny  Street. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


A  limited  number  of  complete  second  vol- 
umes of  the  Wasp  may  be  purchased  at  the 
business  office,  602  California  Street. 


Watches,  Jewelry  and  Silverware,  at  the 
very  lowest  prices.  Watch  and  Jewelry  re- 
pairing a  specialty  all  work  warranted.  H. 
WEULE,  634  Market  St.,  opp.  Palace  Hotel. 


— Becipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 


J.  S.  Stratton,  contractor  for  raising  and 
moving  brick,  stone,  iron,  and  wooden  build- 
ings. Office:  N.  E.  cor.  Kearny  and  Bush 
streets.  Shop,  No.  854  Harrison  street,  San 
Francisco.  Besidence,  No.  924  Harrison 
street. 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  We  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


Madame  Demorest's  cut  paper  patterns. 
The  most  stylish  and  reliable  of  any  patterns 
made.  Send  for  illustrated  Catalogue,  fiee. 
A  full  and  complete  assortment  of  patterns 
always  on  hand.  Will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress in  the  country  by  mail  on  the  receipt 
of  price  in  stamps.  Myron  Shew,  General 
Agent  for  the  Pacific  Coast,  No.  109  Dupont 
street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


Delicious  candies  and  caramels  are  being 
manufactured  fresh  every  day  at  the  Paragon 
Candy  Store,  101  Dupont  street,  corner  of 
Geary.  Wright  &  Tham,  Proprietors.  De- 
pot of  the  celebrated  Paragon  Marsh  Mel- 
low Drops,  also,  agency  for  BrummeH's  cele- 
brated Cough  Drops.  Wholesale  and  Be- 
tail. 


Mons.  Alexander  S.  De  Wolowski, 

The  well-known  pianist  and  vocalist,  honor- 
ary member  of  the  principal  Philharmonic 
Societies,  reopens  courses  and  classes  for 
piano  and  singing,  for  opera,  parlor  and  con- 
certs, by  his  new  simplified  method,  the 
shortest  and  best  in  existence,  saving  years  of 
practice  to  beginners,  reading  music  at  sight 
and  training  the  voice  to  its  highest  culture. 
Musical  time  by  his  new  invention.  At  Al- 
bemarle House,  No.  8  Mason  St. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Beport,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal  Bevenue,   January,  1878.)    The  beer 


from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


GOLQMA  VINEYARD. 


Constantly  on 
hand 


WINES  &  BRANDIES, 

Burgundy, 

Muscat,     Catawba, 

•  RED,   WHITE, 
and     other     WINES. 

Robert  Chalmers,  Coloma. 

FOR  SALE  BY 

RQBEET    »EE*3C, 

General  Agent  for  San  Francisco,  also 
Dealer  in 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors, 


412  Sansome  Street, 


San  Francisco. 


DONNOLLY'S 

YEAST  POWDER 

FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 
Ask    Your     Grocer    For    It. 


BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between    8th   and    9th   Streets, 

M.  NUNAN,  Proprietor. 


CHICAGO 


RY, 


1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  _AJ:irens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 

FREE 

Wi&w®  &u&  lmt@lMg@tt@@  Muresm 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOR  ANr  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours-  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
Newspaper*  Meek  &  lab  Ptlmtess 

409  "Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 

Printers  of  the  WASP. 
novl7-tf 


NOTICE. 

The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicious  nature  will 
be  published  by  this  paper. 
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THE  OXLY  HOUSE  in  the  city  that  receives  fresh  patterns  nnd  New  York  nnd  Paris  Fashions  weekly.     Samples,  with  instructions  for  self-nieasuraiuent 


NICOLL,  THE  TAILOR, 

Branch    of   New    York 


7$  gcunw  gl  nnd  $05  Jfiontgamqrg  J/. 

The  Quickest,  Rest  and  Cheapest  Tailor  in  the  World. 

Pants  to   Order  in  Six  Hours,  and  Suits  in  One  Day,  if  Required. 


TO  ORDER 

Pants,     -     from$4.0( 

Suits,     -    trom  $15.01 

Overcoats,  from  $15.0C| 

Dress  Coats,    "  $20.00  ^U^^g- 


TO  ORDER 

Black  Doeskin 

Pants,  -  from  $7.00 
White  Vests,  '•  $3.00 
Fancy  Vests,  "    $6.00 


A  small  stock  oil  hand   of  onr  own  make,  to  select  from.    Tailors   and   the   public   supplied  with  clotli  and  trimmings  at  wholesale  prices  by  the  yard; 


P.  EXHUmY, 


OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


combined.      For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.     The 
elastic  is  so  placed   back   of 
the   ankle   as   to   protect   it 
from   wear  and  it 
does       not      bind 
around    the   ankle 

like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3,50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


<T»pr    +«    *JlOtf"\  Pcr  dav  at  home.    Samples  worth  $5  free. 
«J)tl    LU   ip&\J  Address  Stiskos  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


President 

Yice-Pkesident 

M.  D.  Sweeny, 
P.  McAran, 
'&.  J.  Tobin, 

Treasurer 

Attorney 


OFFICEKS: 

M.  D.  SWEENY 

CD.  O'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES- 
C.D.O' Sullivan. 


John  Sullivan. 
Peter  Donohue 


M.  J.  O'Connor. 

Gub.   Touchard. 

Jo.  A,  Donoliue. 
EDWARD  MARTIN 
.RICHARD  TOBIN 


Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH    STREET, 
Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  Director. 
The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,   free    of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December   31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GDSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


W,    SCBEBR, 
FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing. 


SUBSCBIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  BEST  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER 
COAST! 


THE  PACIFIC 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  THIRD  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
july21-tf   ' 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -         -  -         -    U  per  Tear, 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

lE^All  Postmasters  are  Agents.      Liberal   Com' 
missions  to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys 


fnbt[icnting  ([Compound 

AND   CUPS. 

One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cups. 

THE 


Cylinder 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
dd  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble. 

K.  HOE  &  CO'S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGEE  SAWS, 

always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
out any  of  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saw   constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  alt  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.    Address 

TATUM  &  BOWEN, 

No.  3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market. 
P.  O.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 
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PACIFIC eqflSTf  SAN  FRANCISCO 

(tDTiT)  Any  worker  can  make  S12  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
*""  v-L,-iy  Outfit  free.     Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

FOJFi    SALE. 

From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  P.  KOEBEL  & 
BEOS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOKBEL 
k  BEOS.,  in  Santa  Kosa. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 

$66 


a  week  in  your  own  town.   Terms  and  $5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing  MONDAY,  JULY  29th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 

3  0H  P.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted)  Steamer  "James  M. 
•O  v  Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),  connecting  with 
Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa, 
Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  con- 
nections at  Lakevills  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City, 
Highland  Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  Geysers. 

^^.Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  "for  Kor- 
bel's,  Guerneville  and  the  Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.15  A.  M.] 

Sunday  Excursions  at  Reduced  Rates. 

8(\(\  A.  M.  SUNDAYS  ONLY,  via  Donahue,  for  Cloverdale 
•W  and  way  statians. 

Fares  for  the  round  trip;  Donahue,  SI. 00,  Petaluma,  SI. 50, 
Santa  Rosa,  $2.00,  Healdsburg.  83.00,  Cloverdale  $4.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Lagnna,  Forrestville,  Korbel's, 
Guerneville,  the  Russian  River  and  Big  Trees. 

Fares  for  round  trip:   Fulton  and  Laguna,   £2.50,  Forrestville, 
Korbel's  and   Guerneville,  $3.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M.] 

^^.Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  3.00  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN, 
Gen.  Manager.         Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 


GARDEN   HOSE. 


50  Feet  1-2  inch  3-ply  Hose,   -    $4.75 
50  Feet  3-4  inch  3-ply  Hose,   -    $5.75 


W.  R.  ALLEN, 

PLUMBER    AND    GASFITTER, 
899  MARKET  STREET,  bet.  4th  and  5th. 


Country  Hotel  (S25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  E,  E.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  cor  er 
Fifth   and  Bryant,    or  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  in 

auta  Eosa. 


O.  D.  O.    SUULTVAS.  JAS.  K.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 

wanted! 

In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,  CANVAS- 
SEES  for  the 

Illustrated  "Wasp. 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find   this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
"Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cot.  Kearny. 
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DOANE    <5c    O  O. 

Importers  and  Wholesale  Dealers  in 

Shell  Oysters, 

Stall  No.  9%  California  Market. 

Entrance  on  Pine  St.  SAN  FRANCISCO 


Messrs.  Doane  &  Co.,  with  their  unlimited  facili- 
ties are  constantly  receiving  the  largest  and  finest 
flavored  OYSTERS  ever  offered  in  this  market,  and 
on  the  most  reasonable  terms,  Orders  from  a  distance 
promptly  filled.     All  orders  sent  C.  0.  D. 


D.  KZQKS  «3te  CO., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANX 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543   Clay   Street 


jan5-tf 


SAN  FRANCISCO. 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,  effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GERARD,    from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.  Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

B.  S.  BTJENS, 

Agent  for 

IWL*  J] 

Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 
Fourth   Street,   between   J   and   K, 

SACKAMENTO,  CAL. 

A.  SCHROEPFER, 

ARCHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 

TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

023  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
,  in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of 
*all  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
erative organs,  and  all  physical  con- 
Mditions  of  weakness  consequent  upon 
Qthe  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 
Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successfull  treated. 
The  sick  and  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospital  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  he 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  may  be  CURED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957.  San  Francisco. 
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Published  every  Saturday, 


602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCKIBEP.S 
Thiety-five  cents  pek  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents:         « 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVAEIABLY    rN   ADVANCE) 

postage  Free) 

One  Year        -  $4.00 

Six  Months  -         -         $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -      -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PAKTS  OF  EUROPE: 
(Postage  Free) 

One  Year  ....  $5.00 
Six  Months  ....  $2.50 
Three  Months      -         -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Countey  News  Dealees. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTEATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmastees. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Coekespondents. — When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  27te  Editor,  602  Cali- 
fornia street,  San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  SEPT.  28,  1878. 

"  'Gainst  the  wrong  that  needs  redressing, 
For  the  weak,  the  strong  oppressing." 

The  attempt  which  has  been  made  by  the 
Board  of  Supervisors  to  reduce  the  working 
expenses  of  the  City  Government  is 
in  every  way  worthy  of  the  highest  commen- 
dation, if  it  shall  turn  out  to  be  the  first  step 
towards  the  execution  of  a  well  arranged 
plan  which  has  for  its  object  the  economical 
administration  of  municipal  affairs.  If,  on 
the  other  hand,  subsequent  events  shall  show 
that  it  is  a  mere  expedient  designed  to  pla- 
cate that  strong  current  of  public  opinion 
which  has  for  some  time  past  been  steadily 
setting  towards  the  abolition  of  official  ex- 
travagance, then  it  cannot  be  too  strongly 
condemned.  The  few  thousand  dollars 
which  it  costs  the  city  to  keep  our  favored 
officers  supplied  with  horses  and  buggies  is 
a  mere  bagatelle  when  compared  with  the 
enormous  saving  which  might  be  effected. 
If  the  Board  think  that  in  doing  this  much 
they  have  fulfilled  the  expectations  of  the 
public,  we  tell  them  they  are  making  a  very 
grave  error  and  trifling  with  a  serious  subject. 


OUR  GREATNESS  IN  CROOKEDNESS. 


There  are  none  of  our  social  insitutions  in 
which  the  prevailing  spirit  of  sham,  humbug, 
and  deceit,  is  more  strongly  developed  than 
it  is  in  our  religion.  "We  do  not  propose,  in 
these  columns,  discusing  this  question  from 
the  stand  point  of  the  philosopher,  nor  yet 
that  of  the  sectarian.  We  merely  intend  to 
call  attention  to  the  vast  difference  which  ex- 
ists between  the  practice  and  the  professions 
of  a  great  number  of  those  who  claim  to  be 
religious  people.  And  also  to  the  glaring 
incongruities  which  lie  between  the  tenets 
and  the  actions  of  those  religious  associa- 
tions, called  churches.  Keligion,  if  we  un- 
derstand it  right,  is  based  upon  the  funda- 
mental principles  of  right  and  wrong  which 
lie  deep  down  in  every  man's  heart.  And 
just  as  there  are  different  conceptions  of 
what  is  right  and  what  is  wrong,  so  also  are 
there  different  conceptions  of  what  is 
true  religion  and  what  is  false  reli 
gion.  However,  interesting  those  differences 
may  be  to  the  theologian  and  the  sectarian, 
they  are  of  no  moment  to  the  liberal  minded 
observer  who  is  investigating  the  whole  ques- 
tion of  religion  merely  with  a  view  to  discov- 
ering how  far  it  fulfills  its   avowed   mission. 

We  will  freely  and  candidly  admit  that 
when  we  look  around  us  and  see  what  the 
religion  of  to-day,  as  practiced  by  its  profes- 
sors, is,  we  feel  inclined  to  say  that  the  com- 
munity would  not  suffer  if  there  was  less  of  it. 
In  nine  cases  out  of  ten  the  numerous  defal- 
cators, whose  misdeeds  bring  suffering  to 
thousands  of  happy  homes,  are  men  who 
have  helped  themselves  up  the  ladder  of  life 
by  protestations  of  piety.  When  a  Bank 
President,  Government  Official,  or  trusted 
personage  of  any  description,  becomes  un- 
faithful to  the  obligations  of  common  hon- 
esty, we  search  his  record  and  find  that  he 
has  been  a  Sunday  school  teacher,  or  elder  in 
the  church,  or  something  of  that  sort.  We 
have  heard  it  said  over  and  over  again,  in 
such  cases,  that  the  man  may  not  have  been 
all  his  life  a  designing  hypocrite,  that  his 
mind  may  really  have  run  in  a  pious  groove 
until  sore  temptation  beset  his  path.  As- 
suming, for  the  sake  of  argument,  that  that 
view  is  right,  then  the  admission  robs  reli- 
gion of  its  principal  advantage  which  is  to 
keep  men  alive  to  the  nobler  impulses  of  na- 
ture and  to  enable  them  to  stand  firm  in  the 
path  of  rectitude  when  temptation  assails 
them.  The  greatest  gamblers  in  the  Stock 
Market  of  to-day,  the  men  who  spend  their 
nights  in  designing,  and  their  days  in  exe- 
cuting, plans  which  have  for  their  object  the 
cheating  and  swindling  of  their  fellowmen, 
are  almost  invariably  found  occupying  pro- 
minent places  in  some  ecclesiastical  associa- 
tion. The  medical  humbug,  who  is  self-con- 
fessedly a  fraud  by  taking  money  for  the  per- 
formance of  that  which  he  did  not  and  could 
not  perform,  almost  invariably  occupies  a 
front  seat  in  the  sanctuary.  The  legal  shys- 
ter whose  highest  aim  in  life  is  to  hoodwink 
and  defraud  is  usually  a  regular  attendant  at 
the  ceremonies  of  some  religious  sect.      The 


dishonest  trader  with  his  short  weights,  his 
adulterated  goods,  and  his  frequent  bank- 
ruptcies, attends  the  bible  class  and  supports 
his  denomination.  The  leading  spirits  in 
those  great  monopolies  by  which  this  country 
is  afflicted,  those  men  who  design  and  carry 
out  giant  enterprises  by  which  the  whole 
people  are  to  be  laid  under  blackmail  contri- 
bution, the  men  who  corrupt  with  their  ill- 
gotten  gold  the  law  making  and  the  law  ad- 
ministering departments  of  the  government 
— and  also  the  press — are  pillars  of  the 
church;  are  models  of  modern  sanctity.  A 
contemplation  of  these  and  a  few  hundred 
similar  instances  and  circumstances  leads  us 
to  the  conclusion  that  there  is  something  ra- 
dically wrong  in  the  religious  belief  of  the 
day.  What  that  something  is,  we  are  not  pre- 
pared to  say;  but  we  have  a  lingering  sus- 
picion that,  if  there  were  more  of  what  is 
termed,  in  doctrinal  circles,  good  works,  and 
less  of  faith,  engrafted  upon  it,  the  general 
morality  of  the  community  would  not  suffer 
thereby.  We  entertain  a  strong  impression 
that  if  outward  indications  were  .less  appre- 
ciated and  the  hidden  secrets  which  lead  to 
actions  more  sought  after,  real  religion — that 
is  to  say  honor,  purity,  probity,  and  truth — 
would  be  more  cultivated.  In  expressing 
these  sentiments  we  desire  it  to  be  distinctly 
understood  that  we  have  no  intention  of  say- 
ing one  word  in  derogation  or  real  religion. 
It  is  this  sham  hypocritical  piety  that  has 
done  so  much  towards  creating  our  present 
"Greatness  in  Crookedness,"  which  we  de- 
sire to  place  ourselves  in  antagonism  to. 


CITIZENSHIP  AND  ITS  OBLIGATIONS. 

In  a  community  like  ours,  made  up  as  it  is 
of  cosmopolitan  elements,  one  of  the  most 
objectionable  habits  that  we  know  of,  is  that 
disposition  which  is  observable  on  the  part 
of  our  foreign  born  citizens  to  exercise 
their  privileges  in  solid  bodies  bound 
together  by  other  considerations  than  those 
of  American  citizenship.  In  this  way 
sagacious  but  unprincipled  politicians  are 
often  heard  devising  plans  by  which  to  cap- 
ture the  Irish  vote,  or  the  German  vote. 
This  is  one  of  those  things  which  have 
brought  our  public  life  down  to  its  present 
level,  for  no  honorable  man  will  so  degrade 
himself  as  to  prostitute  his  principles  for  the 
purpose  of  catching  the  favor  of  a  class  of 
voters,  and  without  doing  so  the  road  to  suc- 
cess is,  as  things  now  stand,  barred.  Why 
should  there  be  an  Irish  vote  ?  Why  should 
there  be  a  German  vote  ?  What  is  there  in 
the  public  affairs  of  the  United  States  which 
calls  for  citizens  of  Irish  or  German  extrac- 
tion to  band  themselves  together  ?  What 
privilege  or  right  do  they,  in  the  character  of 
their  original  nationality,  possess  which  is 
threatened?  What  privilege  or  right  is 
there,  which  they  should  possess,  which  is 
denied  them  ?  If  they  be  American  citizens 
in  spirit  as  well  as  in  name,  why  do  they  not 
divide  upon  the  public  issues  of  the  day  ? 
These  are  pertinent  inquiries  which  we  would 
recommend  all  thoughtful  men  to  ponder 
over.  Men  do,  and  will  for  all  time  to  come, 
differ  honestly  upon  all  conceivable  topics; 
and  that  is  particularly  so  in  regard  to   ques- 
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tions  of  a  political  nature.  The  huinnn  mind 
is  incapable  of  reading  the  future  with  infal- 
libility, hence  it  follows  that  the  propriety 
anil  prudence  of  any  line  of  policy  must  be 
a  matter  of  opinion.  But  can  any  valid  rea- 
son be  assigned  for  men  agreeing  in  opinion 
upon  those  questions  because  they  were  bora 
in  Ireland,  in  France,  in  Germany,  or  in  Pa- 
tagonia. Opposed  as  we  are  to  the  doctrines 
of  Knownothingism,  we  must  admit  that  if 
there  are  any  substantial  reasons  for  this  co- 
hesion, then  there  are  equally  substantial  rea- 
sons for  deeliuing  to  grant  to  foreigners  the 
privileges  of  citizenship  until  they  have 
passed  through  a  probationary  period  of  suf- 
ficient duration  to  render  them  American  in 
their  feelings  and  sympathies.  It  is  not  in- 
compatible for  a  man  to  be  a  patriotic  citi- 
tizen  by  adoption  of  the  United  States  and 
yet  cherish  the  kindliest  feelings  towards  the 
land  which  gave  him  birth;  but  if  he  allows 
himself  to  cast  a  ballot  as  an  Irishman,  a 
German,  or  whatever  his  previous  nationali- 
ty may  have  been,  then  ho  allows  himself  to 
become  a  dangerous  menace  to ,  the  welfare 
of  the  government  of  the  country  and  the 
country  is  bound  to  protect  itself. 


[See   Double-page  Illustration.] 
THE  CHASM  OF  DESTRUCTION. 

The  illustration  which  will  be  found  on 
our  double-page  presents  a  graphic  allegori- 
cal picture  of  a  social  epidemic  which  has  be- 
come alarmingly  common  of  late.  Every 
tick  of  the  telegraph  brings  news  of  some 
fresh  case  of  unfaithfulness  to  the  responsi- 
bilities of  life  in  some  part  of  this  great 
country.  Almost  every  day  we  are  shocked 
by  the  commission  in  our  own  midst  of  some 
great  crime,  and  that  too  by  those  who  have 
won  for  themselves  a  good  name  and  a  pro- 
minent position  in  the  community.  Look- 
in"'  around  for  the  cause  of  this  moral  mor- 
tality we  think  we  can  detect  it  in  the  vis- 
cious  extravagance  which  marks  our  social 
life.  It  is  a  healthy  and  a  pleasing  sign  to 
observe  good  living  and  even  luxuries  aboun- 
ding in  any  community,  but  reckless  extra- 
vagance must  necessarily  bring  ruin  and  de- 
moralization in  its  train.  The  graceful 
Kwang  took  exception  to  the  amount  of  nice 
carpet,  and  boiled  shirt,  which  he  observed 
around  him.  If  he  was  alluding  in  a  figura- 
tive manner  to  the  profigate  extravagance  of 
our  mode  of  living,  then  there  was  a  deep 
substratum  of  pungent  and  unrefutable 
sarcasm  underlying  his  remark;  if  on  the  other 
hand,  he  merely  meant  to  convey  the  impres- 
sion that  the  habit  of  wearing  cleanly  linen 
and  fixing  our  residences  up  with  a  view  to 
comfort  and  refinement  was  in  any  way  ob- 
jectionable, he  was  giving  way  to  what  the 
ancient  and  learned  inhabitants  of  Goat 
Island  would  term  Mongolian  twaddle. 
There  must  be  a  wide  and  distinct  line  drawn 
between  profligate  extravagance  and  simple 
yet  elegant  comfort.  The  man  of  business 
who  goes  to  a  recherche  home  in  the  evening, 
who  sits  down  to  a  well  filled  board,  who  has 
the  wife  and  children  he  dotes  on  well  dres- 
sed, who  has  his  parlor  filled  with  the  sound 
of  pleasant  music  and  the  agreeable  conver- 
sation of  cultivated  people,  who  has,  in  short, 


everything  around  him  which  is  calculated 
to  cultivute  the  purity  and  nobility  of  his 
character,  is  none  the  less  likely  to  turn  out 
a  good  citizen,  and  be  faithful  to  exactness 
in  the  discharge  of  every  obligation  imposed 
by  honor  and  honesty.  Indeed  it  may  be 
safely  affirmed  that  he  is  far  more  likely  to 
do  so  than  he  who  leaves  behind  him  the 
troubles  of  vexations  of  the  day  to  go  to  a 
home  where  bare  floors  and  walls,  poor  food, 
ill  dressed  wife  and  children,  and  prudential 
economy,  stare  him  in  the  face  at  every  turn, 
and  repress,  if  they  do  not  disgust,  every 
high  emotion  which  may  be  in  him.  But  as 
we  said  before,  there  is  a  wide  line  drawn  be- 
tween comfort  and  extravagance.  These 
stylish  houses  filled  with  servants;  these 
suites  of  rooms  at  the  most  aristocratic  ho- 
tel; these  dashing  equipages;  this  never  end- 
ing round  of  mad  excitement,  balls,  car'd 
parties,  theatres,  opera,  and  wine;  all  these 
can  have  but  one  result  and  that  is  to  set  the 
brain  on  fire  and  unfit  it  for  business,  to  call 
for  money  which  you  have  not  got  and  which 
must  be  supplied  out  of  some  other  person's 
pocket.  It  can  have  but  one  result  we  say — 
and  we  would  that  we  were  able  to  keep  our 
words  ringing  in  the  ears  of  every  person  oc- 
cupying a  fiduciary  position  in  the  land — and 
that  is  to  lead  to  the  brink  of  the  chasm  of 
destruction  and  there  dally  with  its  victim 
until  he  makes  the  one  mad  fatal  step  which 
consigns  him  to  ruin  and  his  memory  to 
disgrace. 


also  be  established  for  the  accommodation  of 
the  young  lady  friends  of  those  overworked 
and  underpaid  clerks  who  grace  the  City 
Hall  with  their  presence  (if  they  do  anything 
else  much,  we  should  like  to  hear  of  it?)  and 
are  so  obliging  as  to  receive  from  fifty  to  one 
hundred  and  fifty  dollars  per  month  there- 
for. A  free  lunch  should  be  served  to  all 
the  city  employees — boned  turkey  for  the 
high-toned  fellows,  and  fricassee  pork  and 
beans  for  the  more  humble,  though  perhaps 
more  honest,  street  sweepers.  Pew  rents 
should  also  be  paid  for  our  public  servants 
iu  order  that  no  insurmountable  obstacle 
shall  stand  between  them  and  religion.  Air 
cushions  should  be  supplied  to  all  the  office 
chairs  and  stools  in  order  that  the  official  seat 
shall  rest  easily  and  comfortably.  A  boy 
should  be  supplied  to  trim  the  official  finger 
nails  once  a  day;  and  a  girl  to  wipe  the  of- 
ficial mug  after  it  has  expectorated  a  gill  or 
so  of  tobacco  juice  across  the  brussels  carpet 
which  covers  the  official  floor  Beadles  in 
cocked  hats  and  gold-laced  coats  should  be 
scattered  promiscuously  around  the  City  Hall 
in  order  to  give  it  a  more  aristocratic  appear- 
ance, and  a  proper  and  efficient  staff  of  as- 
sistants employed  to  wait  upon  them,  to  light 
their  cigars,  to  blow  their  noses,  and  gener- 
ally to  help  them  to  do  nothing.  These  are 
about  all  the  improvements  which  suggest 
themselves  to  our  mind  at  this  writing,  but 
if  there  is  anything  desirable  which  we  have 
omitted  we  shall  be  happy  to  add  it  to  our 
list  in  our  next  issue. 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 
SO  MORE  BUGGIES. 

And  lo  there  is  weeping  and  wailing  and 
gnashing  of  teeth.  The  City  Hall  bummer 
mourneth  and  refuseth  to  be  comforted.  His 
heart  is  sad,  his  bile  riseth  in  his  stomaeh, 
his  ears  wag  with  a  dangerous  anger,  he 
snuffeth  the  fresh  breeze  from  off  the  familiar 
bottle  and  is  not  invigorated,  he  beholdeth 
the  scrumptious  damsel  trip  daintily  across 
the  gutter  but  the  old  time  leer  refuseth  to 
work  its  way  around  the  corner  of  his  mouth, 
and  all  this  because  the  city  doth  demur  to 
paying  for  his  horse  and  buggy.  Because 
the  hard  hearted  tax-payers  object  to  keep- 
ing a  free  livery  stable  for  his  accommoda- 
tion. Truly  the  lines  have  fallen  to  him  in 
hard  places,  or,  to  be  exact  and  accurate, 
they  have  not  fallen  to  him  at  all;  on  the  con- 
trary they  have  been  taken  away  from  him. 
Verily  this  is  wrong  and  should  be  immedi- 
ately amended.  Those  courtly  and  patriotic 
gentlemen  who  condescend  to  serve  the  city 
at  salaries  which,  with  pickings,  run  from 
one  to  thirty  thousand  dollars  a  year  should 
be  better  treated.  They  should  not  only 
have  a  horse  and  buggy  but  also  a  footman 
in  livery.  A  public  grocery  store  should  be 
established  from  which  they  could  draw 
sugar  and  tea  and  fat  pork  and  pickles  and 
pepper  and — a — just  a  little  rum  (for  the  old 
woman  to  oil  the  hinges  of  her  tongue  and 
flavor  the  mince  pie).  Two  or  three  men 
might  also  be  employed  to  carry  home  the 
salaries  of  those  officers  who  are  too  much 
fatigued — by  reason  of  the  excessive  nature 
of  their  official  duties — to  attend  at  their  of- 
fices.  An  ice  cream  and  oyster  saloon  should 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
PAST  AND  PRESENT. 

The  illustration  will  be  found  on  our  front 
page  presents  in  a  suggestive  manner  the 
difference  in  the  feeling  which  exists  between 
two  great  sections  of  our  country  at  the  pre- 
sent time,  and  that  which  existed  a  few  years 
ago.  The  kindly,  helping  hand  which  has 
been  extended  towards  the  afflicted  South 
during  the  present  yellow  fever  epidemic  will 
do  more  to  remove  the  old  rankling 
sores  left  by  the  war  than  all  the  re- 
unions of  "the  boys  in  blue"  and  "the 
boys  in  gray"  which  might  take  place  in  the 
space  of  fifty  years.  The  charitable  manner 
in  which  all  the  leading  cities  in  the  Union 
have  stepped  to  the  front  with  contributions 
for  the  aid  of  those  who  were  sick  and  ailing 
and  unable  to  help  themselves,  will  establish 
beyond  peradventure  that  great  public  heart 
of  the  country  regards  the  war,  which  ended 
thirteen  years  ago,  as  being  closed — the  ef- 
forts of  bloody-shirt  politicians  to  the  con- 
trary notwithstanding.  It  will  do  more  to 
convince  the  Southern  mind  that  though 
they  were  once  rebels  against  the  Union,  the 
Union  still  considers  them  bone  of  its  bone 
and  flesh  of  its  flesh,  than  all  the  "reconcil- 
liation  policies"  of  a  round  dozen  of  Presi- 
dents. At  the  same  time  those  who  have 
given,  have  done  nothing  more  than  that 
which  humanity  called  for,  but  we  are  pleased 
to  be  able  to  record,  for  the  credit  of  the 
country,  that  it  was  done  in  a  manly  noble 
way.  
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QUIET  COMFORT  SPOILED. 


Tobias  loves  to  smoke  his  pipe 

Prink  his  pot,  and  give  his  chin  a  wipe. 


The  beer,  it  cools  his  throat,  he  says. 
And  makes  him  feel  good  in  many  ways. 


The  modus  operandi,  he  gives  it  free, 

Open  your  mouth,  crook  your  elbow — whee! 


There's  something  wrong,  he  seems  to  think, 
That  beer  doesn't  taste  like  a  wholesome  drink. 


Xs-tf 


Horror  npon  horror's  ugly  head, 
He  discovers  a  rat — and  its  dead. 


Then  from  that  scene  of  doubtful  joy, 
He  flies,  like  a  well-scared  boy. 
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Philosophers  say  that  it  is  not  good  for  a 
mau  to  beer  alone. 

When  a  commentator  dies  and  leaves  a 
will  he  is  said  to  be  a  testator. 

The  man  who  "points  out  with  pride"  gen- 
erally has  a  thick  end  to  his  pencil. 

Special  dispatch  to  the  S.  F.  Howl:  "A 
citizen  of  Lyons  scratched  his  head  the  other 
day." 

It  is  said  that  the  lost  Egyptian  art  of 
"coppering  on  the  Jack"  has  been  rediscov- 
ered by  a  resident  of  Virginia  City. 

The  trade  dollar  doesn't  have  "In  God  we 
trust"  on  it;  that  is  the  reason  why  the 
smaller  but  orthodox  coin  is  worth  more. 

Aftek  a  long  series  of  costly  experiments 
it  has  been  discovered  that  a  man  whose  nose 
is  crooked  may  be  made  drunk  with  straight 
whisky. 

Heaven  lies  about  us  in  our  infancy;  but 
other  men  take  the  lying  business  out  oi 
Heaven's  hands  when  when  we  reach  a  more 
mature  age. 

Exertion  is  the  price  of  a  noble  life,  he 
said,  and  he  went  out  and  exerted  himself  to 
get  the  bar  keeper  to  let  him  have  another 
drink  on  tick. 

"The  Spirit  of  the  Night"  is  what  a  young 
poet  heads  his  latest  effusion,  but  it  hasn't 
got  a  word  in  it  about  ringing  door  bells, 
draw  poker,  etc. 

Are  wishes  vain,  asks  a  contemporary. 
H'm.  You  just  try.  Wish  to  tell  the  truth, 
or  to  pay  your  debts,  or  something  of  that 
kind,  and  jTou  will  soon  find  out. 

The  real  heroes  of  this  world  are  the  light 
salaried  clerks  who  invite  their  friends  to 
have  a  drink  in  a  two-bit  saloon  and  don't 
know  where  the  price  of  their  breakfast  is  to 
come  from. 

"Man  know  thyself"  is  the  advice  which  is 
given  in  the  scriptures;  and  we  take  the  li- 
berty of  adding  that  if  you  want  to  know  all 
about  yourself,  you  should  become  a  candi- 
date for  a  political  office. 

Darwin  says  that  a  few  million  of  years 
will  suffice  to  evolve  man — presumably  an 
Irishman — from  a  potato,  but  Mr.  Experi- 
ence says  that  it  takes  but  a  few  minutes  to 
evolve  a  potato  into  a  man. 

Madame  Nilsson  has  left  Paris. — Ex.  That 
was  considerate  on  the  part  of  Madame;  if 
she  had  taken  it  with  her  now,  what  a  stew 


ill  our  tourists  would  have  been  in.  Even 
C'hawles,  of  the  Chronicle,  might  have  got 
lost. 

It  is  but  one  step  from  the  sublime  to  the 
ridiculous  observed  a  heavy  swell  who  was 
walking  along  Kearny  street  the  other  day, 
and  to  illustrate  his  remark  he  forthwith 
stepped  on  an  orange  peel  and — 

The  Prince  of  Wales,  it  is  said,  eats  cold 
beans  in  the  pantry  when  he  comes  home  at 
night  from  a  quilting  party.  This  develop- 
ment of  republican  spirit  is  probably  what 
caused  the  Honorable  Artillery  Company  of 
Boston  to  elect  him  a  member. 

A  Newport  villa  has  four  hundred  and 
eighty  gas  burners  in  the  main  hall. — Ex. 
If  Newport  gas  is  anything  like  the  price  of 
the  same  commodity  in  San  Francisco  the 
wealth  of  the  Bothchilds  would  be  unequal 
to  keeping  that  hall  lit  for  a  year. 

An  item  in  one  of  the  fashion  journals  re- 
cently announced  that  feathers  would  be  uni- 
versally worn  this  year,  and  the  literal  com- 
munity of  a  California  rural  town  proceeded 
to  give  the  paragraph  emphasis  by  adorning 
a  man  with  a  coat  of  tar  and  feathers. 

The  sand-lot  politicians  have  been  wrest- 
ling with  the  financial  question  for  some 
time  past,  and  have  at  length  arrived  at  the 
conclusion  that  paper  is  the  only  honest  mo- 
ney, and  that  every  workingman  should  be 
permitted  to  print  and  circulate  his  own  mo- 
ney. 

Authorities  say  that  fish  are  not  alarmed 
by  noises;  but  competent  female  critics  assert 
that  when  a  girl  is  angling  for  a  matrimonial 
fish  she  must  be  very  careful  not  to  let  him 
hear  her  blowing  up  the  household  because 
they  ate  up  all  the  pie  when  she  was  late  for 
dinner. 

Weak  tea  is  regarded  by  medical  men  as 
being  very  healthy.  (Restaurant  proprietors 
are  invited  to  acknowledge  this  item  by  step- 
ping up  to  our  office  and  contributing  to  the 
Yellow  Fever  Fund  which  is  being  collected 
there  for  the  purpose  of  buying  the  editor  a 
new  hat.) 

As  they  passed  a  gentleman  whose  eyes 
were  terribly  on  the  bias,  the  one  said: 
"Maud  how  that  gentleman  did  look  at  me," 
and  the  other  replied  "nonsense,  you  con- 
ceited thing,  it  was  me  he  was  looking  at." 
And  right  there  the  friendship  of  years  was 
broken  off  all  for  a  man  who  couldn't  see 
straight. 

It's  very  wrong  of  course  to  alarm  the 
public,  but  the  truth  should  be  told  and  due 
warning  given  to  every  person.  The  finan- 
cial resources  of  the  pocket  book  belonging 
to  the  editor  of  this  journal,  at  the  time  of  out- 
going to  press,  were  exactly  one  dime  and  a 
defaced  car  ticket.  This  occurred  once  before 
and  the  phenomonon  was  immediately  fol- 
lowed by  an  earthquake  and  a  revolution. 
Scientific  men  have  had  their  attention  drawn 
to  this  matter  and  the  universal  opinion 
amongst  them  seems  to  be  that  some  fearful 
calamity  is  hanging  over  the  community. 
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The  Great  Lone  Land. — We  would  have 
been  better  pleased  and  better  informed  if 
the  writer  had  told  us  where  it  is.  In  this 
world  of  sin  we  can't  take  anything  upon 
trust — not  even  a  drink  of  whisky.  If  there 
is  such  a  place,  it  must  be  an  elysium,  but 
until  it  is  surveyed  and  geographically  de- 
fined we  must  be  pardoned  for  entertaining 
very  grave  doubts  about  its  existance.  We 
don't  believe  there  is  any  land  where  women 
don't  tell  each  other  the  latest  titbits  of  scan- 
dal over  the  back  yard  fence;  where  eats  don't 
sing  "Oft  in  the  Stilly  Night"  at  12.30  A.  M. ; 
where  the  girls  don't  ask  for  ice  cream; 
where  the  landlady  don't  demand  payment 
of  her  bill;  where  boys  don't  let  off  fire-crack- 
ers; where  babies  don't  yell  with  the  stomach 
ache;  where  dogs  don't  bark  at  the  moon; 
where  politicians  don't  vociferate  for  office; 
where  newsboys  don't  bellow:  "Here's  yer 
Wasp,  only  ten  cents;  where  mules  will  allow  a 
viscious  fly  to  remain  on  their  left  ear  for  half- 
an-hour  at  a  time  without  knocking  the  stuf- 
fing out  of  him  with  a  hind  foot.  Still  even 
though  it  be  fictitious  he  draws  a  very  pretty, 
picture.  He  says  the  tall  pines  wave  to  each 
other  and  bow  their  heads  in  the  evening 
twilight  as  pompously  and  gracefully  as  a 
newly  elected  Congressman.  The  gentle  ze- 
ph3'rs  softly  breathe  across  the  snow  clad 
plain  and  whisper  to  the  mosquitoes  and 
tumble  bugs  that  are  sleeping  beneath  its 
mantle :  Be  of  good  cheer,  potatoes  are  only 
twelve  cents  a  peck,  and  summer  will  come 
again.  This  book  is  for  sale  in  every  under- 
taker's shop  in  the  city. 

A  Heart  Bowed  Down  with  Grief. — This  a 
poem  written  in  pentameter  hexameter  mea- 
sure, which  means  that  the  manuscript  is  in- 
scribed on  dirty  wrapping  paper  measuring 
eleven  yards  long  by  eleven  feet  wide.  As 
we  read  it  a  thrill  of  delight  rises  in  our  soul 
and  passes  gently  up  our  back  bone  and  out 
at  the  ears.  We  fancy  what  money  we  could 
make  out  of  that  poem  if  it  was  ours.  How 
we  would  set  in  music  and  go  round  singing 
it  and  get  five  thousand  dollars  from  each 
and  every  millionaire  in  the  city  to  stop.  Oh 
the  vision  is  delicious !  A  mansion  on  Van 
Ness  Avenue,  a  country  residence  on  Goat 
Island,  a  pew  in  Mr.  Hemphill's  church,  a 
stable  full  of  2.40  trotters,  a  special  bottle  at 
a  half  a  dozen  saloons,  a  yacht  at  North 
Beach,  and  pork  and  beans  every  Sunday 
morning,  all  out  of  that  little  poem.  Then 
what  philanthropic  things  we  would  do  for 
the  world.  We  would  send  the  Wasp  to 
every  person  who  wasn't  too  rich  to  pay  for 
it  and  too  ignorant  to  read  it.  We  would 
out  do  Lotta  by  putting  a  fountain  in  every 
red-nosed  man's  back  yard.  We  would  re- 
duce the  price  of  peanuts  and  dried  apples  to 
half  their  present  value.  We  would  mend 
all  the  seats  in  the  public  gardens,  We 
would  buy  all  the  policeman  cocked  hats  to 
set  off  their  new  uniforms.  We  would — but 
here  the  foreman  interrupts  us  with  that  de- 
monaical  cry,  copy. 
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Her   Lord   and    Master. 


BY  M.  R.  C. 


ONE  looking  at  Ethel  Sinclair's  face, 
as  she  sat  there  in  the  comfortable  cushioned 
arm  chair,  would  have  told  you  the  happi- 
ness, the  excitement  she  was  experiencing;  and  one 
look  at  Rowland  Hart's  face,  as  he  stood  leaning 
against  the  end  of  the  aid  fashioned  wooden  mantle- 
piece,  looking  at  the  girl  with  his  heart  in  his  eyes, 
would  have  told  you  the  misery  and  unhappiness  he 
was  feeling. 

She  was  a  pretty  girl,  with  a  fresh,  delicate  bloom  on 
herfairface,  and  a  joyous, healthful  sparkle  inner  blue 
eyes— eyes  that  Roland  Hart  had  never  seen  so  bright 
aa  to-night— to-night,  the  last  evening  he  expected 
to  spend  with  her  in  the  old  Barton  farmhouse,  from 
which  Ethel  was  to  go,  on  the  morrow,  out  into  the 
gayeties  and  dissipation  of  the  world  whose  alluring 
paths  her  young  feet  were  yearning  to  tread. 

It  hurt  him  to  see  how  delighted  she  was  at  the 
prospect  before  her,  and  yet,  despite  his  heart  hurt, 
he  tried  to  feel  how  purely  natural  it  was  that  the 
girl  should  long  to  try  her  wings  in  the  social  atmos- 
phere that  would  be  so  much  more  congenial  to  her, 
with  her  beauty  and  grace,  than  the  air  of  her  quiet, 
comfortably  dull  home — the  only  home  she  had  ever 
known,  and  yet  not  her  own  home,  for  the  Bartons 
were  only  distant  relatives  of  the  Sinclair's,  who  had 
taken  the  little  sobbing  child  from  her  dead  mother's 
breast,  long  years  ago,  and  taken  her  to  be  their  own. 
She  had  been  a  merry,  happy  child — a  bright,  win- 
some girl — the  life  and  light  of  the  old  farmhouse, 
the  idle  of  her  foster  parents'  heart;  yet,  with  early 
maturity  there  had  come  to  her  such  longings  for 
another  life  than  the  one  she  had  led,  such  yearn, 
in^s  that  would  not  be  dissipated,  that  when,  all  of  a 
sudden,  some  of  her  father's  people  came  to  see  her 
— rich,  aristocratic,  haughty,  who  had  therefore  to- 
tally ignored  her  existence,  and  who  had  heard,  in 
some  miraculous  way  of  her  beauty  and  attractiveness 
and  came  to  her  and  invited  her  for  the  season  to 
their  mansion  in  London — the  girl  was  eager  and 
prompt  to  accept  the  invitation,  laughing  at  the  idea 
that  the  Bartons  urged  against  it,  that  the  Sinclairs 
had  not  been  her  friends  when  she  most  needed 
them. 

She  carried  her  point,  as  she  always  carried  it,  in 
her  sweet,  persuasive  way,  and  to-night,  when  Ro- 
land stood  looking  at  her  flushed,  anticipative  face, 
was  the  eve  of  her  departure  from  home,  from  him. 
He  thought,  to-night,  as  he  looked  on  the  past,  that 
he  could  remember  the  time  when  he  had  not  loved 
her.  Ever  since  she  had  come  to  the  farm,  fifteen 
years  ago,  when  she  was  a  baby  of  two  years,  and  he 
a  lad  of  twelve,  he  had  been  her  firm  friend,  coun- 
sellor, protector,  admirer,  and  now  lover.  While 
she  had  cared  more  for  him  year  after  year,  until 
now  it  seemed  to  her  there  could  be  no  man  in  all 
the  world  so  grand,  so  good,  so  true,  as  Roland 
Hart. 

Yet  no  word  of  love,  formally  declarative,  had 
ever  passed  between  them. 

Roland  Hart  had  been  living  in  a  deliciously  pa- 
tient expectation  of  a  time  to  come  when  he  should 
tell  this  sweet,  saucy  girl  how  precious  she  was  lo 
him,  and  now,  all  of  a  sudden  he  learns  she  was  go- 
ing to  leave  them  all — leave  him. 

He  had  come  over  to  the  Bartons  that  night  fully 
determined  to  tell  Ethel  his  hopes  and  wishes.  He 
had  come,  full  of  eagerness  and  faith,  to  find  the 
girl  so  excited  over  her  departure  on  the  morrow,  so 
little  loth  to  leave  him  behind,  that  his  confessions 
were  frozen  on  his  lips. 

Yet  it  seemed  to  him  that  he  had  never  seen  her  so 
bewitchingly  lovely — with  the  pink  bloom  on  her 
cheeks,  the  smiles  on  her  red  lips,  the  blue  sunshine 
of  her  eyes.  Roland  Hart  knew  that  when  she  came 
back,  if  she  ever  did  come  back  from  the  allurements 
of  city  social  life,  it  would  not  be  as  she  went — heart 
free,  care-free,  frank,  fearless. 


"How  I  wish  you  were  not  going!"  he  said,  stand- 
ing there  beside  the  mantleshelf,  looking  down  on 
her  prettiness.  "For  your  sake,  because  you  will 
find  out,  to  your  sorrow  and  disappointment,  the 
hollowness,  and  falsity,  and  cruelty  of  society.  That 
for  your  sake,  Ethel,  darling,"  and  his  voice  thrilled 
and  quickened,  "and  for  my  sake — oh,  Ethel,  Ethel  ( 
what  shall  I  do  without  you?  How  can  I  spare  you?'! 
All  the  saucy  mischievousness  suddenly  died  out 
of  her  sunny  face  before  the  passion  in  his  eyes.  She 
knew  then,  how  positively  he  loved  her,  and  with 
the  knowledge  came  an  emotion  she  could  not  ana- 
lyze, as  being  a  commingling  of  delighted  pride  and 
satisfaction  that  he  eared  for  her,  and  wondering 
vagueness  of  self-questioning  as  to  whether  she  loved 
him,  really,  truly,  as  she  thought  women  should  love. 
He  had  come  nearer  to  her  in  that  moment  when  her 
eyes  dropped  swiftly  beneath  his.  He  was  standing 
close  beside  her  chair,  his  hands  on  her  shoulder, 
watching  her  expressive  face,  until  she  lifted  it  frank- 
ly to  his. 

"I  am  so  glad  you  will  miss  me,  Rolandl  I  was 
not  sure  you  would.     I  am  so  glad." 

"Tell  me  what  to  do  without  you,  Ethel!  Tell  me 
you  love  me,  to  comfort  me  while  you  are  away.  Tell 
me  you  will  come  back  to  me  just  as  you  are  to- 
night ?" 

The  sweet  seriousness  of  her  face  deepened. 
"I  dare  not  tell  you  so,  Roland,  because,"  and  the 
girl's  voice  dropped   into  a   low,  thrilling  tone   that 
made  his  pulses   leap — "because  I  might  not  be  able 
to  keep  my  promise.     I  might — " 

He  interrupted  her,  almost  fiercely — 
"Don't  speak  of   it,  then.     Only  answer  me   this 
Edith,  do  you   love  me  ?     Oh,  my  darling — my  only 
darling — don't  say  you  don't  love  me!  No,  no,  don't 
tell  me  that!" 

For  he  saw  her  answer,  gentle  and  pitiful,  though 
firm,  mirrored  on  her  face. 

"I  will  not  have  you  tell  me  that!  I  will  wait  any 
time — for  all  time — to  have  you  come  to  me  at  last 
and  say,  'Take  me!  I  belong  to  you,  because  I  love 
you!'  " 

Then  a  little  happy  smile  parted  her  beautiful  red 
lips,  as  she  felt  the  quiver  of  some  new,  subtle-re- 
sponsive thrill  all  long  her  veins.  She  sent  him  one 
glance.  It  needed  but  that  one  to  set  his  heart 
athrob. 

"I  do  not  think  there  is  any  doubt  but  that  I  will 
come  Back  to  you." 

He  stopped  suddenly,  and  almost  lifted  her  from 
the  chair  in  an  eager  embrace,  kissing  her  sensitive 
lips — the  first  loves  kisses  ever  imprinted  there. 

"Yes,  you  will  come  back  to  me,  my  darling,  and 
I  will  wait — impatient,  but  trusting." 

Later,  he  went  away,  all  the  gloom  gone  from  his 
face,  all  the  eager  lover's  delight  there  instead — 
went  away  to  begin  his  period  of  lonely  waiting, 
while  Ethel  entered  on  her  fairy  dream  of  happiness 
that  was  enchantment  to  her,  with  her  exquisite 
esthetic  tastes,  her  capacity  of  enjoying  the  elegan- 
cies and  luxuries  of  life. 

Amid  the  tropical  warmth  and  brightness  of  the 
society  in  which  the  Sinclair's  plunged  her,  Ethel 
bloomed  like  some  rare  hothouse  flower.  She  brought 
the  precious  charms  of  youth  and  freshness,  and  per- 
fect health,  and  girlish  happiness  with  her,  and  men 
raved  over  her,  finding  her  such  a  rare  tonic,  exhil- 
erant  to  them — such  a  contrast  to  the  listless  girls 
who  envied  her  joyousness,  her  untiring  interest. 

Especially  Bertram  Brandon  watched  her,  his 
world-worn  heart  warming  into  something  nearer  a 
summer  glow  at  sight,  and  sound,  and  knowledge  of 
her,  than  ever  he  had  thought  it  possible.  He  had 
been  too  petted  by  women,  too  favored  of  the  gods, 
too  indulged  by  fate  and  fortune,  for  there  to  be  any 
source  of  pleasure  left  untried  by  him;  so  that  at 
forty,  handsome  still,  immensely  rich,  exceedingly 
disgusted  and  surfeited  with  the  world  generally,  he 
was  nevertheless  the  catch  par  excellence,  the  bright, 
particular  star  in  the  heavens  matrimonial,  to  which 
the  eyes  of  aspirants  were  invariably  directed  by 
anxious  guides,  philosophers  and  friends. 

At  the  very  first  Edith  had  been  dizzily,  rapturous- 
h  appy  in  the  brilliant  new  life  to  which  she  had  come . 


Yet,  with  all  the  exquisite  happiness,  she  had  never 
for  a  moment  entertained  one  unloyal  thought  for 
Roland.  It  was  her  pride,  her  soul's  silent  boast, 
that  the  time  was  coming  when  she  should  go  back 
to  him  as  she  had  left  him,  "unspoiled,  unspotted, 
rom  the  world." 

At  the  first  there  was  no  man  who  saw  but  who  suf- 
fered from  her  comparison  of  him  with  Roland. 
Then— oh,  that  was  a  pitiful  day  for  Ethel— this 
charmer  of  women's  hearts,  this  facinating  man  of 
society,  bowed  down  at  her  shrine,  gratifying  her 
vanity,  pleasing  her  pride,  appealing  to  her  favor, 
until  it  seemed  to  her  the  night  that  Roland  had 
kissed  her  and  held  her  to  his  heart,  was  an  episode 
that  happened  to  her  in  another  sphere  of  existence, 
until  the  night  when  Bertram  Brandon  led  her  down 
the  aisles  of  the  greenhouse,  with  the  air  warm  and 
fragrant  about  them,  the  soft  mufic  of  the  fountains 
playing,  the  dim  lights  in  the  tinted  globes  shining 
mellowly  on  them,  that  night  when  he  asked  her  to 
be  his  wife — the  only  woman,  he  told  her,  he  had 
ever  asked  or  wanted  to  ask. 

It  seemed  to  her  to  refuse  would  have  been  the 
sheerest  folly,  so  perfectly  indispensible  had  all  the 
dainty  luxuries  of  this  butterfly  existence  come  to  be 
to  her — the  daintier  the  sweets  which  this  man  could 
give  her,  and  which  Roland  could  not. 

I  am  glad  she  was  true  enough  to  herself,  even  for 
such  a  little  while,  to  give  Mr,  Brandon  not  an  im- 
mediate answer — glad  she  dared  not  unhesitatingly 
take  Roland's  happiness  in  one  hand  and  her  own  in 
the  other,  and  crush  them  both. 

Because  she  did  not  love  Bertram  as  she  loved  Ro- 
land. Roland  was  lord  and  master,  and  her  soul 
recognized  him  as  such,  and  she  dared  not,  even  in 
in  the  face  of  such  a  magnificent  temptation  as  as- 
sailed her,  be  so  foully  false  to  her  woman's  hetrt. 
So  she  told  Mr.  Brandon  she  had  no  answer  for  him; 
and  he,  so  utterly  unused  to  having  hesitation  shown 
him  by  a  woman,  enjoyed  the  sensation  it  gave  him, 
pressed  his  suit  again  and  again,  and — won. 

Yes,  Ethel  was  vanquished.  Roland  was  deliber- 
ately cast  aside — that  is,  to  all  intents  and  purposes; 
although.  "When  Mr.  Brandon  put  a  magnificent 
on  her  fair  finger,  Ethel  hnew  her  captivity  to  heart- 
lessly deserved  remorse  begun.  The  parti  she  had 
made  was  too  desirable  not  to  command  envious  ad- 
miration, and  for  awhile — a  week  or  so  after  the  an- 
nouncement of  her  engagement — Ethel  revel  led  in 
the  fullnes  of  her  challice  of  triumph,  realized  to  the 
very  widest  extent  the  splendor  and  glory  of  the  po- 
sition she  had  secured  by  the  abandonment  of  all 
that  was  true  and  womanly  in  her  nature. 

But  nature  and  Ethel's  heart  were  to  have  their 
revenge"— a  revenge  that  was  quick  to  come — that 
came  like  a  wave  of  dessolation  over  the  girl's  heart, 
as  the  utter  weariness  of  everything,  coupled  with 
such  heartsick  yearnings  for  those  two  or  three  days 
that  this  especial  feeling  was  upon  her,  the  sight  of 
Bertram  was  a  horror  to  her.  All  her  woman's  heart 
was  crying  out  against  him  and  of  the  golden  prize 
he  held  in  his  hands — all  her  soul  was  in  arms  for 
love's  and  Roland's  sake. 

Yet,  despite  this  agony  of  heart,  Ethel  never  once 
wavered  in  her  opinion  or  regretted  her  decision. 
Love  and  Roland  must  go,  because  the  flesh  pots  of 
Egypt  had  become  too  dear  so  her  soul  to  be  ex- 
changed for  aught  else;  and  love  and  Roland  did  go, 
and  away  down  in  the  quiet  country-side  he  heard 
the  news  that  Ethel  was  engaged  to  a  rich  gentleman 
— Ethel,  his  one  only  love,  the  woman  he  had  trust- 
ed— the  woman  who  was  to  save  him  against  her  sis- 
terhood for  all  time. 

He  went  to  her  the  day  he  heard  of  her  affection, 
finding  her  in  the  midst  of  magnificent  luxury,  with 
Bertram's  ring  dazzling  on  a  finger  of  the  cold  trem- 
bling hand  she  extended  to  him. 

He  utterly  ignored  the  appealing  look  in  her  face 
as  he  came  into  her  presence.  He  went  straight  up 
to  her,  his  stern,  anxious  eyes  on  her  eager,  anguish 
face. 

"Ethel,  is  it  true  that  you  are  engaged  to  be  mar- 
ried?" 

There  was  a  stern  authority  in  his  question  that 
commanded  a  reply. 
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"Roland,  oh,  Roland,  you  ninst  not  look  at  me  like 
that  !   I—" 

He  interrupted  her  in  a  quiet,  intensely  masterful 
way  she  remembared  so  well  in  him. 

"My  answer,  please!  One  word  will  settle  every- 
thing between  you  and  me.     Is  it  yes,  or  no?" 

She  threw  her  hands  out  in  a  helplessly  agonized 
way,  and  then  he  saw  the  gleam  of  Bertram's  dia- 
mond. 

A  white  pain  went  over  his  face.  There  was  a 
darkening  of  his  gray  eyes,  a  compression  of  the  firm 
Jips — then  he  accepted  his  fate. 

"Yes,  I  understand  what  you  were  both  afraid  and 
ashamed  to  admit.  You  have  disgraced  your  woman- 
hood by  accepting  a  man  you  care  nothing  for.  You 
know  you  love  me— you  know  it  Ethel.  I  read  it  in 
every  glance  of  oonr  eyes,  every  turn  of  your  head, 
every  quiver  of  your  hands.  I  know  it,  and  instead 
of  reproaching  you  for  your  faultless  falsity  to  your- 
self, or  begging  you  to  be  true  to  me,  to  your  own 
heart,  I  tell  you  that  I  thank  heaven  that  I  am  saved 
from  the  woman  whose  principles  are  so  weak,  whose 
ambition  is  so  strong." 

He  took  up  his  gloves  and  started  to  go.  He  had 
not  as  much  as  touched  her  hand,  not  so  much  as 
spoken  one  word  of  kindness,  and  her  foolish  heart 
was  breaking  for  love  of  him. 

She  sprang  after  him,  grasping  his  arm,  her  white 
tearless  face  upraised  to  his,  her  voice  a  passion  no 
man  could  have  heard  without  believing  its  truth. 

"Roland,  do  you  want  to  kill  me!  Oh,  I  do  love 
you — I  do  but — " 

"But  other  things  vastly  better.  I  hope  you  will 
enjoy  them  to  your  heart's  content."    . 

So  he  went  from  her,  showing  no  signs  of  the  mad 
despairing  woe  and  hot  pain  of  disappointed  love  that 
thook  him  from  head  to  foot — went  away,  while  Ethel 
stood  where  he  left  her,  white  as  the  dress  she  wore, 
cold  as  the  diamond  on  her  finger,  to  receive  Mr. 
Brandon,  a  moment  later,  a  calm  content  on  his 
handsome  face  as  he  bowed  before  her. 

"I  really  hope  the  surprise  of  to-day  will  have  no 
permanent  effect  on  you,  Miss  Sinclair,  since  I  feel 
obliged  to  add  to  the  sensation  just  experienced  by 
your  interview  with  the  gentleman  who  has  just  gone 
out,  and  which  I  had  the  awkwardness  to  overhear, 
by  decliuingto  become  a  husband  without  love." 

Her  punishment  was  bitter — more  bitter  than  at 
first  she  thought  she  could  bear — but  she  fought  hard 
rgainst  her  rebellious  heart  and  won. 

Two  years  passed  by,  and  found  her  the  mistress 
of  a  little  school  in  the  country.  A  bronzed,  hand- 
some man  stood  by  her  side.  '* 

The  excitement  of  travel,  of  change  of  scene,  the 
memory  of  her  sin,  had  in  vain  worked  to  stamp  her 
image  from  his  heart.     It  was  Roland. 

Need  we  add  that  another  month  saw  her  his  hap- 
py bride,  and  him  her  lord  and  master   for   life,  all 
that  miserable  time  being  buried  in  oblivion? 
[the  end.] 


An  Extension. 

A  porter  employed  at  a  store  on  Woodward 
avenue  lent  an  acquaintance  $15  some  time 
since,  taking  a  note  of  hand  in  payment.  The 
other  day,  when  the  note  fell  due,  the  bor- 
rower called  and  said  he  couldn't  pay  the 
amount  and  would  like  an  extension.  The 
kind-hearted  porter  was  wiling,  and  after 
studying  over  the  matter  for  a  few  minutes 
he  measured  the  note,  saw  that  it  was  writ- 
ten on  paper  six  inches  long,  and  he  care- 
fully drew  up  another  on  paper  nearly  two 
inches  longer  and  handed  it  over  to  be 
signed. 

"There — I've  extended  it  two  inches,  and 
that's  the  best  I  can  do,"  he  remarked  as  he 
measured  it  again. 

"That's  a  great  favor,  and  I'm  much 
obliged,"  was  the  humble  reply,  and  the  new 
note  was  duly  signed  and  passed  back. 
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dPNo  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Geo.  Eite. — You  are  right  in  what  you 
write.  • 

Charlotte. — There  is  no  law  in  this  State 
by  which  a  man  can  be  compelled  to  eat  pork 
and  beans-  on  Sunday  morning. 

Financial. — Greenbacks  are  not  receivable 
for  Customs  duties,  but  you  can  get  beer  for 
them  in  any  saloon  in  this  city. 

Albion. — You  can  order  a  man  to  get  off 
the  side-walk  when  you  are  passing  but  if  he 
knocks  you  down  the  fault  is  not  ours. 

Lima. — Mary's  little  lamb  died  years  ago. 
If  it  had  lived  to  attain  maturity  it  would 
have  been  a  nasty  tobacco  chewing  man. 

Monroe. — Defective  teeth  will  not  prevent 
a  man  from  becoming  Lord  High  Chancellor 
of  England  or  President  of  the  United  Sta- 
tes. 

Mason. — Greece  was  at  one  time  the  centre 
of  learning  and  literature,  but  that  is  not  a 
sufficient  reason  for  imagining  that  a  man 
with  a  grease  spot  on  his  shirt  is  a  scholar. 

Aztex. — We  can  read  with  fluency  the  Eng- 
lish, Saxon,  Choctaw,  German,  Dutch,  Irish, 
Spanish,  Mexican,  and  Goat  Island,  langu- 
ages, but  we  cannot  decipher  your  manu- 
script. 

St.  John. — There  is  nothing  in  Homer's 
Illiad  about  Ben  Butler's  crooked  eyes,  or 
the  fight  between  Heenan  and  King.  If 
there  ought  to  be  you  need  not  blame  us. 
We  did  not  write  it. 

Scotch  Jim. — Your  vocal  powers  are  great. 
Your  voice,  however,  is  neither  tenor  nor 
bass;  it  is  base.  As  a  fish  peddlar  or  a  fruit 
huxter  you  would  be  immense.  We  would 
not,  however,  recommend  you  to  try  opera — 
bad  eggs  are  too  cheap. 

Bagley. — You  may  be  the  heir  to  a  valu- 
able property  in  England.  If  you  send  us 
a  proper  affidavit  of  the  fact,  we  will  be  pre- 
pared to  believe  your  assertion,  but  we  can't 
believe  under  any  circumstances  that  you 
made  good  soup  out  of  skunk's  tail. 

Tecumseh. — You  may  be  a  good  man,  you 
may  wear  a  number  nine  shoe,  and  you  may 
kiss  your  wife's  grand-mother  every  time  you 
see  her,  but  nature's  laws  have  decided,  ir- 
revocably, that  shingles  can't  be  grown  on 
sandy  soil.  If  you  try  it  you  will  assuredly 
fail. 


W.  C.  D. — Writes  to  know  if  we  can  elu- 
cidate why  the  Board  of  Education  charged 
$3  for  draying  to  the  Bank  the  $5,853.80  col- 
lected for  the  yellow  fever  sufferers  in  the 
public  schools  in  this  city,  when  a  few  hun- 
dred expressmen  would  have  been  glad  to  do 
the  work  $1  ?  Why  they  charge  $20  for 
watching  the  coin,  collected  for  the  most 
part  from  children  of  needy  parents,  when 
any  of  our  numerous  Banks  would  have 
gladly  performed  the  service  for  nothing? 
Why— but  we  stop  right  there  to  say  to  this 
correspondent  that  in  the  matter  of  elucida- 
tion we  consider  ourselves  invincible  and  in- 
fallible. If  he  asks  us  why  the  King  of 
Spain  wears  his  hat  with  a  slant  on  the  left 
side,  or  why  a  religious  man  feels  like  swear- 
ing when  a  fly  lights  for  the  fifteenth  time 
on  his  bald-head,  we  can  satiate  his  thirst  for 
knowledge  right  off.  But  when  we  are  asked 
to  elucidate  the  actions  of  any  public  body 
connected  with  this  city,  we  must  step  down 
from  our  high  pedestal  and  acknowledge 
ourselves  beaten. 


Kisses. 

There  are  many  kinds  of  flowers, 
There  are  many  kinds  of  misses, 

Love  confers  its  blissful  powers, 
In  full  many  kinds  of  kisses. 

I  have  kissed  in  regions  torrid, 

And  in  frigid  lands  of  ice; 
And  by  kissing  nothing  horrid, 

I  have  found  all  kissing  nice. 

Spain's  senoras,  I  have  kissed-  them — 
Germany's  plump  frauleins  too; 

Scotland's  lassies,  how  I  missed  them 
"When  I  crossed  the  rolling  blue. 

In  this  land  so  Heaven-favored — 
'Tis  my  home,  what'er  befall — 

Kissing  is  the  sweetest  flavored; 
'Tis,  in  fact,  the  best  of  all. 

You  may  spend  whole  years  in  roving, 

Be  as  lavish  as  an  earl; 
But  you'll  find  no  maid  so  loving 

As  the  average  Southern  girl. 

What's  a  gardon  without  flowers  ? 

"What  is  home  where  love  is  missin  ? 
'Tis  as  nothing.     By  the  powers, 

So  is  loving  without  kissing! 


"Why  He   Changed. 

A  dilapidated  individual  stood  gazing  at  a 
huge  pile  of  watermelons  in  front  of  the 
Grand  Arcade  Market  until  his  mouth 
watered,  and  he  made  bold  to  remark  to  a 
man  was  selecting  one  for  dinner: 

"I  wish  I  had  five  cents  to  get  a  small 
melon;  I  haven't  tasted  of  melon  for  over  two 
years." 

The  gentleman  promptly  handed  over  a 
nickle  and  went  on  with  his  selection.  About 
the  time  he  had  his  melon  picked  out  he  saw 
the  vagrant  coming  out  of  a  saloon  near  by, 
and  he  called  out: 

"I  thought  you  wanted  that  money  to  buy 
melon  ?" 

"So  I  did,"  was  the  very  courteous  answer. 
"I  told  you  I  hadn't  tasted  melon  for  over 
two  years,  and  after  reflecting  a  little  I  found 
I  hadn't  tasted  whisky  for  over  three.  There- 
fore, I  gave  whisky  a  show  to  catch  up  with 
melon,  and  start  off  square.  Nothing  mean 
about  me,  sir  -good-bye!" 
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The  Very  Freshest  American  Ilnuior 

Who  ever  saw  a  counter  sign  ? 

"A  marked  change" — A  silver  quarter  with 
a  hole  in  it. 

Spare  change — Tour  other  shirt. — Keokuk 
Constitution. 

Chin-Chin  is  the  name  of  Denis  Kearney 
in  Chinese. — Cin.  Breakfast  Table. 

Ten  mills  make  one  cent;  ten  cents  make 
one  drink;  ten  drinks  make  one  drunk. 

The  cunning  crab  at  the  seashore  always 
comes  after  the  under-toe. — Hackensack  Re- 
publican. ' 

Ladies  like  basque  waists,  but  an  editor 
can't  get  along  without  a  waist  basque-it  is 
said. —  Whitehall  Times. 

Of  what  profession  should  boats'  crews  be 
composed  ?  Phrenologists — because  they  are 
accustomed  to  handling  skulls. — Ex. 

The  man  who  goes  fishing  always  enjoys 
more  solid  comfort  while  digging  the  bait 
than  he  does  in  bringing  home  the  fish. 

An  inquisitive  Yankee,  looking  at  a  candy- 
maker,  who  was  employed  with  a  lady,  said: 
"Wife?"      "No;  assister." — Syracuse   Times. 

In  substantiation  of  the  theory  that  sound 
has  color,  stands  the  fact  that  men  have  been 
heard  to  swear  a  blue  streak. — Rome  Sentinel. 

"When  a  base-ball  player  comes  home  for 
the  season  his  fingers  look  as  if  he  had  baen 
talking  the  deaf  and  dumb  alphabet. — N.  Y. 
Herald. 

Bed-nosed  men  were  mighty  lonesome 
1,000  years  ago.  It  has  only  been  950  years 
since  the  invention  of  alcohol. — Cin.  Break- 
fast Table. 

Whenever  young  ladies  learn  so  to  stick  a 
pin  in  their  apron  string  that  it  won't  scratch 
a  fellow's  wrist  there  will  be  more  marriages. 
—  St.  Louis  Journal. 

M.  D.,  just  graduated — ■"Oh,  I  get  on  first 
rate.  I  know  well  enough  what  to  give  the 
cusses,  but  hang  me  if  I  can  remember  the 
quantities." — N.  Y.  Com.  Adv. 

Saleratus  Smith,  nominated  for  Governor 
of  Michigan,  is  a  self-raised  man. — Phila. 
Star.  Soda-termined  a  man  should  be  elec- 
ted for  leaven  years  — N.  Y.  News. 

When  the  proprietor  goes  out  and  tells  the 
clerk  he  is  going  down  on  'Change,  the  clerk 
doesn't  tell  him  that  he  is  going  down  on 
change,  too,  but  he  is  nevertheless. 

"Bob,  where  d'ye  get  that  melon?"  asked 
one  urchin  of  another.  "Don't  think  it  got 
over  the  fence  on  its  own  responsibility,  do 
ye  1"  was  the  reply. — Reynolds  Herald. 

We  have  just  been  thinking  how  language 
came  into  this  world.     It  was  during  Adam 


and    Eve's    first    quarrel,    when   one  word 
brought  on  another.— Cin.  Sat.  Night. 

By  way  of  criticism  on  Kearney's  profanity 
it  may  be  said  that  Dennis  sinned — which  is 
as  true  when  read  backwards  as  when  read 
the  usual  way. — New  Haven  Register. 

A  Bidgefield  man  has  invented  a  chair, 
which  can  be  adjusted  to  8,000  different  po- 
sitions. It  is  designed  for  a  boy  to  sit  in 
when  having  his  hair  cut. — D anbury  News. 

"When  Cassabianca  "stewed  on  the  burning 
deck,"  we  suppose  he  was  putting  up  cher- 
ries.— Hawkeye.  Not  any.  He  was  putting 
up   a   boss  speech  for  the  school  boys. — Ex. 

We  have  no  faith  in  Junio  or  in  Shupe, 

No  fear  of  Kearney's  whip,  with  Chinese  cracker; 
We  have  sworn  off  from  eating  turtle  sonp, 

Because  it's  mostly  made  by  a  Greenbacker. 

— Binghamton  Bepublican. 

The  saddest  thing  about  the  murder  of  po- 
liceman Smith,  in  New  Jersey,  is  the  fact 
that  in  his  death  the  ancient  and  honorable 
family  name  becomes  extinct. — Rochester  Ex- 
press. 

When  an  Arkansas  man  was  charged  in 
court  with  stealing  twenty-eight  horses  he 
replied:  "Judge,  this  is  the  first  kind  word 
addressed  to  me  since  I  was  a  child." — De- 
troit Free  Press. 

Look  out  ?  Don't  give  it  away,  but  the 
new  style  of  stoves  this  coming  winter  will 
bear  the  following  in  large  raised  letters  all 
around  the  top:  "This  is  not  a  spittoon." — 
Wheeling  Leader. 

A  man  out  West  has  invented  a  thermome- 
ter which  can  be  regulated  so  that  the  mer- 
cury can  be  kept  at  any  desired  point.  It  is 
designed  principally  for  use  at  summer  re- 
sorts.— Rome  Sentinel. 

Bailroads  carry  three  million  passengers 
safely  where  they  kill  one,  but  the  trouble  is 
to  know  when  the  three  million  have  been 
counted  up  and  the  killing  is  to  begin. — De- 
troit Free  Press. 

How  do  those  people  at  the  seaside  resorts 
who  do  not  bathe  in  the  ocean  manage  to 
keep  clean  ?  A  familiar  sign  in  one's  hotel 
room  reads,  "No  washing  allowed  in  the 
rooms." — Phila.  Bulletin. 

The  man  who  will  break  his  neck  running 
to  catch  a  ferry-boat  on  a  hot  day,  and  who 
will  gulp  his  dinner  in  fifty-five  seconds,  will 
patiently  spend  fifteen  minutes  in  sucking  a 
sherry  cobbler  through  a  straw. 

Joy  is  a  shy  bird,  but  when  a  man  comes 
unexpectedly  upon  a  two-dollar  bill  in  the 
pocket  of  an  old.  vest  laid  aside  last  winter, 
it  flaps  its  wings  and  crows  as  loud  as  any- 
body's chicken. — Breakfast  lable. 

"Does  lager  beer  intoxicate  ?"  That's  the 
question  which  thousands  in  the  community 
are  industriously  trying  to  settle  just  now. 
Important  questions  like  this  require  any 
number  of  experiments. — Newark  Call. 

"Don't  get  out  of  anybody's  way,"  says 
Henry  Ward  Beecher.  But  the  woman  never 
lived  who  wouldn't  clutch  her  skirts  and  scud 
in  time  to  dodge  an  approaching  street- 
sprinkler. — Cin.  Breakfast  lable. 

The  harvest  season  is  at  hand,  and  the 
wealth  of  golden  fruit  is  seen  on  every  side. 
The  full  moon  sheds  her  mellow  light  upon 
the  earth,  and  apple  trees  and  eats  are  get- 
ting severely  clubbed, — Rome  Sentinel. 

Fashion  notes  predict  longtailed  coats  for 
gentlemen  the   coming  season,   which  is  a 


sweet  assurance  that  in  the  future  we  won't 
be  obliged  to  hunt  around  after  a  holder 
when  we  want  to  lift  a  hot  plate.— Fulton 
Times. 

One  fly  in  five  minutes  will  take  twenty- 
seven  years'  accumulations  of  Christianity 
out  of  a  man.  We  have  no  desire  to  dis- 
courage the  ministry,  but  this  is  a  fact  which 
can  be  backed  up  by  figures. — Keokuk  Con- 
stitution. 

The  Boston  Iranscript  asks:  "What  is  the 
conservative  party  ?"  The  conservative  par- 
ty, dear  sir,  is  the  man  who  persists  in  drink- 
ing the  New  England  rum  of  his  fathers 
rather  than  the  lager  beer  of  the  sons.— Tur- 
ner's Falls  Reporter. 

Archery  is  in  a  measure  taking  the  place 
of  croquet.  Young  men  who  have  been 
given  to  indulgence  in  the  latter  alleged 
game  should  indulge  in  archery  very  sparing- 
ly at  first;  it  may  bring  on  mental  exhaustion 
and  brain  fever. — Ex. 

Joseph  Cook  renders  the  old  saw  "Sauce 
for  goose,  sauce  for  gander,"  as  follows: 
"Those  culinary  adornments  which  suffice  for 
the  anserine  female  are  adequate  to  meet  the 
wants  of  the  masculine  adult  of  the  same 
species." — Graphic. 

We  met  a  farmer  a  day  or  two  ago  who 
was  so  hard  pushed  that  he  was  on  his  way 
to  pawn  his  hoe.  We  told  him  we  were 
sorry  to  see  his  case  so  hopeless.  "Hope- 
less?" he  exclaimed;  "far  from  it!  You  know 
the  old  motto,  "hoe-pawn,  hope  ever." — 
Yonkers  Gazette. 

That  stammering  physicians  struck  very 
near  the  truth  when  he  was  diagonising  the 
sick  boy.  The  boy's  mother  anxiously  asked 
the  doctor  what  was  the  matter  with  the  lit- 
tle fellow.  "O,  he's  b-bilious— his  stomach 
is  cu-cumbered  with  too  much  bad  food." — 
Syracuse  Times. 

Printing  was  discovered  four  hundred  and 
thirty-four  years  ago,  but  nobody  has  yet  dis- 
covered how  to  run  a  newspaper  to  suit 
everybody.— Yonkers  Gozette.  Oh,  yes,  there 
has.  We  have  them  calling  at  our  office 
every  day,  stop  us  in  the  street,  or  tell  us 
how  to  do  it  in  the  horse  car.— -Baltimore  Bul- 
letin. 

An  Irishman  accosted  a  gentleman  on  the 
street,  late  at  night,  with  a  request  for  the 
time.  The  gentleman  suspecting  that  Pat 
wished  to  snatch  his  watch,  gave  him  a  sting- 
ing rap  on  the  nose,  with  the  remark,  "It 
has  just  struck  one!"  "Be  jabbers,"  retorted 
Pat,  "I'm  glad  I  didn't  ax  yez  an  hour  ago." 
— Boston  Globe. 

Horny-handed  son  of  a  hod-carrier  (loq) — 
"Share  all  money  equally,  that's  whatl  say." 
Wife  of  the  same — "And  phat  would  ye  do 
wid  your  share,  Michael  O'Shaunessey  ?" 
"Spind  it  loike  a  brick,  ye  ould  fool."  "And 
phat  would  ye  do  thin  ?"  "Share  it  all  over 
agin,  av  coorse;  hand  me  down  that  pipe." — 
N.  Y.  Com.  Adv. 

The  Czar  of  Bussia  on  Monday  welcomed 
Grant  to  his  White  House  perhaps  in  the  fol- 
lowing words: 

Otakemi  handime  gla  dyoucome 

Bigd  rinceof  yaug  kedoo  dledum 

Ive  readyo  urbooky  oupensivecoot, 

Youareate  aman  dh  orset  ob  oot. 

"Wal  kinand  eata  ndd  rinky  ourflll, 

Smokeyo  urci  garsju  stwher  ey  ouwill. 

Siton  myb  edo  relim  bmito  wer 

Illbr  ingfoy  yoawhiski  s'  our. 

And  Grant  stood  up,  took  his  cigar  out  of 
his  mouth,  and  replied  in  the  vernacular: 

Tkanksf  orth  esew  or  dsic  annotloi  ter 
Buti  willta  keadri  nk — of  woiter  ! 

— If.  Y.  Graphic. 
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Jay  last.  The  party  expressed  themselves 
as  being  highly  pleased  with  the  beauties  of 
the  country  in  that  neighborhood. 


— Blaine  of  Maine  or  Maine  of  Blaine, 
■which  is  it? 

Gov.  Hampton,  of  South  Carolina,  can't 
digest  door  nails. 

— With  the  aid  of  the  miscrophone  the 
step  of  a  fly  can  be  heard. 

— The  yellow  fever  does  not  effect  the 
ebon3'  color  of  a  negro  patient. 

— Tom  Lawton,  the  Sacramento  murderer, 
is  reported  as  captured  at  Merced. 

— The  Florence  Social  Club  will  give  a 
Masquerade  Ball  at  Union  Hall,  on  Friday 
evening,  October  11th. 

— It  has  just  been  discovered  that  drink- 
ing water  out  of  a  beer  glass  is  a  very  poor 
substituted  for  lager. 

— It  is  proposed  to  substitute  donkeys  for 
ponies  in  playing  polo. — Ex.  Would  it  not 
be  wrong  to  permit  one  donkey  to  ride 
another? 

— The  Alamania  Lodge  No.  8,  Knights  of 
Pythias  gave  their  Annual  Ball  at  Piatt's 
Hall  last  night.  There  was  a  large  atten- 
dance and  a  very  enjoyable  evening  was 
spent. 

— The  man  who  tries  to  kiss  a  pretty  girl 
and  instead  of  lighting  on  her  mouth  fetches 
up  behind  her  ear,  is  a  fool  and  should  never 
be  trusted  to  run  a  Bank,  nor  yet  be  sent  to 
Congress. 

—  The  President  of  the  Workingmen's 
party  has  just  been  struck — with  an  idea. 
The  sensation  was  unusual,  but  the  patient, 
it  is  thought,  will  recover. 

Drought  has  cut  the  corn  crop  short  in 
Kentucky. — Ex.  If  drought  would  only  cut 
the  corn  crop  for  the  average  California 
farmer  he  would  not  mind  whether  it  was 
short  or  long. 

— Chairid  Urramaich — a  Chuiridh  Ghaed- 
healaich,  se  ar  guidhe  agus  guidhe  mhuil- 
leanibh  eille  dod  chairdibh  gun,  is  what  the 
Highlanders  of  Bruce  County,  Ont.,  call  Mr. 
McKenzie,  the  Premier  of  Canada. 

— One  of  our  police  officers  has  been  dis 
tinguishing  himself  and  giving  further  proof 
of  the  gentle  chivalry  of  the  force  by  stand- 
ing by  and  urging  a  "trusty"  to  beat  an  in- 
toxicated prisoner  in  a  brutal  manner. 

— Postmaster-General  Key,  accompanied 
by  Gen.  Coey  and  Mr.  Donahue,  paid  a  visit 
to  Korbel's  Mills,  Sonoma  County,  on  Tues- 


A  New  Stove. 

A  fat  citizen  having  in  view  the  purchase 
of  a  new  stove,  was  yesterday  standing  in 
front  of  a  hardware  store,  when  a  newsboy 
halted  and  respectfully  said: 

"I  s'pose  you've  seen  the  new  stove — the 
one  that  beats  'em  all." 

"I  don't  know  that  I  have,"  was  the  calm 
reply. 

"You  orter  see  it  sir.  They  are  alius  talk- 
in'  'bout  these  coal  stoves  which  save  ten  per 
cent  of  fuel,  and  now  the've  got  one." 

"Have,  eh?" 

"Yes'r,  I  saw  this  one  goin'  the  other  day, 
hot  'nuff  to  bake  an  ox,  an'  it  didn't  burn  any 
coal  at  ail — not  even  a  pound." 

"Is  that  possible!  Why,  I  never  heard  of 
such  a  thing  !     Didn't  burn  any  coal  at  all?" 

"Not  an  ounce,  and  it  was  throwing  out  an 
awful  heat." 

"Well  that  beats  me.  I  don't  see  how 
they  got  the  heat." 

"They  burned  wood,  sir!"  was  the  humble 
reply. 

The  man  tried  to  coax  the  boy  within 
reach,  but  the  lad  had  to  go  to  the  postof- 
fice. 


She  Had  Seen  Him  Before. 
A  good  story  is  told  us  of  a  former  judge 
of  a  certain  court  in  the  Bajr  State,  whose 
hair  was  whitened  by  the  frosts  of  near  70 
winters  before  he  left  the  bench.  Entering 
a  Boston  and  Maine  Railway  car  one  day,  he 
saw  but  half  a  vacant  seat,  and  that  by  the 
side  of  a  very  pretty  young  lady,  gorgeously 
arrayed.  The  Judge  was  a  great  admirer  of 
the  ladies,  and  he  immediately  started  for 
the  seat.  "Ah,  beg  pardon,  madam,"  said 
his  Honor,  "but  is  thisseat  engaged  ?"  "No, 
sir,"  modestly  replied  the  fair  occupant  of 
the  other  half.  The  Judge  took  the  seat, 
and  glancing  again  at  the  dazzling  beauty  by 
his  side  he  thought  he  recognized  in  her  a 
lady  he  had  met  somewhere,  and  yet  he 
could  not  tell  when  or  where.  Finally  he 
ventured  to  ask.  "Madam,"  said  his  Honor, 
"Madam  your  face  looks  very  familiar.  I 
must  have  met  you  before,  but  really  I  can- 
not recollect "       "Yes,"  answered  the 

bunch  of  roses  by  his  side;  "yes,  old  buster, 
likely  'nough  you  have;  it  was  only  in  June 
you  sent  me  up  for  thirty  days,  and  it's  al- 
ready eleven  times  you've  sent  me  up  for 
simple  drunks." 


Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family !    Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

S.  OAEff^Tf"  <5te  GO, 

Wholesale     and    Retail    Confectioners, 

107  MONTGOMERY  STREET. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  our  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates.  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal,  Orders  from  the  interior  promply  and  care- 
fully attended  to.  Broken  Candy,  15  cents  a  pound. 
Mixed  Candy,  '2.0  cents  a  pound. 


The  week  that  has  just  passed  has  not 
been  a  particularly  brilliant  one  in  the  thea- 
trical annals  of  the  city.  Managers  had  evi- 
dently formed  the  impression  that  they  could 
afford  to  play  upon  the  slight  increase  of  in- 
terest which  was  manifested  by  the  public. 
At  the 

California  Theatre 

Robson  and  Crane  have  been  presenting 
Brete  Harte's  unsuccessful  play  "Two  Men 
of  Sandy  Bar."  If  Mr.  Harte's  piece  was 
produced  in  New  York  with  the  same  sup- 
port and  accessories  that  accompanied  it  here, 
we  cannot  wonder  at  the  critics  becoming 
disgusted  with  it. 


At  Baldwin's 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Williamson  continued  to  pro- 
duce "Struck  Oil"  to  large  and  appreciative 
audiences.  It  is  a  noticeable  fact,  that  the 
Williamsons,  though  they  have  been  playing 
this  piece  with  unusual  success  for  a  period 
three  or  four  years,  have  not  abated  one  jot 
their  desire  to  please  their  patrons,  the  pub- 
lic. They  exibit  as  much  anxiety  to  take  ad- 
vantage of  every  little  point  in  the  play  as 
they  did  on  the  first  night  they  presented  it 
to  the  Melbourne  public  (who  gave  them  the 
first  lift  up  the  ladder  of  fame).  We  com- 
mend this  fact,  to  actors  and  managers  as  be- 
ing worthy  of  emulation. 


At  the  Bush  Street  Theatre 

Alice  Oates  has  been  rendering  "Girofle 
Girofla"  in  a  pleasing  manner.  In  saying 
that  much  we  do  wish  to  be  understood  as 
implying  that  this  company  are  by  any  means 
perfect  in  their  work.  In  an  artistic  sense 
they  are  not.  At  the  same  time  they  do  their 
best  to  please  and  do  really  give  a  nice  even- 
ing's entertainment. 

At  the  Grand  Opera  House 
They  have  been  playing  "Oliver  Twist"  and 
"The  Two  Orphans."  The  Grand  Opera 
House  we  may  explain  is  a  theatre  in  which 
quantity  and  variety  are  given  in  place  of 
quality. 


Ques. 

It  is  said  that  Mr.  Joseph  Proctor,  the 
tragedian,  has  been  created  a  Boston  Justice 
of  the  Peace  for  seven  years. 

Max  Strackosch's  new  baritone,  with  the 
remarkable  name  of  Pantaleoni,  is  a  singer 
of  excellent  reputation  abroad. 
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Mr.  W.  A.  Mettary,  a  son  of  Miss  Emily 
Mestayer,  -was  in  Boston  last  week  for  the 
first  time  in  sixteen  years.  He  goes  with 
Rice's  "Surprise  party." 

It  has  been  found  that  Mr.  H.  J.  Monta- 
gue's property  will  amount  to  only  about 
§6,000.  There  are  many  claims  against  it 
both  in  this  country  and  England. 

Tragedy  will  be  tried  at  the  Union  Square 
Theatre  during  the  coming  season  for  the 
first  time,  Mr.  C.  R.  Thorn,  Jr.,  sustaining 
the  leading  role  in  one  of  Victor  Hugo's 
works. 

A  writer  says:  "Bartley  Campbell's  'Risks' 
is  a  commonplace  affair,  bearing  many  evi- 
dence of  carelessness  and  haste  in  composi- 
tion. It  drags  drearily  through  five  long 
acts,  which  might  easily  be  curtailed  into 
three.  Raymond's  'Pembroke'  is  except  in 
make-up  and  words,  the  counterpart  of  his 
'Colonel  Sellers'." 

Miss  Ada  Cavendish  does  not  depend  on 
her  success  in  this  country  to  make  a  fortune. 
She  is  the  owner  of  the  London  Olympic 
Theatre,  which  is  now  leased  to  Mr.  Henry 
Neville.  She  has  a  handsome  income  from 
this  and  other  sources.  Mr.  'Wilkie  Collins 
considers  her  the  greatest  actress  in  her  line 
on  the  English  stage. 


"Woodward's  Gardens. 
"What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gvmnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

FOUND — Violin,  Guitar  and  Banjo  Strings 
pure  in  tone  aDd  durable,  for  only  12%  cents  at 
at  MEYERS'  Music  Store,  605  Kearny  Street. 

SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


A  limited  number  of  complete  second  vol- 
umes of  the  Wasp  may  be  purchased  at  the 
business  office,  602  California  Street. 


Watches,  Jewelry  and  Silverware,  at  the 
very  lowest  prices.  Watch  and  Jewelry  re- 
pairing a  specialty  all  work  warranted.  H. 
WEULE,  G34  Market  St.,  opp.  Palace  Hotel. 


The  Stock  Indicator  Saloon  is  the  finest 
place  of  its  kind  on  the  Coast.  A  stock  in- 
dicator giving  the  latest  quotations  direct 
from  the  Board.  The  choicest  wines  and  li- 
quors kept  constantly  on  hand.  Open  from 
6  A.  M.  to  6  P.  M.     Frank  C.  Remmington. 


and  California,  below  the  Pacific  Stock  Board. 
Oysters  in  all  styles,  served  from  6  A.  M.  to 
6  P.  M.  Families  supplied  with  the  best 
oysters  in  the  market. 


— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 


J.  S.  Stratton,  contractor  for  raising  and 
moving  brick,  stone,  iron,  and  wooden  build- 
ings. Office:  N.  E.  cor.  Kearny  and  Bush 
streets.  Shop,  No.  854  Harrison  street,  San 
Francisco.  Residence,  No.  924  Harrison 
street. 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


A.  Albers,  formerly  with  Geo.  Mayes,  Cali- 
fornia Market,  Stock  Indicator  Oyster  and 
Lunch  House,  Leidesdorff  street,   bet.   Pine 


Madame  Demorest's  cut  paper  patterns. 
The  most  stylish  and  reliable  of  any  patterns 
made.  Send  for  illustrated  Catalogue,  fiee. 
A  full  and  complete  assortment  of  patterns 
always  on  hand.  Will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress in  the  country  by  mail  on  the  receipt 
of  price  in  stamps.  Myron  Shew,  General 
Agent  for  the  Pacific  Coast,  No.  109  Dupont 
street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


Delicious  candies  and  caramels  are  being- 
manufactured  fresh  every  day  at  the  Paragon 
Candy  Store,  101  Dupont  street,  corner  of 
Geary.  Wright  &  Tham,  Proprietors.  De- 
pot of  the  celebrated  Paragon  Marsh  Mel- 
low Drops,  also,  agency  for  Brummell's  cele- 
brated Cough  Drops.  Wholesale  and  Re- 
tail. 


Dions.  Alexander  S.  De  Wolowski, 

The  well-known  pianist  and  vocalist,  honor- 
ary member  of  the  principal  Philharmonic 
Societies,  reopens  courses  and  classes  for 
piano  and  singing,  for  opera,  parlor  and  con- 
certs, by  his  new  simplified  method,  the 
shortest  and  best  in  existence,  saving  years  of 
practice  to  beginners,  reading  music  at  sight 
and  training  the  voice  to  its  highest  culture. 
Musical  time  by  his  new  invention.  At  Al- 
bemarle House,  No.  8  Mason  St. 


GOLOMA  VINEYARD. 

Constantly  on 
hand 

WINES  &  BRANDIES, 

Burgundy, 

Muscat,     Catawba, 

RED,   WHITE, 
and     other     "WINES. 

Robert  Chalmers,  Coloma. 

FOE  SALE  BY 

wt&wmm.w  3sssx*Ea, 

General  Agent  for  San  Francisco,  also 
Dealer  in 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors, 

412  Sansoine  Street,        -        -       San  Francisco. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has. a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  !i.  * 


NOTICE. 

The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicious  nature  will 
be  published  by  this  paper. 


DO^TISrOLLY'S 

YEAST  POWDER 

FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 
Ask    Your    Grocer    For    It. 


BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between   8th   and   9th   Streets, 

M.  NUNAN,  Proprietor. 


CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420-1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  -A-lireris  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


FOR  25  CTS. 

PpTconew  »nri  wonderful  nrflctej  emus. 
I    fburtb  ttjoretrulpnc?-     FrTTTrrtnpfh    L.-f- 

Ko,  l.  AliiHjcol  Pipe,— Made  of  me- 

-  V;':!  .""■'"wml'lius  Bbuu.Mift.ee.  ti  filling  *Uh 
ntra,  will I  imltMojxTiectly  tho  to:,  j  of  »nj  blid. 

M^'-rr  MSuiatnre  Charm.- Snlta- 

j  blBfornccLUcoorwnich  clalo.  fciMoipiitoi  ,.j  , 
LtiBliof  LordBrrajtrcleailjenEriTedoait.  ^aiud 
beautiful.    Apcrbat littlorrm.  ^^ 

No.  3.  Eureka  VVfeJetle.— I*m<test 

I  indcca^jL  wbuilo  nj^da.  very  useful  lox  fportim&u  lo 
J  tichango  aigmUs  e.t  lonj  dlrranca.  ^^ 

hJi?J,  45„^a«?nncrTo  Pnrasol.— Jnrt 

npnttA    Prottlcjilgoa  novcll*  ia  iSanukct.   Ilv 

ij&cdin  beautiful  colon.     CrJiBdldriittoftlodj. 

m.1    °"  **?.  Mngic    Spider.— Funniest 

itiitjgouL  Aftoml>lo7ookiDeru)ow,Burotori)»ki>piop:» 
luajpoutrf  tLdrbooB.     AiWWOttStlneSSSit 

BO.  O.  Itlueical  Wonder.— A  new 

Tttdini!riinirnt,oa  wb'xh  any  tnno  tony  beBl>yrd,  or 
Bound  imitated,  from  tho  waiilof  ft  Cat  to  ■  t-'im  h  and 
JuOyihow.     Htfuci  everybody. 

No.  7.  Golden  Water-Pen.  Pro- 

'"— "pleiT,  MdOtt Ictlfrs,  by  Binu,ly  dipping  In  nu*. 
11 — :c*llcdforeard  writing 

r»araBhoTriirj  cuu ,  ■ofl  wffl  ba 

.,— -'1»M,rori&  CM.    AlrouJllhtr 

lacoitjl.    Ytn  make  tbli  redaction  to  obtain  n.w 

^^,1LiatI^^keM*-  *««•«•*«■*••*•» 

Eureka  Trick  and  Hovelty  Co., 
F.O.Box46U.       39  Ann  St.,  N.  Y. 

Sill  ftdratlKmiat  will  cot  »ppw  yip. 


Lu  i  «far  moo:  ha,     £■ 

Tbrobo»oBotTB  Brl 

■cotln  nest  cthinnr,  poit-paM.fo; 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 
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THE  ONLY  HOI'SE  in  tlio  city  that  receives  fresh  patterns  and  New  York  and  Paris  Fashions  weekly.     Samples,  with  instructions  for  self-measnrament 


COLL,  THE  TAILOR, 

Branch    of   New    York 


IS  §cnnw  gl  and  505  Jlffontgomqrg  gt. 


The  Quickest,  Best  and  Cheapest  Tailor  in  the  World. 

Pants  to   Order  in  Six  Hours,  and  Suits  in  One  Day,  if  Required. 


TO  OHDER 

Pants,  -  from  $4.00 
Suits,  -  lrom$15.0f 
Overcoats,  from  $15.00 
Dress  Coats,    "  $20.00 


TO  ORDER 

Black  Doeskin 

Pants,  -  from  $7.00 
White  Vests,  '•  $3.00 
Fancy  Vests,  "    $6.00 


A  biiiull  stock  on  hand,  of  our  own  make,  to  select  from.    Tailors  and   the   public   supplied  with  cloth  and  trimmings  at  wholesale  prices  by  the  yard     ut, 


P.  KELLY, 

rtn 

OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


combined.      For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.     The 
elastic  is  so  placed   back   of 
the   ankle   as   to   protect   it 
from  wear  and  it- 
does       not      hind 
around   the  ankle 

Jike  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  LadieB'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  §3.50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


QC    J-«   <&Or\  Per  dav  at  home.    Samples  worth  §5  free. 
<J>%J    IfU  <P£i\J  Address  Stixson  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


President 

Vice-President  . 

M.  D.  Sweeny, 
P.  McAran, 
K.  J.  Tobin, 

Treasurer 

Attorney 


OFPICEBS: 


..M.  D.  SWEENY 
.  D.  O'SDLLIVAN 


TRUSTEES- 
C.D.O'Sullivan 
John  Sullivan, 
Peter  Donohue, 


M.  J.  O'Connor, 
Gus.   Touchard, 
Jo.  A,  Donohue, 
EDWARD  MARTIN 
.RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  Bent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  S2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to 
july21-tf 


FEEMOH 

Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH   STREET, 
Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  Director. 
The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
a  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free    of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December   31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 
By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6nios 


W.    SCHEHR, 

FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  ol'der  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  BEST  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  OH  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  THIRD  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 

be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -         -  -         -     $4  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

JS^All  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


Jttbi[imtmg  (^otnyonnd 

AND   CUPS. 

One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cups. 

THE 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
dd  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.    Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble. 

K.  HOE  &  CO'S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGER  SAWS, 

always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
out any  of  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saw   constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.    Address 

TATUM  &  BOWEN, 

No.  3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market. 
P.  O.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 
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pn«#  $PMm  ymwm> 


f^iilfpisiig 

MciFieeqji^Tf  san  fr  an  Cisco 


C*  OT  Tl  Any  worker  can  make  §12  a  day  at  home.      Coatly 
yX^J-MU  Outfit  free.     Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  tbeir  files  of  the 
"WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


FOK  sale. 

From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KOEBEL  & 
BROS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL 
&  BROS.,  in  Santa  Rosa. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at'piece. 

<C£*£?  a  week  in  vour  own  town.   Terms  and  S5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
tpVJvl  dress  H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 

San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


GARDEN  HOSE. 


Commencing  MONDAY,  JULY  29th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco: 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 

3  0A  P.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Steamer  "James  M. 
•Ov  Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),  connecting  with 
Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa, 
Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  con- 
nections at  Lakevills  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City, 
Highland  Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  Geysers. 

([^Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  for  Kor- 
bel's, Guerneville  and  the  Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.15  A.  M.] 

Sunday  Excursions  at  Reduced  Rates. 

8f\f\  A.  M.  SUNDAYS  ONLY,  via  Donahue,  for  Cloverdale 
•  v/v   and  way  statians. 

Fares  for  the  round  trip;  Donahue,  .91.00,  Petaluma,  SI. 50, 
Santa  Rosa,  $2.00,  Healdsburg.  $3.00,  Cloverdale  $4.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fultou  for  Laguna,  Forrestville,  Korbel's, 
Guerneville,  the  Russian  River  and  Big  Trees. 

Fares  for  round  trip;  Fulton  and  Laguna,   $2.50,  Forrestville, 
Korbel's  and   Guerneville,  $3.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M„] 

t£gv.Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  3.00  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


50  Feet  1-2  inch  3-ply  Hose,    -    $4.75 
50  Feet  3-4  inch  3-ply  Hose,    -    $5.75 


W.  R.  ALLEN, 

PLUMBER    AND    G-ASFITTER, 
899  MARKET  STREET,  bet.  4th  and  5th. 


^O   LETB 

Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  E,  E.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KOEBEL  k  BEOS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  in 
Santa  Eosa. 


0.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  K.    KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 

"WANTED. 

In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,  CANVAS- 
SEES  for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

Keliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN, 
Gen.  Manager.        Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHEKTT, 
Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 
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XJ.  HCXCKtS  <3c  CO., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

AXE 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543  Clay  Street 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
janS-tf 

Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,  effectually   cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   ftERAKD,    from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

B.  S.  BUENS, 

Agent  for 


mil 

Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,   between   J   and   K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
M&w&paperg  Bmk  &  lab  Psiaies, 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquoi 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  "WASP 


nov!7-tf 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 

FREE 

Mom&  sad  lmtgUig§B@§  Bmrgav 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  "Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOR  AN5f  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours'  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M. A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 

TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

633  Kearny  Street,  corner  oi 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
l  in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  ol 
»all  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
j  erativo  organs,  and  all  physical  con- 
i  dition3  of  weakness  consequent  upon 
_gthe  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 
Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successfull  treated. 
The  sick  and  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospital  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  he 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  may  be  CURED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

-     AT     - 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
Thirtt-five  cents  per  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 

To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY    IN  ADVANCE) 

(Postage  Free) 

One  Year        ....  $4.00 

Six  Months  -  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -      -  $1.00 


TO  ALL  PAETS  OF  EUROPE: 
^Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -  $5.00 

Six  Months      -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months       -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Conntry 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  he  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 


SATURDAY,  OCTOBER  5,  1878. 


"  'Gainst  the  wrong  that  needs  redressing, 
For  the  weak,  the  strong  oppressing." 


"We  have  recently  taken  the  liberty  of  ex- 
a  mining  one  or  two  of  those  concerns  de- 
nominated, in  the  official  vernacular  of  our 
municipality,  "public  parks  and  gardens." 
That  we  have  public  parks  and  gardens  is  a 
fact  amply  attested  to  by  the  books  of  ao- 
eount  to  be  found  in  the  office  of  the  City 
Treasurer;  yet  we  doubt  whether  any  con- 
siderable number  of  our  citizens  are  aware  of 
it.  "We  paid  particular  attention  to  that  one 
which  is  located  between  Harrison  and  Fol- 
som  streets  near  Sixth.  We  did  so  because 
it  seems  rather  better  kept  than  the  others. 
It  contains  a  few  stunted  dissipated  looking 
trees.  The  walks  are  full  of  hills  and  hol- 
lows which  gives  them  a  picturesque  appear- 
ance but  impairs  their  usefulness  for  pedes- 
trianism.  There  is  one  man,  sometimes  two, 
working  there.  At  least  we  infer  that  he  is 
working  because  he  usually  has  his  sleeves 
rolled  up.  The  principal  ornaments  which 
we  observed  were  a  number  of  hydrants  en- 
closed in  coarse  wooden  boxes — for  the  most 
part  broken.  A  little  ingenuity  might  have 
constructed  a  little  rustic  covering  for  them, 
but  then  we  suppose  that  the  Superintendent 
or  Great  Mogul  who  is  supposed  to  look  after 
those  things  is  too  busily  engaged  in  reckon- 
ing up  what  amount  he  can  afford  for  ward 
strikers  at  the  next  election.  The  gardens 
are  religiously  shut  at  sundow,  so  that  the 
industrious  may  be  debarred  from  using  them. 


OCR  GREATNESS  IS  CROOKEDNESS. 


View  it  from  whatever  stand  point  we  may 
the  religion  of  to-day  is  unsatisfactory.  It 
accomplishes  nothing  for  society  while  it 
might  and  should  be  made  the  means  of  at- 
taining great  possibilities.  It  presents  itself 
to  us  as  an  institution  claiming  to  make  men 
better,  purer,  and  truer,  in  the  discharge  of 
their  duties  in  this  life,  and  to  secure  for 
their  spirits  immortality  in  the  Great  Here- 
after. As  regards  the  latter  portion  of  the 
claim  we  have  nothing  to  say.  In  these 
columns  we  have  nothing  to  do  with  the 
spirit  land.  "We  are  of  the  earth  earthy;  our 
sphere  of  observation  and  criticism  ends  at 
the  grave.  But  as  regards  the  first  part  of 
the  claim,  does  it  make  men  lead  better, 
purer,  and  truer  lives  ?  •  In  this  city  an  un- 
fortunate gentleman  who  held  possession  of, 
and  lost  in  speculation,  a  large  sum  of  the 
public  monies,  recently  dSstroyed  himself. 
At  his  grave  side  a  clergyman  pleaded  long 
and  earnestly  that  in  the  face  of  his  palpable 
and  undeniable  wrong  the  world  should  con- 
tinue to  think  well  of  him.  "We  are  not  in- 
sensible to  the  calls  of  charity.  "We  hope  we 
shall  never  be  found  uttering  one  word 
against  well  directed  charity,  but  we  feel  jus- 
tified in  asking,  if  this  man  had  been  some 
obscure  unknown  individual  seeking  by  dis- 
honesty to  supply  himself  or  his  babes  with 
the  necessaries  of  life,  is  there  a  church  or  a 
clergyman  in  the  land  who  would  have  pau- 
sed to  expend  one  word  of  maudlin  senti- 
ment or  sympathy  over  his  grave  ?  "We  ask 
this  question,  and  leave  each  reader  to  ans- 
wer it  in  his  own  heart.  For  our  own  part 
we  sincerely  trust  that  the  troubled  spirit  has 
found  that  rest  for  which  it  was  seeking  when 
the  mad  hand  fired  that  fatal  shot;  and  right 
beside  that  declaration  we  say,  in  words  that 
can  convey  no  double  meaning,  that  the  dead 
man  went  down  to  his  grave  with  the  brand 
of  dishonesty  and  dishonor  upon  him,  and 
the  religion  which  tries  to  wipe  out  that 
brand  because  of  his  superior  social  position 
is  not  calculated  to  make  men  lead  better, 
purer,  and  truer  lives.  Again  let  us  take 
another  instance.  In  a  rural  town  in  this 
State,  a  few  weeks  ago,  a  doctor  in  violation 
of  the  high  responsibilities  and  obligations 
of  his  position  cladestinely  entered  a  man's 
house  in  the  night  time  and  sought  to  des- 
troy the  chastity  of  a  wife.  He  was  detected 
in  the  act  and,  in  the  struggle  which  ensued 
between  him  and  the  infuriated  husband,  he 
was  killed.  The  aristocracy  of  a  rustic  com- 
munity usually  consists  of  the  doctor,  the 
parson,  the  editor,  the  storekeeper,  and  the 
schoolmaster.  This  would-be  adulterer  was 
of  the  aristocracy.  His  victim  was  the  wife 
of  a  brewer's  drayman.  True  religion  and 
morality  cried  out  shame  upon  the  man  who 
was  rightly  stricken  down  in  the  commission 
of  his  infamy;  but  the  religion  of  to-day  as  ty- 
pified by  the  local  sacerdotal  fraud  bespat- 
tered his  grave  with  sickening,  fulsome, 
twaddle  in  which  every  effort  was  made  to 
palliate  his  crime.  The  religion  of  to-day 
was  full  of   sympathy  for  him  and  for  the 


wife  he  had  left  behind;  but  it  contained  no 
word  of  sympathy  for  that  other  man  whose 
home  and  happiness  he  had  sought  to  des- 
troy, and  who  then  lay  behind  the  prison 
bars  with  blood  stained  hands.  It  contained 
no  word  of  sympathy  for  that  other  woman 
whose  fair  name  had  been  soiled  by  this  de- 
graded member  of  an  honorable  profession. 
Suppose  the  position  of  the  parties  had  been 
reversed.  Suppose  the  honest  coarse  dray- 
man had  been  the  wrong-doer  and  the  po- 
lished educated  doctor  the  sufferer,  would 
not  "the  church"  have  thundered  forth  its 
anathemas  upon  the  head  of  the  vulgar  sin- 
ner? Once  more  we  ask,  is  the  religion 
which  stands  always  on  the  side  of  wealth 
and  position  calculated  to  accomplish  any 
good  for  mankind  in  general  ?  We  think 
not. 

What  is  the  religion  of  to-day  as  exibited 
in  our  churches  and  ecclesiastical  societies  ? 
It  is  for  the  most  part  an  undefinable  super- 
stition more  degrading  than  that  of  the  In- 
dian rain-maker  who  beats  his  tom-tom  to 
call  the  clouds  together  and  bring  on  the 
storm.  It  stinks  of  hypocracy  and  cant. 
Its  charity  is  ever  extended  to  the  snivellnig 
sneaking  fraud  whose  first  and  last  and  only 
regret  is  that  his  vileness  had  found  him  out. 
But  against  the  open,  manly,  wrong-doer  its 
hand  is  ever  raised  to  strike  an  unmercifully 
cruel,  relentless,  blow;  and  no  spirit  of  chi- 
valry towards  an  opponent  who  is  hors  de 
combat  ever  stems  the  current  of  its  vindic- 
tiveness.  It  is  steeped  in  and  saturated  with 
pride  of  the  most  disgusting  description.  It 
is  proud  of  "our  minister,  isn't  he  a  beauti- 
ful preacher?"  of  "our  church,  isn't  it  de- 
lightful?" of  "our  steeple";  of  "our  organ"; 
of  "our  choir";  of  "our  congregation;"  and 
when  it  has  nothing  else  to  be  proud  of,  it  is 
proud  of  its  humility. 


HE,  HE  !    HA,  HA  !    HO,  HO  ! 

Tne  Police  Commissioners  are  at  it  again. 
This  time  they  have  distinguished  themselves 
beyond  peradventure.  All  their  other  idio- 
syncrasies were  mere  playful  ebullitions  of 
genius,  but  this  time  they  have  put  to  their 
credit,  on  the  pages  of  history,  something 
solid.  They  have  been  holding  an  investiga- 
tion. Investigations  have  become  one  of  the 
institutions  of  the  country  during  the  past 
fifteen  years  or  so.  The  road  to  fame  now 
lies  alongside  the  path  of  the  investigator 
and  the  Commissioners,  being  desirous  of 
weaving  round  their  names  a  halo  of  undying 
glory,  held  one.  At  least  we  presume  that  was 
the  object,  because  we  cannot  immagine  that 
three  such  devoted  patriots  would  intention- 
ally be  guilty  of  trifling  with  justice  and  the 
public  interests.  It  will  be  recollected  that 
some  two  weeks  or  so  ago,  some  of  those 
confounded  and  inquisitive  reporters  got 
poking  around  amongst  the  Count  Court  pa- 
pers and  unearthed  the  fact  that  a  number 
of  the  gentlemen  who  composed  the  late 
Grand  Jury  had  put  it  on  record  that  in  their 
opinion  the  police  force  of  thi3  city  was  not 
so  immaculate  as  it  might  be.  That  in 
fact  documentary  evidence  tending  to  prove 
the  existanee  of  down-right  brazen-faced  cor- 
ruption had  been  placed  in  their  hands.     To 
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the  general  public  this  information  sounded 
e  little  stale.  Had  a  mine  been  sprung  under 
the  Bank  of  California  when  the  President 
was  engaged  in  eating  an  unripe  peach,  it 
would  have  created  far  more  excitement.  In 
truth  the  general  public  seemed  to  have  been 
aware  of  these  things  for  years  past.  Sound, 
we  all  know,  travels  fast  or  slow  according 
to  the  condition  of  the  atnrosphere,  and  in 
obedience  to  that  law  information — unless  it 
be  of  a  curtailment  in  salary  or  perquisities 
— usually  reaches  the  official  ear  a  year  or 
two  after  it  does  the  unofficial  organ.  It  ua 
tuially  followed,  therefore,  that  the  Com- 
missioners were,  so  to  speak,  flabbergasted 
when  they  learned  that  suspicion  rested  upon 
the  department  under  their  control.  For  a 
time  their  grief  was  so  great  that  it  inter- 
fered with  their  enjoyment  of  the  matutinal 
c — a — cup  of  tea.  Eventually,  however, 
they  recovered  sufficiently  to  see  this  thing 
in  its  true  light;  to  observe  that  their  tide 
was  at  the  flood  if  they  only  took  advantage 
of  it.  Who,  they  asked  each  other,  ever 
heard  of  Potter  before  he  became  an  inves- 
tigating committee  ?  And  forthwith  they  ap- 
pointed themselves  an  investigating  commit- 
tee with  power  to  call  for  persons  and  pa- 
pers. And  now  the  agony  is  over.  The  com- 
mittee met  and  rubbed  noses,  the  officers 
met  and  winked  at  each  other,  and  then  the 
interesting  discovery  was  made  that  the  stars 
might  fall  from  the  heavens,  the  ward  politi- 
cians refuse  a  drink,  but  a  policeman  of  San 
Francisco  accept  hush  money — never.  This 
investigation  was,  perhaps,  principally  dis- 
tinguished for  the  care  with  which  any  new 
fact  was  prevented  from  coming  to  light.  But 
now  that  it  is  over  we  all  breathe  free  again. 
By  and  by  another  investigation  will  be  held 
which  will  disclose  that  there  is  no  police  de- 
partment in  San  Francisco  and  then  the 
measure  of  an  satisfaction  will  be  full.  We 
cannot  close  without  saying  that  we  were  not 
befoi-e  aware  that  the  Police  Commissioners 
constituted  a  Court  of  Justice  with  power  to 
punish  witnesses  for  contempt  of  Court. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration."! 
CHARACTERS. 

This  world  is  full  of  people — good,  bad, 
and  indifferent — each  one  differing  from  the 
others  as  one  potato  differeth  from  another. 
Some  are  fond  of  billiards,  and  others  of  pop- 
corn. Some  lay  abed  late,  others  get  up 
early.  Some  like  to  drink  buttermilk,  others 
whisky.  Some  pay  their  debts,  others  don't. 
Some  have  their  minds  stored  with  informa- 
tion, others  with  ignorance.  Some  find  their 
talents  fit  them  for  a  useful  and  industrious 
advocation,  others  discover  that  a  position  on 
the  street  corner  is  suited  to  their  abilities 
and  inclinations.  And  these  different  senti- 
ments and  feelings,  in  their  incarnated  em- 
bodyment,  form  what  are  termed  characters. 
San  Francisco  is  prolific  of  characters.  For 
its  size  it  is  perhaps  the  most  cosmopolitan 
city  in  the  universe,  consequently  we  have 
characters  of  every  immaginable  stamp, 
figure,  nationality,  and  style.  Our  streets 
are  as  full  of  strange  speciments  of  the  hu- 
man race  as  they  are  of  garbage  and  filth. 
We  have  high-toned  bummers  and  low-toned 


bummers.  We  have  ladies  fair  and  ladies 
foul.  We  have  men  who  hump  bags  of  gold, 
and  those  who  would  like  to  do  so.  We  have 
men  and  women  too,  who  eat  eggs  with  a  sil- 
ver spoon,  and  again  we  have  those  who 
don't  eat  them  at  all.  We  have  little  boys 
who  run  errands  and  others  who  play  base 
ball.  We  have  poor  people  who  despise 
rich  people,  and  we  have  rich  people  who 
despise  poor  people.  There  is  one  thing, 
however,  which  we  haven't  got  and  that  is 
a  man  who  will  eat  fried  sole — taken  from 
a  trump's  shoe. 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 

A  NEW  WHIPPING  MACHINE. 

This  is  an  age  of  invention  in  which  the 
resoui'ces  of  science  cannot  be  taxed  beyond 
their  powers.  A  man  who  finds  any  difficul- 
ty in  hearing  the  dulcet  strains  of  the  voice 
of  his  wife's  mother,  while  she  is  finding 
fault  with  the  set  of  his  necktie,  has  only  to 
apply  to  Edison  and  have  the  difficulty  re- 
moved at  once.  Hitherty  the  much  abused 
womankind  have  had  to  patiently  submit  to 
the  snoring  habits  of  their  callous  hearted  and 
unfeeling  spouses;  now,  with  a  stock  of  pa- 
tent clothes  pins  in  the  house,  it  is  her  own 
fault  if  she  permits  her  dreams  to  be  distur- 
bed for  the  thirty-eighth  part  of  a  second. 
Once  if  a  man  wished  to  send  his  shirt  to 
New  York  in  order  to  have  repairs  effected 
thereon,  he  had  to  ship  it  for  a  four  months 
cruise  around  Cape  Horn;  subsequently  the 
application  of  scientific  inventions  enabled 
him  to  do  so,  via  Panama,  in  four  weeks,  and 
still  later,  via  the  overland  route,  in  seven 
days:  but  now  he  has  only  to  hand  it  to  a 
man  on  a  street  corner  and  it  will  disappear 
towards  New  York  so  quick  that  there  will  be 
no  need  for  repairs  when  it  gets  there.  That 
is  what  we  call  progressive  development. 
There  is  one  place,  however,  where  inven- 
tion seems  to  have  stood  still  for  a  great 
number  of  years  and  that  is  in  the  devising 
of  methods  by  which  goodness  is  whacked 
into  the  nether  ends  of  bad  boys.  In  this 
the  nineteenth  century,  the  means  of  engraf 
ting  grace  upon  the  constitution  and  mind 
of  our  country's  youth  are  as  primitive  as 
they  were  when  the  editor  of  the  Call  went 
to  school.  In  this  emergency  a  patriot  has 
arisen  to  save  the  country  from  disgrace,  and 
that  patriot's  name  is  Captain  Woods.  The 
gallant  gentleman  is,  we  may  inform  our 
readers,  the  presiding  genius  in  an  educa- 
tional establishment  where  the  less  tractable 
of  our  incipient  young  men  are  instructed  at 
the  public  expense.  We  have  heard  it  said 
that  the  institution  resembles  in  a  great  mea- 
sure that  of  the  celebrated  Whackford 
Squeers,  and  that  the  boys  who  graduated 
therefrom  are,  like  the  young  Indian  who 
has  just  been  made  a  warrior,  well  trained  to 
physical  pain.  At  any  rate  it  is  well  known 
that  the  principal  educational  acquirements, 
which  the  amiable  staff  of  officers  connected 
with  that  establishment  can  boast  of,  is 
muscle.  But  even  that,  it  seems,  was  un- 
equal to  the  flagellating  necessities  of  the 
times,  and  so  our  artist  has  been  good 
enough  to  design  a  little  machine  which  the 
captain  is  about  perfecting  and  which  will 


we  hope  prove  efficacious.  At  this  juncture 
;i  horrid  doubt  steals  across  our  mind.  Sup- 
pose this  machine  should  be  applied  to  the 
ward  politicans  who,  in  defiance  of  all  de- 
cency and  propriety,  permit  an  incompetent 
degraded  brute  to  remain  at  the  head  of  a 
reformatory  because  he  happens  to  be  pos- 
sessed of  ''influence?" 


TSee  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
BEWARE  OF  THE  WOLVES. 

In  making  the  new  constitution  the  great- 
est care  should  be  taken  to  keep  the  religi- 
ous element  from  forcing  their  peculiar  ideas 
upon  the  rest  of  the  community.  By  direct 
means  there  is  but  little  fear  of  them  accom- 
plishing their  purpose;  but  it  should  be 
borne  in  mind  that  they  are  a  very  active  and 
very  determined  minority,  and  will  be  con- 
stantly on  the  watch  for  some  underhand 
means  to  enable  them  to  compass  their  ob- 
ject. While  the  great  body  of  the  delegates 
have  their  minds  centered  upon  more  serious 
questions  of  policy,  it  is  just  possible  that  an 
attsmpt  may  be  made  to  sandwich  in  the  out- 
rageous restrictions  which  they  desire  to  im- 
pose upon  personal  liberty.  We  do  not 
know  of  the  existence  of  any  law  or  even 
public  sentiment  which  in  anywise  interferes 
with  their  observance  of  the  first  day  of  the 
week  according  to  the  dictates  of  their  con- 
science. So  far  as  we  we  aware  they  have 
full  and  complete  liberty  to  look  and  feel  as 
lugubrious  as  they  wish  from  fifty-nine  min- 
utes past  eleven  on  Saturday  night  until  one 
minute  past  twelve  on  Monday  morning. 
They  may  even  refuse  to  cleanse  their  teeth 
or  brush  their  hair  within  that  period,  if  it 
should  so  please  them,  and  yet  by  so  doing 
they  would  incur  no  penalty — except  that 
which  violated  laws  of  nature  impose.  But 
still  they  are  not  happy.  It  stirrs  up  the 
bitter  gall  within  them  to  think  that  while 
they  are  thus  mortifying  themselves  other 
people  are  enjoying  themselves  and  the  plea- 
sures which  the  Creator  placed  within  their 
reach.  We  can  conceive  no  greater  calamity 
befalling  the  community  than  the  permitting 
of  these  overbearing  people  to  gain  any  ad- 
vantage however  trifling. 


Amongst  the  many  changes  in  the  Consti- 
tution which  the  spirit  and  necessity  of  the 
times  demand  we  venture  to  suggest  the  fol- 
lowing: 

The  adoption  of  the  Scotch  principle  of 
juries  finding  a  verdict  of  Not  Proven  where 
the  evidence  is  not  strong  enough  to  convict, 
yet  too  strong  to  permit  of  belief  in  the  in- 
nocence of  the  accused. 

Taxation  of  unimproved  land. 

Providing  for  the  establishment  of  a  per- 
manent civil  service  in  the  State;  and,  as  far 
as  may  be,  to  effect  the  same  purpose  in  all 
municipalities. 

Retiring  officers  to  deliver  over  everything 
to  their  successors. 

The  State  Legislature  to  be  elected  once 
every  four  years. 

Mechanical  labor  to  be  abolished  in  all 
State  Prisons,  and  the  same  to  be  replaced 
with  good  wholesome  stone  breaking. 

All  Judges  to   be  appointed  for  life   dur 
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Whoop!  Whoope! 
Didn't  I  tole  vou  so  ? 


If  you  want  to  keep  posted  upon  coming 
events  read  the  Wasp. 

The  Louis  Quatorze  jacket  is  to  be  revived 
the  coming  season. — Ex.  The  Loui  Squa- 
torze  pants  will  also  be  worn. 

Place  your  trust  there,  observed  the  tramp 
as  he  pushed  back  his  empty  glass  to  the 
bar-keeper,  but  it  wouldn't  work. 

"TniE  is  what  we  want  most,"  is  what  the 
what  the  bankrupt  says  to  his  creditors.  But 
it's  money  he  wants  all  the  same. 

The  Breakfast  Table  says  Mr.  Charles  Mug- 
gins  has   recovered. 


Paris  boasts  of  twelve  establishments  for 
making  glass  eyes.  Paris  must  be  the  place 
where  the  "bully  boy"  comes  from. 

Shakespeare  wrote:  Each  substance  of  a 
grief  hath  twenty  shadows.  Presumably 
William  was  thinking  of  his  millinery  bill. 

Misfortunes  never  come  single,  observed 
the  boy  who  stooped  to  splice  his  shoe  string 
and  burst  the  back  button  off  his  pantaloons. 

In  last  Saturday's  issue  of  this  journal  the 
occurrence  of  some  untoward  event  was  fore- 
told. On  Sunday  evening  came  an  earth- 
quake. 

Turkey  is  behind  the  age.  -Ex.  It's  quite 
evident  you  have  not  been  dining  off  the  bird 
lately  or  you  would  not  make  such  a  mis- 
take. 

A  Kansas  paper  announces  that  "the  coun- 
cil have  passed  the  long  prayed  for  hog  or- 
dinance," yet  some  people  doubt  the  efficacy 
of  prayer. 

The  faint  dusky  rays  of  the  setting  sun  may 
steal  out  of  the  back  yard  right  under  the 
policeman's  nose,  yet  he  will  never  try  to 
stop  them. 

The  musician  who  manipulates  the  hotel 
gong  is  a  source  of  greater  delight  to  the 
hungry  traveller  than  half  a  dozen  of  first 
class  bands. 

A  man  may  be  color  blind  but  he  can  still 
tell  the  difference  between  a  twenty-dollar 
gold  piece  and  a  Mexican  silver  dollar.  The 
smell  does  it. 

When  a  man  leaves  off  honest  labor  and 
joins  a  political  organization  it  is  unfair  to 
say  that  he  has  ceased  to  be  a  workingman. 
He  is  working  for  an  office. 


An  exchange  states  that  the  latest  whim  in 
Xew  York  is  for  young  ladies  to  trim  their 
English,  *  *  On  the  whole  the  whim  is 
laudable.     Let  them  trim. 

The  "wild  waves"  are  now  saying:  it's  time 
to  open  the  front  shutters,  sweep  off  the  door 
step,  and  generally  act  as  though  you  had 
just  returned  from  the  seaside. 

The  Mayor  of  Fusignano,  near  Bologna, 
was  recently  carried  off  by  brigands.  In 
this  country  there  is  a  law  amongst  thieves 
which  prohibits  them  from  molesting  each 
other. 

The  sun  is  said  to  be  ninety-five  millions  of 
miles  from  the  earth,  yet  when  a  man  comes 
home  and  tries  to  open  the  front  door  with 
his  watch  key  people  say  that  he  has  been 
"in  the  sun." 

Lightning  may  sometimes  strike  a  church 
but  no  one  ever  heard  of  it  striking  the  tree 
under  which  a  good  girl  and  her  beau  takes 
refuge  when  the  storm  comes  upon  the  Sun- 
day school  picnic. 

When  summer  passes  away  and  the  flowers 
lie  withered  and  sere,  when  the  forest  puts 
on  its  annual  robes  of  scarlet  and  gold,  when 
the  breeze  becomes  fresher  and  more  bracing, 
then  is  the  time  to  get  your  overcoat  out  of 
pawn. 

The  man  who  cuts  short  the  friendly  ad- 
monitions of  his  wife — when  she  seeks  to 
impress  upon  his  mind  the  beauties  of  tern 
perance — by  striking  at  a  mosquito  and  hit- 
ting her  on  the  nose  should  never  be  made  a 
foreign  minister. 

The  only  word  we  can  find  which  rhymes 
with  tramp  is  scamp. — Ex.  If  you  had  taken 
to  some  occupation  in  life  suited  to  your 
educational  acquirements,  association  and 
daily  use  would  have  made  several  familiar 
to  you:  stamp,  vamp,  damp,  lamp,  camp, 
etc. 

I  no  not  see,  said  Charles  Kingsley,  why 
we  should  not  be  as  just  to  an  ant  as  to  a 
human  being.  If  Charles  had  gone  to  a  pic- 
nic and  after  sitting  for  a  while,  beneath  a 
spreading  chestnut  with  a  pretty  girl,  arisen 
with  the  discovery  that  there  were  a  dozen  or 
so  of  those  interesting  insects  running  races 
round  his  leg,  he  might  be  able  to  see  this 
matter  in  a  different  light. 

A  young  man  who  is  studying  political 
economy  attended  at  the  sand-lots  on  Sun- 
day evening  last.  Subsequent  he  attended 
at  a  beer  hall  for  the  purpose  of  studying 
human  nature.  He  utilized  the  occasion  to 
investigate  the  vexed  question:  "Will  beer 
intoxicate  ?"  While  under  the  influence  of 
that  investigating  spirit,  he  called  a  man  a 
liar,  and  now  he  cays  that  strikes  are  wrong. 

Take  half  a  pound  of  sugar,  six  eggs,  six 
tablespoonsfull  of  butter,  a  cup  full  of  oat- 
meal, two  tablespoonsfull  of  cream  of  tartar, 
one  pound  of  flour,  one  cup  of  eocoanut,  one 
cup  of  molasses,  one  cup  of  sweet  milk,  one 
salt-spoon  full  of  salt,  two-thirds  of  a  cup  of 
lard,  one  glass  of  beer,  and  three  onions; 
mix  them  all  together  and  if  you  haven't  got 
a  rare  old  mess  stop  your  subscription  to 
this  paper. 


Q^—Litgrary  Berie 


Scipio,  tlie  Wonderful. — This  is  a  biogra- 
phical work  and  is  a  very  valuable  contribu- 
tion to  modern  literature.  The  age  in  which 
this  Scipio  lived  is  not  given  nor  is  the  place 
of  his  permanent  residence  defined  with  any 
degree  of  precision;  but,  in  view  of  the  great 
and  manifold  virtues  which  he  possessed, 
this  little  short  coming  may  be  overlooked. 
It  seems  Scipio  always  paid  his  washerwoman 
and  his  tailor,  and  never  eat  unripe  water- 
melon on  Sunday.  He  bathed  his  ears  in 
cold  water  before  retiring  to  bed  and  never 
angled  for  a  free  drink.  There  is,  the  au- 
thor says,  some  conflict  of  testimony  as  to 
whether  he  did  not  on  one  occasion  kiss  his 
wife  in  the  coal  cellar  having  mistaken  her 
for  the  hired  girl,  but  it  is  established  be- 
yond doubt  that  he  always  "took  his 
straight."  The  life  of  Scipio  is  altogether  a 
strange  one  and  he  is  appropriately  designa- 
ted "the  wonderful."  Apart  from  the  in- 
terest which  a  study  of  his  good  qualities  en- 
genders, a  perusal  of  his  eventful  career  is 
replete  with  food  for  thought.  Born  in  a 
stable,  strange  to  say,  he  did  not  turn  out  a 
horse,  but  became,  at  the  early  age  of  five,  a 
consumer  of  peanuts  and  sour  apples. 
Caught  in  the  act  of  working  out  another 
boys  arithmetical  problem  at  school,  he  was 
banished  from  his  native  home — in  the  neigh- 
borhood of  Dutch  Plat — and  wandered  into 
the  giddy  mazes  of  the  Dance  of  Death  in  a 
Kearny  street  dive.  In  that  fashionable  but 
dissipated  resort  he  would  no  doubt  have 
been  ruined  with  cider  champagne  had  he 
not  made  the  acquaintance  of  a  philanthro- 
pic nobleman  who  was  travelling  incognito, 
studying  life.  This  friend  introduced  him 
to  the  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islands,  but  sub- 
sequently borrowed  four  bits  of  him  to  re- 
deem his  washing  from  the  mercinary  hands 
of  a  leprous  Chinee.  We  have  not  space  to 
follow  Scipio  through  all  the  vissitudes  of  life 
so  we  refer  our  readers  to  the  book  itself. 
It  is  for  sale  in  all  the  leading  taffey  shops 
the  city. 

Engaged. — We  take  up  this  book  with  that 
eager  delight  which  characterises  the  actions 
of  a  man  who  has  just  found  a  five  dollar 
piece  stowed  away  in  an  old  vest.  We  im- 
magine  to  ourselves  the  beautiful  tale  we  are 
about  to  submerge  ourselves  in.  How  the 
little  tender  passion  was  cultivated  and  cared 
for  until  it  developed  into  a  full  fledged  en- 
gagement. But  we  are  doomed  to  disap- 
pointment. This  world  is  full  of  disappoint- 
ments and — we  say  it  more  in  sorrow  than 
than  anger — bad  whisky.  This  book  turns 
out  to  be  a  mere  prosaical  account  of  how  a 
dry  goods  salesman  obtained  a  situation. 
We  pronounce  against  it  with  more  bitter- 
ness and  less  bad  language  than  the  antha- 
sian  creed  contains. 
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[Reprinted  from  the  Banbury  News.] 

Back  to  the  Old  Home. 


By  the  Author  of  "Nora's  Love  Test." 


THE  Hall  stood  in  an  opening  among 
the  trees,  much  farther  up  the  valley  than  the 
low  old  farm,  where  I — a  very  lonely  lad  iu 
those  old  days— lived  and  worked  under  "Uncle 
Joshua's  iron  rule  ;  and  only  from  the  gate  of  the 
hill  orchard  could  we  see  the  wide  gray  house  and 
the  smooth  emerald  lawn  before  it. 

Even  from  there  it  always  looked  very  far  away,  I 
thought— quite  as  if  it  belonged  to  a  different  world. 
Indeed  I  liked  to  fancy  that  it  belonged  to  a  different 
world  from  mine,  and  that  no  sorrow  and  no  unrest 
could  enter  it.  And  it  sometimes  did  me.  good  to 
stand  there  beside  the  gate,  and  look  at  it,  though  I 
knew  uncle  Joshua  would  have  called  this  a  childish 
fancy.  Yet  I  remember  that  it  never  made  me  idle 
over  the  tasks  he  gave  me,  or  impatient  over  his  hard 
and'moody  silence  or  reproofs;  and,  as  I  said,  I  think 
those  few  quiet  minutes,  now  and  then — while  I 
dreamed  over  the  peace  and  joy  and  refinement  of 
this  beautiful  home  (of  which,  beyond  its  soft  gray 
■walls,  I  knew  almost  as  little  as  I  knew  of  the  blue 
sky  above  me),  and  while  I  forgot  the  loneliness  and 
want  of  love  and  pleasure  in  my  own  home — did  me 
no  harm. 

I  used  to  love  the  picture  best  by  moonlight,  but 
of  course  I  could  see  it  very  seldom  so.  Oh,  the 
great  peace  that  lay  upon  it  thon,  while  I  could 
fancy  Miss  Mary  gliding  noiselessly  about  the  quiet 
rooms,  or,  standing  by  the  mullioned  windows,  I  saw 
her  sitting  at  the  organ,  the  notes  of  which  I  had 
sometimes  heard,  dressed  in  white  and  looking  like 
the  angels  my  mother  used  to  tell  me  of.  And,  when 
I  could  pause  beside  the  orchard  gate  on  winter 
evenings,  and  see  the  fireligbt  shining  from  the  win- 
dows out  into  the  night,  like  the  great  warm,  gener- 
ous heart  of  the  old  Hall,  in  a  hundred  different 
attitudes  I  could  picture  Miss  Mary  then,  flitting 
about  the  lighted  rooms  in  dazzling  robes  like  a  fairy 
princess,  reading  in  the  fireside  glow  with  her  head 
bent  over  most  wonderful  pictures,  or  dancing  in  a 
scene  of  sweet  unreal  enchantment. 

But— ah,  yes,  it  might  have  grown  into  an  idle 
and  unboyish  habit,  as  uncle  Joshua  said  it  was! 
Uncle  Joshua  had  in  charity  given  the  orphan  lad  a 
home,  and  it  was  but  natural  that  in  return  he 
should  expect  the  lad's  whole  time  in  service.  So  I 
had  always  answered  the  question  of  my  life,  trying 
to  leave  every  wider  question  undiscussed,  in  my 
retticent,  dogged  way.  So  I  tried  very  hard  to  leave 
this  habit  off.  It  was  slow  work,  though,  and  I 
never  quite  succeeded  until  that  day  when  Miss  Mary 
herself  surprised  me  there — that  first  really  happy 
day  of  all  my  boyhood. 

I  was  standing  in  my  old  attitude,  looking  along 
the  valley  to  where  the  great  gray  house  caught  all 
the  sunshine  ;  and  in  a  moody,  tired  way  I  was  com- 
paring the  life  within  it  (framed  in  wealth  and  ease 
and  luxury)  with  my  daily  existence  here  at  the  farm, 
where  uncle  Joshua  and  I  worked  against  a  gloomy 
background  of  silence  and  labor,  and  where  every 
day  was  darkened  for  me  by  my  own  consciousness 
of  ignorance.  I  had  been  that  morning  chafing 
more  than  ever  against  the  life  I  led,  and  wondering 
if  the  lads  I  knew,  who  had  mothers  and  sisters, 
could  ever  feel  as  I  did,  when  suddenly  she  came 
up  across  the  meadow  to  that  very  gate  where  I 
leaned  in  my  discontent,  and  my  eyes  were  so  fixed 
upon  the  house  of  which  I  loved  to  dream  that  I 
never  heard  or  saw  her  till  she  was  close  upon  me. 

Then 

But  never  since — not  even  in  the  evening  before 
that  very  day  was  dead — could  I  recall  it  all  exactly 
as  it  must  have  happened — this  first  step  of  mine 
into  a  new  life,  where  that  unacknowledged  weight 
of  ignorance  and  Belf-mistrust  were  to  be  taken  from 
me. 


She  had  come  across  the  meadows,  she  said,  fan- 
cying that,  by  tresspassing  a  little,  she  could  strike, 
into  the  park  eventually  by  a  new  way.  And  I — my 
cheeks  flushing  like  a  girl's  while  she  spoke  to  me — 
opened  the  orchard  gate,  and  asked  her,  with  my  hat 
in  my  hand,  if  I  might  go  with  her,  because,  along 
the  nearest  way  of  all,  there  were  palings  to  climb. 
She  smiled  a  little  as  she  looked  down  upon  the 
farm  lad  ;  and  I  stood  waiting  for  her  permission  to 
guide  her — waiting  very  anxiously,  as  she  could 
surely  see.  For  a  moment  she  hesitated,  looking 
round  her  as  if  she  wished  that  she  could  find  her 
way  alone  ;  then,  with  another  glance  into  my  face, 
she  seemed  suddenly  and  quite  willingly  to  make  up 
her  mind. 

"If  you  can  spare  the  time,"  she  said,  with  that 
smile  which  for  years  from  that  day  was  to  be  to  me 
the  most  beautiful  thing  the  world  contained,  "I 
would  like  you  to  come.  We  need  not  hurry,  and 
you  shall  take  me — not  the  very  nearest  way  of  all 
where  there  are  palings  to  climb." 

I  don't  know  how  it  happened.  It  was  by  some 
kind  and  clever  way  of  her  own,  and  in  her  gentle 
sympathy,  that  she  found  out  how  the  young  farm 
lad,  who  walked  so  shyly  besh.e  her,  was  longing  for 
something  that  should  make  life  more  to  him  than  a 
mechanical  and  spiritless  round  of  toil — a  soulless 
round,  only  of  hunger  earned  and  hunger  satisfied. 

And,  when  she  had  learned  of  this  want,  she  was 
not  vexed,  but  evon  led  me  on  to  talk,  until  the  reti- 
cent, old-fashioned  lad  had  let  her  see  the  longing 
which  he  himself  did  not  even  comprehend. 

And — I  cannot  tell  what  she  said  in  that  first 
bright  hour  of  my  life,  but  from  that  day  she  taught 
me  herself,  and  her  great  kindness  and  her  sympathy 
satisfied  the  craving  that  I  never  before  had  under- 
stood. And,  when  she  knew  of  those  vague,  unreal 
castles  the  solitary- natured  lad  loved  to  build,  she 
never  laughed  nor  rebuked,  but  gave  him  deeper 
thoughts  for  their  foundation,  and  led  him  on,  by 
slow,  firm  steps  to  choose  and  hold  the  highest  and 
the  best  of  all. 

How  differently  the  daysspedfor  me  now!  Though 
my  hours  of  labor  on  the  farm  were  not  shortened, 
yet  they  were  all  different,  brightened  by  the  memory 
of  her  last  lessons,  lightened  by  the  anticipation  of 
the  next,  gilded  by  one  certain  lesson  she  had  taught 
me  from  the  first,  „  wider  and  brighter  and  higher 
than  all  the  others. 

I  never  questioned  with  myself  why  she  could  take 
this  trouble  with  me,  because  I  instinctively  knew 
when  (as  I  know  now)  that  it  was  her  nature  to  be 
kind  and  brave  and  helpful  to  all. 

I  was  constantly  now  supplied  with  books,  chosen 
for  me  by  Miss  Mary  herself  (the  Squire's  daughter 
was  always  called  Miss  Mary  among  us,  I  suppose 
because  there  had  been  an  elder  sister  who  died), 
and  in  these  I  revelled  to  my  heart's  content.  All 
the  more  eagerly — ah,  and  so  much  the  more  hap- 
pily!— I  studied  them,  because  I  knew  Miss  Mary 
would  talk  of  them  with  me  afterwards,  and  so  soften 
both  my  thoughts  and  judgments  with  the  bright 
thoughts  and  gentle  judgments  of  her  woman- 
nature.  Patiently  and  pleasantly  always  she  brought 
her  knowledge  to  the  level  of  my  understanding,  and 
so  somehow  I  never  felt  awkward  or  ignorant  with 
her. 

For  two  whole  years  I  had  led  this  new  and  happy 
life,  broken  only  by  Miss  Mary's  absence  from  the 
Hall,  when  one  day  she  told  me,  in  the  light  way  she 
always  mentioned  her  own  kindness,  that  I  had  gone 
so  far  beyond  my  teacher  that  she  should  lose  all  her 
credit  unless  she  got  help,  and  therefore  that  she 
had  won  our  curate's  consent  for  me  to  read  with 
him  every  night  for  an  hour. 

At  first — grateful  as  I  was  to  Miss  Mary  for  this 
i  ind  thought,  it  would  be  so  different  when  I  could 
not  feel  that  the  books  I  read  so  hungrily  had  been 
chosen  for  me  by  Miss  Mary  herself  ;  but  I  soon 
found  that  she  was  still  helping  me,  though  she  had 
so  thoughtfully  won  me  a  step  she  could  not  give. 
Long  afterwards  I  knew  that  she  had  paid  our  curate 
generously  for  those  lessons  for  me,  but  I  did  not 
guess  of  that  then.  I  suppose  I  believed  that  to  him, 
as  to  me,  it  would  be  pleasure  enough  to  do  anything 
at  Miss  Mary's  biddii-g. 

It  was  just  one  year  afterwards  that  a  rumor 
reached  us  at  the  farm  (no  news  or  rumors  reached 
uncle  Joshua  and  I  until  they  were  old  elsewhere) 
that  at  Christmas-time  Miss  Mary  would  be  married 
to  Major  Western,  a  gentleman  who  was  very  often 
staying  at  the  Hall.  The  news  at  first  came  like  a 
blow  to  me  ;  then  I  discredited  it,  for  Major  Western, 
handsome  as  he  was,  never  seemed  to  me  to  be  near 
enough  to  Miss  Mary  for  this  thought  to  come  to  me. 
But  afterwards  I  knew   how   blind  I  had  been,  for 


now  I  seemed  to  see  a  hundred  proofs  of  Miss  Mary's 
love  for  bim  ;  and  though  of  course  I — a  lad  a  fifteen 
could  not  understand  this  love,  never  having  wit- 
nessed it  before,  it  had  a  strange  effect  upon  me, 
especially  perhaps  as  I  could  not  like  Major  Western. 
Though  he  always  spoke  to  me  even  as  if  he  took  an 
interest  in  me,  when  he  and  I  were  in  Miss  Mary's 
presence  together,  I  knew  he  did  it  only  to  win  her 
favor  ;  and  I  missed  the  sympathy  which  she  herself 
had  unconsciously  taught  me  to  distinguish. 

He  had  left  the  army,  and  was  reported  to  be  very 
rich  ;  yet  there  was  a  report  too  that  the  Squire  did 
not  willingly  give  bis  consent  to  Miss  Mary's  mar- 
riage. But  I  only  wondered  was  there  any  one  in 
the  world  to  whom  the  Squire  could  willingly  give 
his  only  child  ? 

So  time  went  on,  and  now  the  sight  of  Major  West- 
ern's appropriation  of  Miss  Mary  and  her  thoughtful 
love  for  him — the  love  always  trustful,  always  unsus- 
picious— hurt  me  in  a  strange,  acute  way  ;  while  I 
let  my  old  selfishness  creep  around  me  once  again, 
and  even  went  back  to  my  moody  dreaming,  pictur- 
ing her  happiness  among  her  guests  at  the  Hall, 
while  I  felt  as  isolated  in  the  lonely  farm  as  if  the 
sea  had  rolled  between  the  houses. 

Yet  on  the  very  day  before  her  marriage,  Miss 
Mary  ran  down  to  the  farm,  without  any  of  her 
guests  and  friends,  without  even  Major  Western — 
just  to  bid  me  good-bye.  It  ought  to  have  brightened 
my  heavy  eyes  to  see  how  bright  hers  were  ;  yet  I 
knew  I  met  her  with  such  a  worn  and  gloomy  face 
that  I  quite  well  understood  what  she  meant  when 
she  laid  her  gentle  hand  upon  my  shoulder  and  bade 
me  leave  off  studying  late  at  night. 

I  shall  never  care  to  study  now,  Miss  Mary,"  I 
said,  not  even  able  to  look  up  into  her  face,  as  I 
stood  beside  her  horse. 

"Remember,  John,"  she  said,  putting  aside  her 
own  happy  thoughts,  as  she  walked  with  me  to  the 
house,  "what  pleasure,  in  the  years  to  come,  this 
study  will  prepare  for  you.  And  what  a  noble  life 
yours  may  be,  if  you  are  still  earnest  in  your  efforts 
to  make  it  so  !" 

She  stayed  with  me  a  long  time  that  morning,  in 
spite  of  all  the  guests  and  gaiety  at  the  Hall  ;  and  I 
think  even  to  this  day  I  remember  all  she  said,  and 
can  m  fancy  see  her  sitting  there  in  the  old  deep 
window-seat,  with  the  winter  sunshine  on  her  hair, 
talking  to  me  of  our  lessons  together,  of  the  books 
we  had  read,  and  then — ah,  so  earnestly,  and  with 
such  trust  in  me  ! — of  what  she  felt  my  life  would 
be. 

Thank  Heaven  that  I  daro  recall  every  one  of  her 
dear  words  ! 

"Miss  Mary,"  I  said,  when  we  had  gone  out  to  the 
gate  again,  and  I  was  looking  wistfully  over  to  the 
woods  that  hid  the  Hall,  while,  before  she  mounted, 
she  held  my  hand  in  hers,  "if  in  the  years  to  come 
my  life  can  bring  a  blessing  into  any  other  lives,  as 
you  said,  it  will  be  only  because  you  yourself  have 
brought  a  blessing  into  it.  For  everything  you  have 
been  to  me  I — I  would  thank  you  if  I  could." 

"You  have,"  she  said,  looking  at  me  kindly  before 
she  dropped  my  hand. 

Then  I  tried  to  bear  it  all  a  little  better,  as  I 
should,  I  whose  life  could  have  no  further  union  with 
hers  ! 

"I  will  leave  your  books  at  the  Hall  this  evening, 
Miss  Mary,"  I  said,  stooping  to  assist  her  to  mount. 
"I  will  never  forget  all  they  have  taught  me — they, 
with  your  long,  long  patient  help." 

"Keep  the  books,  John,  please,  keep  them  all," 
she  said,  smiling  down  upon  me  from  her  saddle. 
"All  the  while  I  am  away  I  shall  be  glad  to  feel  that 
you  have  them  to  remind  you  of  our  old  studies,  and 
of  me." 

I  did  not  tell  her  how  little  I  should  ever  need 
anything  to  remind  me  of  her  ;  it  was  not  one  of 
those  thoughts  that  will  form  themselves  into  words; 
and,  oh,  how  ashamed  I  was  afterwards  whenever  I 
recalled  this  ! — my  answer  to  her  last  good-bye  was 
broken  by  a  tearless,  passionate  sob.  So,  though  I 
tried  so  hard  to  watch  her  to  the  last  as  she  rode 
down  the  narrow  lane,  I  could  not  see  her  for  the 
mist  before  my  stupid  eyes. 

Yet  it  was  something  to  hear  her  horse  stepping  so 
slowly  along  the  frosty  ground,  for  I  fancied  I  could 
hear  that  she  was  thinking  of  the  desolate  lad  she 
had  left  behind — and  whose  heart  she  had  taken. 

For  many  and  many  a  day  after  that  my  books 
were  dull  and  toneless,  and  my  work  so  wearisome 
that  even  uncle  Joshua  was  roused  to  wonder,  and  to 
bid  me  "walk  more,  and  go  to  bed  at  earlier  hours." 
Year  after  year  passed  without  bringing  the 
Squire's  daughter  back  to  her  old  home.  Perhaps 
the  Squire  sometimes  met  her  in  London  ;  but  even 
this  I  doubted,  when  I  saw  how  the  brave  old  face 
grew  anxious  and  troubled,  and  tne  tall  form  bent 
and  listless,  through  those  three  solitary  years. 
How  could  I  ever  doubt  (seeing  how  each  month 
brought  a  change  in  him)  those  painful  rumors 
which  sometimes  reached  us  of  the  life  that  Major 
Western  led  abroad,  and  of  the  constant  demands 
made  upon  the  Squire  for  his  daughter's  husband  ? 
We  all  saw  how  they  told  upon  him  in  his  solitude  at 
the  Hall,  and  how,  after  every  absence,  he  came  back 
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more  bowed  and  worn,  more  hasty  and  impatient, 
less  like  the  cheery,  gentle  Squire  whose  hiune  life 
hud  been  so  huppy  in  the  old  days. 

He  never  now  strolled  down  to  tne  furm  for  n  few 
minutes'  ohat  with  unale  Joshua,  or  to  laugh  with 
him  over  the  old  joke  of  my  uncle's  fabulous  sav- 
ings— as  he  used.  He  never  now  stopped  me  when 
he  met  me  to  speak  a  few  kind  words  to  the  boy  to 
whom  bis  daughter  bad  always  been  so  kind. 

Life  seemed  all  changed  for  the  kiudly,  biave  old 
man,  and,  though  we  did  not  know  of  it  at  the  time, 
the  steady,  gradual  drain  upon  the  estate,  and  the 
disgrace  he  felt  it  for  himself  as  well  as  for  his 
daughter,  to  be  alii-  d  to  aprofeasional  gambler,  were 
a  weight  he  could  neither  shake  off  njr  bear.  And 
so,  by  the  end  of  those  three  short  years,  be  laid  it 
down  in  utter  weariness,  and  with  it  the  active, 
simple,  blameless  life. 

It  was  ouly  then — when  her  father  lay  dead — that 
Major  Western  brought  his  wife  back  to  her  old  home 
once  aguiu.  But  they  stayed  only  until  the  funeral 
was  over  ;  and  I  do  not  think  that  in  any  way  Major 
Western  cared  to  consult  either  the  feelings  or 
wishes  of  any  of  the  Squire's  friends  or  tenants, 
although  we  were  all  there,  paying  our  last  respect 
to,  one  we  had  always  loved  as  well  as  honored. 

Yet,  on  the  sad  day  she  set  out  on  that  swift  jour- 
ney back,  Mrs.  Western  came  to  the  old  farm  to  bid 
me  good-bye,  and,  in  her  own  arms,  brought  her 
little  baby-girl.  How  sadly  I  contrasted  then — with 
the  bright  face  of  uiy  teacher  three  years  before — - 
this  pale,  pathetic  face  of  the  youug  mother,  who 
seemed  to  have  lost  all  memory  of  that  radiant  smile 
I  used  to  think  the  brightest  thing  on  earth,  except 
that  its  shadow  dawned  upon  her  grave  face  just 
once — just  for  the  moment  while  her  baby  lay  con- 
tentedly in  my  careful,  awkward  arms. 

Soon  after  Major  Western  had  taken  his  wife  buck 
to  his  old  life  in  Paris  my  uncle  Joshua  died  ;  and  I 
felt  myself  lonelier  than  ever  at  the  old  farm,  though 
it  grew  and  improved  rapidly  now,  for  my  uncle  had 
left  me  the  accumulated  savings  of  his  whole  life- 
time, and  I  found  that  the  Squire's  jest  had  truth 
beneath  it,  too. 

After  that  first  and  last  visit  of  Major  Western 
and  his  wife,  the  old  Hall  was  closed  for  quite  three 
months.  Then  one  day  my  eyes  fell  on  an  adver- 
tisement, inserted  by  Mr.  Needham — the  family 
lawyer — offering  the  Hall  for  sale,  and  of  course  we 
knew  by  whose  orders  this  had  been  done.  Not  long 
afterwards  it  seemed  somehow  to  be  understood 
amongst  us  (though  I  never  knew  who  was  first  an- 
swerable for  the  news)  that  it  was  to  be  let,  the  sale 
having  been  satisfactorily  effected,  but  the  purchaser 
having  no  intention  of  living  there.  Some  said  this 
purchaser  was  Mr.  Needham  himself,  others  that  an 
eccentric  young  merchant  had  bought  the  house  to 
retire  to  when  he  had  made  sufficiently  fortune  to 
enjoy  it,  and  had  worked  sufficiently  to  need  rest. 
But  no  one  asserted  anything  as  quite  certain,  and 
so  the  rumors  reached  me  only  in-  a  vague  surmising 
way. 

So  the  years  went  on,  until  ten  had  passed  since 
the  day  Miss  Mary  had  bidden  me  good-bye  at  the 
farm,  on  the  clear  winter  morning  before  her  mar- 
riage. Never,  through  all  that  time,  had  I  enter- 
tained a  thought  of  marriage,  and  somehow  my  soli- 
tary nature  and  solitary  habits  (increased  so  greatly 
by  my  solitary  life)  seemed  to  save  me  from  those 
jests  and  reports  of  marriage  so  usual,  I  think,  among 
young   people   in   a   quiet  country   life.     Ah,  but  1 

never  was  a  young  man — never  until 

I  knew  why  no  thought  of  marriage  had  come  to 
me  as  it  comes  to  most  men.  Years  ago — uncon- 
sciously, perhaps— I  had  enshrined  an  ideal  in  my 
heart,  so  perfect,  so  all  sufficient,  even  in  its  dreamy 
unreality,  that  my  heart  cried  for  no  lesser.  Yet 
even  so — thanks  always  to  her  teaching! — my  life 
was  not  an  isolated  or  a  quite  useless  one. 

The  Hall  was  occupied  now  by  a  widow  lady  with 
her  son  and  daughter.  Mrs.  Fortescue  rented  it  of 
the  absent  proprietor.  Young  Mr.  Fortescue  was  at 
Eton,  but  of  course  at  home  a  good  deal.  He  was  a 
handsome,  rather  sociable  young  fellow,  whom  we 
soon  grew  to  like;  his  sister  had  still  her  foreign 
governess,  but  she  looked  almost  grown  up  even 
then,  a  peculiarity  which  always  struck  me,  even 
more  than  her  very  stylish  appearance  and  rather 
haughty  and  ungracious  manners.  But  sometimes  1 
pulled  myself  up  |sharply  in  my  judgment  of  her,  re- 
membering that  I  might  be  unfair,  because  it  was  so 
impossible  for  me  patiently  to  see  any  other  young 
lady  take  the  place  Miss  Mary  used  to  fill. 

Still  the  tenants  were,  I  believe,  pretty  well  con- 
tented now  with  "the  family"  at  the  Hall.  And, 
though  they  were  not  the  old  Squire  and  Miss  Mary, 
aud  though  it  was  spitefully  whispered  that  the  late 
Mr.  Fortescue  had  been  a  Glasgow  tradesman, 
young  Mr.  Fortescue  had  such  a  pleasant  way  with 
him,  aud  seemed  so  anxious  to  belong  to  the  place 
(as  a  country  gentleman  should),  that  at  last  we 
grew  to  speak  of  him  quite  naturally  as  "the  young 
Squire." 

[to  be  continued."! 
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I^No  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  now  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrautee  of  good  faith. 

Sextant. — Tubs  are  used  in  the  British 
navy,  but  we  do  not  mean  hy  that  statement 
that  any  of  H.  M's  ships  of  war  are  tubs. 

Indicator. — Green  peas  don't  grow  in  res- 
taurant kitchens  and  blinkers  don't  grow  on 
horses  eves.  You  should  read  up  on  natural 
history. 

Akron. — We  cannot  tell  you  the  number 
of  flour  mills  in  this  city,  but  the  number  of 
"gin  mills"  is  as  the  grains  of  sand  on  the 
sad  sea  shore. 

Yorker. — Your  eyes  may  be  bright,  your 
nose  red,  and  your  shirt  clean,  but  you  can- 
not teach  a  dog  theology  with  the  hairy  end 
of  a  cow's  tail. 

Alta. — Wants  to  know  if  figures  can't  lie 
how  the  deuce  "a  man  of  figures"  sleeps  ? 
Well  we  suppose  he  adopts  a  similar  method 
to  that  of  the  goose. 

Nelly. — If  you  are  young  and  good  look- 
ing you  may  come  up  and  see  us.  But,  if 
you  are  not,  stay  away;  there  is  a  man  at  the 
door  with  a  sixteen-repeater  and  he  is  a  good 
shot  too. 

Piute. — We  have  for  years  past  maintained 
a  constant  and  friendly  correspondence  with 
the  Emperor  of  Germany  and  will  in  our 
next  inquire  if  it  is  true  that  he  changes  his 
socks  every  day. 

Tailor. — You  are  kind  and  we  are  grate- 
ful, but  we  don  t  require  any  of  your  "Es- 
sence of  Sweetness."  We  have  a  wife  at 
home  and  some  hair  still  left  on  our  head. 
Not  any  thank  you. 

Typo. — The  fall'  of  a  tree  produces  a  vibra- 
tion in  the  air,  but  the  vibration  which  at- 
tends such  an  occurrence  is  as  nothing  com- 
pared with  that  which  follows  the  event  of  a 
man  sitting  down  upon  his  wife's  new  bon- 
net. 

Bert. — Years  of  observation  and  study 
have  convinced  naturalists  that  to  steep  a 
lemon  peddler  in  water  for  a  period  of  six 
hours  and  subsequently  boil  him  for  three 
hours  more  would  make  a  but  a  poor  quality 
of  lemonade. 

Jackson. — You  are  wrong.  It  was  the  fact 
that  President  Tyler  left  off  taking  snuff  that 
created  such  excitement  in  the  Cabinet  and 
caused  the  entire  body  with  one  exception  to 
resign.     His  having  vetoed  the  United  States 


Bank  bills  and  the  Bankrupt   acts   were   re- 
garded as  a  trivial  matter. 

Scotch  Jim. — Drifts  into  verses  and  sends 

us  the  following: 

I  loved  a  widow  and  she  was  tall  and  slim, 
But  she  wouldn't  have  me,  poor  Scotch  Jim. 

If  James  will  take  our  advice,  he  will   amuse 

himself  at  a  job  of   whitewashing   and   leave 

poetry  alone. 

Tramp. — Writes  to  say  that  "the  wild  as- 
sertions of  demagogues  won't  stand  when 
confronted  with  reliable  figures,"  Well  we 
suppose  they  will  have  to  sit  down  then.  If 
that  course  of  procedure  is  not  agreeable  to 
the  feelings  of  our  correspondent,  he  had 
better  bring  the  matter  before  the  Constitu- 
tional Convention  or  the  Police  Commission- 
ers. 


Brother  Gardner's  Lime-Kiln  Club. 

"Dis  mawnin'  ez  I  war  walkin'  out  'mong 
de  sunflowers  in  de  back  yard,"  began  Bro 
ther  Gardner  as  the  janitor  finally  got  through 
sneezing,  "Misser  Darius  Green,  de  white 
man,  come  'long,  an'  dere  was  a  powerful  sad 
look  on  his  face  ez  he  leaned  ober  de  fence 
an'  said : 

"Misser  Gardner,  dis  sufferin'  hez  got  to 
come  ter  a  cease!" 

"Hez  you  got  de  shakes  an'  chill?"  I  axed. 

'  Wuss  dan  dat,  Misser  Gardner.  Ize 
workin'  all  de  long  week  for  ten  shillin'  a 
day,  an'  whar  de  money  goes  I  can't  tell.  De 
ole  woman  wants  new  clothes,  de  chillin' 
want  dis  an'  dat,  de  rent  runs  behin',  an'  Ize 
gittin'  desperit," 

"Shoo!  now,  but  let's  make  some  Aggers 
on  de  fence,"  I  tole  him.  "Now,  den,  you 
chew  terbacker  ?" 

"Yes,  I  chew  'bout  ten  cents  worf  a  day." 

"Dat's  seventy  cents  a  week.  An'  you 
drink  lager  ?" 

"Well,  of  course  I  drink  a  glass  now  an' 
den — maybe  fifteen  glasses  a  week." 

"Dat's  seventy-five  cents  moah,  sah.  What 
d'ye  do  on  Sundays  ?" 

"Oh,  go  up  to  de  beer  garden." 

"An'  you  spen'  a  dollar  at  least?" 

"I  guess  so — maybe  to  of  'em." 

"Say  twelve  shillins,  and'  dat  makes  two 
dollars  an'  ninety-five  cents  per  week.  I 
reckon  you  frow  away  at  least  free  dollars 
dollars  ebery  week,  sah." 

"Frow  it  away  !" 

"Yes,  sah.  Dat  money  would  pay  your 
rent  an'  buy  your  flour." 

"But  a  feller  must  have  some  comfert." 

"De  same,  sah.  De  greatest  comfort  in 
de  world  am  to  see  de  rent  paid  up,  de  fami- 
ly dressed  up,  de  table  loaded  down,  an'  de 
ole  woman  able  to  go  to  church.  You  frow 
away  free  dollars  ebery  week,  sah,  an'  den 
you  go  roun'  eussin'  de  timas,  de  wedder  an' 
de  man  who  hez  saved  his  money." 

"Gem'len,  dat  white  man  called  me  an  ole 
black  fool  an'  a  dog  stealer,  but  dat  didn't 
alter  de  case  a  bit.  He  is  frowin'  away  one- 
third  of  his  weekly  wages,  an'  den  biowin' 
'roun'  dat  he's  gittin'  desperit  an'  ready  to 
head  a  riot.  Doan'  let  me  heah  eny  member 
o'  dis  club  spinnin'  dat  yarn,  kase  if  he  does 
dars  gwme  to  be  a  committee  of  investiga- 
shun,  an'  dat  committee  won't  whitewash 
wurf  a  cent!" 


WP 
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Squashes  are  cut  gourd  this  season. 

It's  sover-eign  England  that  they  have  that 
kind  of  coin. — Yonhrs  Gazette. 

The  bov  may  be  father  to  the  man,  but  he 
can't  "lick"   him,  etc. — Rochester  Democrat. 

Gossip  and  slander  will  travel  only  on 
roads  where  there  are  told  gates. — Whitehall 
Times. 

We  feel  a  very  millionaire  this  morning; 
we've  got  $100,000— got  it  to  get.— Meriden 
Recorder. 

David  was  of  short  stature.  Hence  his  re- 
mark, "I  said  in  my  haste  tall  men  are  liars. 
— Boston  Transcript. 

Gone  but  not  forgotten — the  hired  girl  who 
put  insect  powders  in  our  salad  instead  of 
mustard. — Rochester  Express. 

When  a  fellow  bequeathes  his  body  to  a 
medical  college  for  dissection,  that's  what 
you  may  consistently  call  "adeadgive  away." 
— N.  Y.  News. 

There  is  no  man  who  feels  so  cheap  as  he 
who  goes  about  asking  what  would  be  a  good 
inscription  for  a  tombstone,  and  has  his  own 
name  suggested. 

A  stamp  collector  is  a  philanthropist— is 
he  or  is  he  not  ?  It  is  certainly  true  that  he 
picks  up  and  takes  care  of  many  a  one  that 
has  been  licked. — Ex. 

A  high  school  student,  on  hearing  that  the 
sun  has  lost  350,000  times  as  much  matter  as 
the  earth,  was  solicitous  about  the  nature  of 
the  sore. — Reynolds  Herald. 

A  young  man  in  this  city  gave  ten  dollars 
and  thirty-seven  cents,  yesterday,  for  Ann 
Jackson's  autograph.  It  was  attached  to  a 
wash  bill. —  Worcester  Press. 

When  Bill  Vanderbilt  gave  $500  to  the  Y. 
F.  Fund  the  committee  said  "Bon!"  But 
when  the  Ledger  man  trumped  it  with  $1,000 
they  cried  Bonner! — Phila.  Bulletin. 

This  world  is  all  a  fleeting  show,  to  which 
everybody  has  a  complimentary  ticket.  When 
he  goes  out  he  passes  in  his  checks  and  is 
not  allowed  to  retarn. — Rome  Sentinel. 

The  "Age  of  Man"  furnishes  an  interest- 
ing field  °for  speculation,  but  by  common 
consent  the  age  of  woman  is  a  matter  which 
is  left  entirely  to  faith.— New  Baven  Register. 

There  are  many  articles  which  can  be 
ground  up  into  fish-bait.  One  of  the  most 
desirable  is  the  man  who  smokes  a  filthy  pipe 
on  an  excursion  for  ladies. — Rockland   Cour- 


A  cannon  ball  flies  at  the  rate  of  sis  hun- 
dred feet  in  a  second. — Ex.  If  that  is  a  fact 
we  wouldn't  like  to  be  a  "second"  in  a  duel 
where  cannon  were  employed.— Gin.  Sal. 
Night. 


When  a  friend,  towards  the  end  of  a  pub- 
lic dinner,  tells  you  "  'tis  u'goo  ter  lickmick- 
ers"  you  may  take  it  as  the  voice  of  experi- 
ence, and  not  mix  liquors — at  least  for  him. 
— Boston  Com.  Bulletin. 

When  farmers  are  suffering  from  the 
drought  and  want  rain  they  ought  not  to 
pray  for  it.  If  they  really  want  rain,  they 
should  make  arrangements  for  a  big  base  ball 
match. — N.  S.  Graphic. 

Oh,  I  know  she  loves  him  !"  cried  the  grief 
stricken  youth.  "But  how  do  you  know  she 
prefers  your  rival?"  asked  the  friend.  "Ah," 
was  the  sad  reply,  "I  saw  her  look  bias  at 
him." — Chicago  Journal. 

A  tramp  who  will  borrow  the  family  bread- 
knife  and  stab  himself  with  it  on  the  steps 
which  have  just  been  nicely  washed  should 
have  no  public  sympathy  for  the  misfortunes 
which  led  him  to  the  rash  act. 

Peach  brandy  enters  into  the  mucillage 
composition  on  postage  stamps.  So  when 
you  see  the  next  drunken  man,  don't  lay  it 
to  whisky.  He  may  have  just  mailed  a  let- 
ter.— Turner's  Falls  Reporter. 

Scientists  have  announced  that  when  a  man 
has  to  rub  his  eye  to  quiet  an  irritation  it  is 
not  necessary  to  draw  up  his  mouth  at  the 
same  time,  however  much  of  a  charm  the  ac- 
tion imparts, — Danbury  Netvs. 

The  item  being  circulated  throughout  the 
country  that  Christine  Nilsson  lost  eight 
thousand  pounds  in  two  months  is  believed 
to  be  an  ingenious  advertisement  of  the  anti- 
fat  man. — Baltimore  Every  Saturday. 

Judge  Thomas,  of  Jacksonville,  111.,  was 
married  recently,  in  the  ninety-third  year  of 
his  age.  He  explained  to  the  heirs  that  he 
couldn't  get  along  any  longer  without  some- 
body to  scratch  his  back. — Cin.  Breakfast 
lable. 

Joe  Cook  is  to  lecture  the  coming  season 
on  "Alcohol  and  the  Human  Brain."  We 
can  account  now  for  the  character  of  the  Mon- 
day lectures  last  winter.  Joseph  must  have 
been  trying  experiment  on  his  intellect. — 
Boston  Globe. 

Scene,  hotel  piazza,  Newport. — Lady — 
"Drowning  must  be  the  favorite  form  of  sui- 
cide; it  is  so  refreshing."  Gentleman — "No; 
I  would  prefer  a  large  dose  of  laudanum, 
only  it  makes  you  so  sick  the  next  day." — N. 
Y.  Herald. 

A  New  York  woman's  hair  turned  gray  at 
sight  of  a  snake  twenty-five  inches  long. 
Had  she  seen  the  sea  serpent  she  would  prob- 
ably have  become  a  mummy  at  once,  with  a 
ten-thousand  year  old  look  on  her  face. — De- 
troit Free  Press. 

The  sides,  the  ends  and  the  cover  of  an  old 
trunk  may  be  from  time  to  time  completely 
replaced  in  the  course  of  continued  repairs, 
but  the  labels  that  mark  the  fact  that  it  made 
a  trip  to  Europe  in  the  year  1867,  remain  un- 
damaged and  decidedly  conspicuous. — Ex. 

Sympathizing  old  lady  to  a  poor,  forlorn 
cripple — "My  poor  friend,  you've  lost  your 
leg,  I  see."  "O,  no,  ma'am."  But  it's — it's 
gone,  surely."  "O,  you  mean  it's  cut  off: 
but,  bless  your  heart,  it  ain't  lost.  We 
buried  it  out  behind  the  barn." — Syracuse 
Times. 

Dr.  Lyon  Playfair,  the  distinguished  Eng- 
lish chemist,  is  engaged  to  Miss  Edith  Rus- 
sell, of  Boston.  The  doctor's  name  is  temp- 
ting, but  we  have  too  much  respect  for  a  man 
acquainted  with  poisons  which  leave  no  trace 
to  attempt  any  undue  familiarities. —  N.  Y. 
Com.  Adv. 


"Johnny,"  said  a  sporting  Third  Ward 
father,  "Johnny,  what  have  you  got  in  your 
fist?"  "Two  pears,"  said  Johnny.  "Good 
hand,"  said  the  absent-minded  parent;  "take 
the  pot" — then  he  blushed,  and  pointing  to 
a  brass  kettle,  added,  "to  your  mother." — 
Keokuk  Constitution. 

An  insane  man  in  New  Haven  believing  • 
some  one  was  trying  to  pour  alcohol  down 
his  throat  sought  the  protection  of  the  po- 
lice, claiming  that  he  was  a  British  subject. 
British  subjects  are  deadly  opposed  to  hav- 
ing alcohol  poured  down  their  throats — when 
insane. — Danbury  News. 

We  can  imagine  Mrs.  Lot  skinning  out  of 
Sodom  on  the  occasion  of  the  great  fire  and 
the  fatal  remark  to  her  husband  about  its  be- 
ing awful  Lot  (awful  hot)  down  there.  Of 
course  she  perished  immediately,  and  her 
fate  should  be  a  dreadful  warning  to  women 
who  try  to  be  funny. — St.  Louis  Journal. 

When  the  youugest  of  Mr.  Brearling's  five 
daughters  eloped  with  a  patent-right  agent, 
he  didn't  get  down  his  double-barrelled  gun 
and  start  off  in  pursuit.  Not  at  all.  He 
rubbed  his  hands  gleefully,  and  cheerfully 
remarked,  "I  always  did  say  that  Elizer  had 
more  sense  than  all  my  other  gals  put  to- 
gether."— Norr.  Herald. 

Lord  Beaeonsfield  calls  Gladstone  "a  so- 
phistical rhetorician  inebriated  with  the  ex- 
uberances of  his  own  verbosity."  The  Lord 
should  be  employed  to  invent  some  new 
names  for  Kearney.  No  doubt  he  would  call 
him  "an  effusive  blatherskite  intoxicated  with 
the  profusiveness  of  his  own  impiety  and 
profanity." — Norr.  Herald. 

An  exchange  contains  the  particulars  of 
the  elopement  of  Will  Low  and  Annie  San- 
ders. Annie's  father  didn't  favor  the  young 
man's  suit,  but  where  there's  a  Will  there's 
a  way — though  it  was  a  very  Low  way.  The 
old  man  started  in  pursuit,  and  should  he 
overtake  them  a  weeping  Will-Low  may  be 
the  result,  if  not  an  Annie-mated  scene. — 
Norr.  Herald. 

Burglars,  on  Friday,  entered  the  resi- 
dence of  a  circus  clown,  who  is  summering  in 
Pottstown,  this  State,  carried  off  some  silver 
spoons  and  clothing.  In  rummaging  through 
the  house  they  came  upon  the  clown's  jokes, 
which  he  had  in  pickle  in  the  cellar,  and 
they  immediately  took  off  their  hats  thus 
showing  that  burglars  have  as  much  respect 
for  old  age  as  anybody. — Oil  City  Derrick. 

One  day  this  summer  we  rode  fifty  miles 
in  a  railway  car,  seated  behind  four  men, 
who  were  playing  with  those  awful  play- 
things of  the  devil — cards.  They  played 
eucher  until  they  were  tired  of  it.  They 
played  a  little  seven-up,  pedro,  and  occasion- 
ally a  trifle  of  poker.  We  never  heard  a  dis- 
pute. Their  bursts  of  merriment  occasion- 
ally at  some  unexpected  play  repeatedly  drew 
our  eyes  from  our  book.  They  never  quar- 
relled, and  never  called  names  once.  When 
we  got  out  at  our  station  we  sat  at  our  win- 
dow and  watched  a  party  of  young  men  and 
maidens  play  croquet.  In  fifteen  minutes 
we  saw  two  persons  cheat  successfully.  We 
heard  the  one  player  who  did  not  cheat,  ac- 
cused of  cheating  five  times.  We  heard  four 
distinct,  bitter  quaiTels.  We  heai-d  a  beau- 
tiful young  girl  tell  two  lies,  and  a  meek 
looking  young  man  three,  and  finally  we  saw 
the  young  girl  throw  her  mallet  against  the 
fence  so  hard  that  it  frightened  a  horse,  the 
other  young  girl  pounded  her  mallet  so  hard 
on  the  ground  that  it  knocked  the  buds  off 
an  apple  tree,  they  both  banged  into  house 
at  different  doors,  and  the  two  young  men 
looked  sheepish  and  went  off  after  a  drink. 
Now,  why  is  this?  Isn't  croquet,  a  good, 
moral  game  ? — Hawkeye. 
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— Frills  will  be  in  fashion  this  season.  We 
think  we  will  put  on  a  few  frills  ourselves. 

— Rome  has  no  Sunday  law.  One  can  call 
it  Saturday  and  saw  wood,  or  admit  that  it  is 
Sunday  and  go  fishing. 

— General  Grant,  when  in  Moscow,  called 
upon  and  dined  with  Prince  Slewiskychewis- 
keyvewskybrewisky,  but  he  didn't  pronounce 
his  name. 

— Pretty  slippers  for  gentlemen  are  made 
of  black  velvet  with  a  German  text  initial  in 
gold.  Ladies  ?  Ladies  ?  Don't  forget  we 
are  still  around. 

— The  editor  of  an  eastern  paper  refuses  to 
believe  that  there  is  music  in  a  tin  horn. 
Yet  he  expects  to  go  to  Heaven  and  attend 
camp  meeting. 

— We  feel  it  to  be  our  duty  to  rise  and  ex- 
plain that  the  Wasp  which,  it  is  reported,  at- 
tacked Queen  Victoria,  has  no  connection 
with  this  journal. 

— Stanley's  book  tells  of  a  negro  named 
William  Wellock  Orako  who  would  take  a 
rope  and  go  out  and  tie  up  wild  lions  at  fif- 
teen cents  per  tie. 

— George  Francis  Train  is  about  to  pro- 
ceed to  Chiselhurst  in  order  to  offer  his  heart 
and  hand  to  ex-Empress  Eugene.  Anybody 
that  wants  to  can  believe  this. 

— It  is  reported  that  two  prominent  San 

Francisco   journalists  have   offered  to  hire 

themselves  out  for  brooms.     It  is  said  that 
they  make  first  rate  floor  wipers. 

— A  hotel  proprietor  in  the  State  of  New 
York  undertook  to  shoot  a  dog  but  only  suc- 
ceeded in  putting  a  bullet  through  his  own 
leg.     Verily  their  is  justice  in  this  world. 

— The  yellow  fever  tackled  the  paragrapher 
of  the  New  Orleans  Picayune,  but  he  is  get- 
ting better.  That's  the  business  that  makes 
men  tough  and  fits  them  for  the  duties  of 
life. 

— A  blacksmith  in  North  Carolina  attemp- 
ted to  melt  down  an  old  shell.  His  hat  is 
the  only  part  of  him  which  has  yet  been 
found  and  that  the  disconsolate  widow  offers 
for  sale. 

— If  you  see  a  ragged  looking  man  stop  on 
the  street  corner  and  softly  rub  the  back  of 
his  leg  with  his  heel,  while  he  carefully  ex- 
amines the  outward  appearance  of  the  pass- 
ers by,   avoid  him.     He  may   not  have  the 


yellow  fever,  but  he  is   after  two-bits  for  a 
bed,  sure  pop. 

— In  perusing  our  exchanges  the  other  day 
we  came  across  an  item  commencing:  "An 
American  offers  to  keep,"  and  we  paused 
right  there  and  got  lost  in  a  maze  of  thought 
wondering  what  the  deuce  there  is  on  the 
face  of  the  habitable  globe  which  an  Ameri- 
can wouldn't  keep — unless  its  a  counterfeit 
half  dollar. 

— Now  then,  we  have  got  an  item  which 
will  cause  old  man  Pickering  to  discharge 
three  fourths  of  his  staff  for  letting  it  pass 
them.  Mr.  Flood,  the  well  known  bonanza 
millionaire,  is  about  to  build  a  magnificent 
dog  kennel  in  his  back  yard  and  also  to  have 
the  fence  whitewashed. 


He  Took  Notes. 


The  other  day  a  boy  of  thirteen,  who  looked 
very  innocent  and  childlike  as  he  reposed 
under  a  shade  tree  on  Beech  street,  roused 
up  when  joined  by  another  lad  of  his  own 
age,  and  confidentially  inquired: 

"Well,  did  you  make  observashuns?" 

"I  did,"  was  the  reply. 

"And  we  kin  hook  the  apples  and  not  get 
kotched,  kin  we?" 

"You  wait  a  minute,"  commanded  the 
other  as  he  held  an  old  shingle  up  to  the 
light  to  enable  him  to  read  the  following 
"notes"  in  pencil: 

"Went  down  in  front  of  house;  saw  old 
woman  with  club;  saw  dog  lying  low  for  us; 
saw  red-headed  girl  reddy  to  ring  cow-bell 
and  give  alarm ;  saw  man  in  breathin'  hard 
and  achin'  to  kill  a  boy;  hull  fam'ly  looked 
me  in  the  eye;  pressure  too  heavy,  and  I 
backed  off;  nice  appuls,  them,  but  under  the 
circumstances,  I  guess  we'd  better  keep  on 
chewin'  old  lemons." 

"Nother  disappointment  added  to  our  bur- 
dens," sighed  the  first,  and  the  loafed  on. 


Some  Satisfaction  in  It. 

"Just  give  me  a  chance  to  pour  my  voice 
into  that  machine,  will  you  ?"  said  a  red-nosed 
man,  stepping  to  the  front  at  a  phonograph 
matinee  the  other  day. 

"Certainly,"  said  Mr.  Gilliland.  "Put 
your  mouth  down  close,  without  pressing, 
speak  distinctly,  and  the  instrument  will  re- 
peat every  word  just  as  you  say  it." 

"Ain't  you  joking  now  ?  Will  it  really  say 
the  same  thing  I  say,  without  changingaround 
or  mixing  up,  to  turn  the  joke  ?" 

"You  will  get  back  yourown  words — noth- 
ing more  or  less,"  said  the  proprietor. 

"Hold  my  hat,  then,  and  pull  open  all  the 
valves,"  said  the  man,  as  he  nervously 
brought  his  mouth  down  to  the  proper  posi- 
tion.    "Steady,  now,  I'm  about  to   warble." 

' '  Come — up —  boys  —  everybody  —  and  — 
drink — with — the — landlord  !"  was  what  the 
man  said,  with  an  emphasis  on  every  word, 
and  the  same  was  what  the  marvelous  little 
wonder  shrieked  back. 

"That's  the  sweetest  music  I've  heard  for 
about  ten  years,"  said  the  man  with  a  moist 
palate  and  glowing  eye,  "and  reckon  it's 
about  that  long  since  I've  heard  that  good 
old  tune  ground  out.  I  don't  suppose  I'll 
ever  get  another  chance  to  hear  it  again,  and 
so,  if  it  ain't  too  much  trouble,  please  run 
her  back  and  shoot  it  out  once  or  twice  more. 
It's  good  for  the  rheumatiz,  that  is.  My  ! 
what  a  head  that  man  has  !  If  he  could  only 
get  up  a  jug  now  that  could  never  be  emp- 
tied!" and  the  man  walked  out  with  a  sad 
look  and  an  unsteady  step. 


A  degree  of  activity  has  been  observable  in 
theatrical  matters  during  the  past  week.  Two 
new  pieces  and  a  fresh  star  having  made 
their  appearance.  After  such  an  outburst  of 
activity  on  the  part  of  managers  we  may  rea- 
sonably look  for  a  reaction.     At  the 

California  Theatre 
A  frontier  drama,  somewhat  sensational  in 
its  style,  entitled  "Davy  Crockett"  has  been 
produced  with  Frank  Mayo  as  the  prominent 
m9mber  of  the  constellation.  Mr.  Mayo  and 
"Davy  Crockett"  are  advertised  as  being  the 
personification  of  the  American  drama.  If 
the  claim  has  any  foundation  in  fact,  we  feel 
sorry  for  "the  American  drama." 

At  Baldwin's 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Williamson  have  laid  aside 
their  favorite  piece  "Struck  Oil"  and  pro- 
duced "The  Emerald  Ring."  The  William- 
sons seem  to  be  equally  at  home  in  Irish  as 
in  German  character.  Jim,  as  a  real  solid 
emotion  portrayer,  and  Maggie  as  a  graceful 
dancer  and  a  pleasant  singer. 


At  the  Bush  Street  Theatre 
Mrs.  Oates  and  her  troupe  continued  their 
very  pleasant  representation  of  "Girofla  Gi- 
rofle"  up  to  Thursday  evening  when  it  was 
replaced  by  "La  Perichole"  a  piece  which 
they  did  not  present  in  quite  so   good  form. 


At  the  Grand  Opera  House 
"A  Tour  of  the  World"  has  been  reproduced. 
It  would  require  a  mathematician  endowed 
with  almost  superhuman  powers  to  calculate 
number  of  times  which  this  worn  out  fossil 
has  been  resurrected,  and  that  too  without 
any  cause  so  far  as  we  can  see. 


Ques. 
William  Shakspeare  is  running  for  Consta- 
ble in  a  Michigan  village. 

Mrs.  W,  H.  Gleeson's  concert  will  take 
place  on  Tuesday  evening,  Oct.  29. 

Miss  Augusta  L.  Dargon,  who  has  now 
fully  recovered  her  health,  will  probably 
soon  appear  at  one  of  our  leading  theatres. 

Some  one  in  England  has  made  an  opera 
of  Sheridan's  comedy  of  "The  Rivals."  It 
has  been  performed  at  Marborough  House  in 
the  presence  of  the  Prince  of  Wales. 

The  comedy  opera  "Fattanitza"  is  in  rapid 
preparation  at  the  California  Theatre,  under 
the  direction  of  Mr.  Freeman.  The  mount- 
ing will  be  in  the  best  stvle  of  the  stage   art. 
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A  new  piece,  called  "First  and  Last,""  or 
"Down  the  River,"  written  by  John  F.  Sears 
of  this  city  for  Mr.  Fred  Cooper,  will  be 
brought  out,  as  we  are  informed,  at  the 
Grand  Opera  House,  some  time  during  the 
next  month. 

Mr.  James  A.  Heme  will  take  a  benefit  at 
the  Grand  Opera  House  on  Sunday,  October 
6th,  producing  "Lighthouse  Cliffs"  and 
"Dick  Turpin"  for  the  occasion,  besides  an 
olio,  with  a  number  of  volunteers.  Mr.  Heme 
prorjoses  to  leave  soon  for  the  East. 

The  Allen  Sisters  now  travelling  in  the 
East,  sustained  an  accident  at  Danville,  111., 
on  the  the  18th  instant.  They  were  thrown 
out  of  a  barouche  when  they  were  riding  with 
their  parents,  and  without  any  bones  being 
broken,  more  or  less  injury  was  suffered  by 
all  the  party. 

Mrs.  D.  P.  Bowers  was  born  March  12, 
1830,  in  Stamford,  Connecticut.  Her  father 
was  Rev.  "William  A.  Crocker,  an  eminent 
Episcopal  clergyman,  who  died  when  his 
daughter  was  only  sis  years  of  age.  She 
made  her  first  appearance  July  16,  1816,  as 
Amanthis.  at  the  Park  Theatre,  in  New  York. 


Woodward's  Gardens. 
What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

FOUND — Violin,  Guitar  and  Banjo  Strings 
pure  in  tone  aDd  durable,  for  only  12%  cents  at 
at  MEYERS'  Music  Store,  605  Kearny  Street. 

SPECIAL  NOTICES. 

A  limited  number  of  complete  second  vol- 
umes of  the  Wasp  may  be  purchased  at  the 
business  office,  602  California  Street. 


Watches,  Jewelry  and  Silverware,  at  the 
very  lowest  prices.  Watch  and  Jewelry  re- 
pairing a  specialty  all  work  wan-anted.  H. 
WEULE,  634  Market  St.,  opp.  Palace  Hotel. 


The  Stock  Indicator  Saloon  is  the  finest 
place  of  its  kind  on  the  Coast.  A  stock  in- 
dicator giving  the  latest  quotations  direct 
from  the  Board.  The  choicest  wines  and  li- 
quors kept  constantly  on  hand.  Open  from 
6  A.  M.  to  6  P.  M.  Frank  C.  Remmington, 
Leidesdorff  Street,  between  Pine  and  Cali- 
fornia, below  Pacific  Stock  Board. 


Lunch  House,  Leidesdorff  street,  bet.  Pine 
and  California,  below  the  Pacific  Stock  Board. 
Oysters  in  all  styles,  served  from  6  A.  M.  to 
6  P.  M.  Families  supplied  with  the  best 
oysters  in  the  market. 


— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 


J.  S.  Stratton,  contractor  for  raising  and 
moving  brick,  stone,  iron,  and  wooden  build- 
ings. Office:  N.  E.  cor.  Kearny  and  Bush 
streets.  Shop,  No.  854  Harrison  street,  San 
Francisco.  Residence,  No.  924  Harrison 
street. 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


A.  Albers,  formerly  with  Geo.  Mayes,  Cali- 
fornia Market,  Stock  Indicator  Oyster   and 


Madame  Demorest's  cut  paper  patterns. 
The  most  stylish  and  reliable  of  any  patterns 
made.  Send  for  illustrated  Calalogue,  fiee. 
A  full  and  complete  assortment  of  patterns 
always  on  hand.  Will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress in  the  country  by  mail  on  the  receipt 
of  price  in  stamps.  Myron  Shew,  General 
Agent  for  the  Pacific  Coast,  No.  109  Dupont 
street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


Delicious  candies  and  caramels  are  being 
manufactured  fresh  every  day  at  the  Paragon 
Candy  Store,  101  Dupont  street,  comer  of 
Geary.  Wright  &  Tham,  Proprietors.  De- 
pot of  the  celebrated  Paragon  Marsh  Mel- 
low Drops,  also,  agency  for  Brumniell's  cele- 
brated Cough  Drops.  Wholesale  and  Re- 
tail. 


IMons.  Alexander  S.  I>e  Wolowski, 

The  well-known  pianist  and  vocalist,  honor- 
ary member  of  the  principal  Philharmonic 
Societies,  reopens  courses  and  classes  for 
piano  and  singing,  for  opera,  parlor  and  con- 
certs, by  his  new  simplified  method,  the 
shortest  and  best  in  existence,  saving  years  of 
practice  to  beginners,  reading  music  at  sight 
and  training  the  voice  to  its  highest  culture. 
Musical  time  by  his  new  invention.  At  Al- 
bemarle'House,  No.  8  Mason  St. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  V.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


GOLOMA  VINEYARD. 

Constantly  on 
hand 

&  BRANDIES, 

Burgundy, 

Muscat,     Catawba, 

RED,  "WHITE, 
and     other     WINES. 

Robert  Chalmers,  Coloma. 

FOR  SALE  BY 

ROBERT    JSS£«£a< 

General  Agent  for  San  Francisco,  also 
Dealer  in 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors, 

412  Sansome  Street,        •        -       San  Francisco. 


DONNOLLY'S 

YEAST  POWDER 

FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 
Ask    Your     Grocer    For    It. 


HIBERNIA 

BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between    8th   and    9th   Streets, 

M.  NUN  AN,  Proprietor. 


CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420-1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .AJirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


Candies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!     Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

O.  OAKT¥  <5te  0@-, 

"Wholesale    and    Retail   Confectioners, 

107  MONTGOMERY  STREET. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  our  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates.  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal,  Orders  from  the  interior  promply  and  care- 
fully attended  to.  Broken  Candy,  15  cents  a  pound. 
Mixed  Candy,  20  cents  a  pound. 


A.    SCHROEFFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block, 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


NOTICE. 

The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicious  nature  will 
be  published  by  this  paper. 
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THE  I  >NLY  HOUSE  in  the  city  that  receives  fresh  putterns  nnd  New  York  and  Paris  Fashions  weekly.     Samples,  with  instructions  lor  self-measurament 


NICOLL,  THE  TAILOR, 

Branch,    of   New    York 


JS  MCitmiJ  &t-  <vt{l  $0*  Jjfitmtgomqrg  j|A 

The  Quietest,  Best  and  Cheapest  Tailor  in  the  World. 

Pants  to   Order  in  Six  Hours,  and  Suits  in  One  Day,  if  Required. 


TO  OSDER 

Pants,     -     from  $4.00  " 

Suits,  -  trom$15.UC 
Overcoats,  from  $15.  Of 
Dress  Coats,    "  $20.00 


TO  ORDER 

Black  Doeskin 

Pants,  -  from  $7.00 
White  Yests,  '•  $3.00 
Fancy  Yests,  "    $6.00 


Tailors   and   the   public    supplied  with  cloth  aud  trimmings  at  wholesale  prices  by  the  yard;  cut. 


P. 

Frlii  But  M&kir 

OF  THE   PACIFIC   COAST. 


The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement iu  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


combined.      For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.     The 
elastic  is  so  placed   back   of 
the   ankle   as   to   protect   it 
from   wear  and  it 
does       not      bind 
around   the  ankle 

like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  810.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

I\  MEBilLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


(JJC    4-«   CiOffc   per  dav  at  home.    Samples  worth  $5  free. 
<P«J    L<J   <P<SV7   Address  Stixso.v  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


Savings  and  Loan.  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast    Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 

OFFICERS: 

President M.  D.  SWEENY 

Vice-President CD.  O'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES - 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,         Gus.   Touchard, 

'&.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Treasurer EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co'8  Express  Offiee  or  aivy  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to 
july21-tf  ' 


FRSNGB 

Savings    and    Loan    Society, 

411    BUSH    STREET, 

Above  Kearny,  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

G.  MAHE,  Director. 

The  French  Savings  and  Loan  Society  has  declared 
n  dividend  of  eight  (8)  per  cent,  per  annum,  free  of 
Federal  Tax,  for  the  half  year  ending  December  31, 
1877,  payable  on  and  after  January  18,  1878. 

By  order,  GUSTAVE  MAHE,  Director. 

feb2-6mos 


W.    SCHEBB, 
FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning, 
Repairing  aud  Dyeing. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOE  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  BEST  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  OH  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 

Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  THIRD  YEAR! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -         -  -         -    $4  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

EfAll  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


ALBAHT 
AND   CUPS. 

One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
tweutieth  of  the  attention  required  hy  the  best  oil  cups. 

THE 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing'  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
dd  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  holts  come  out  without  being 
"wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble, 

K.  HOE  &  CO'S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGES,  SAWS, 

-?\°^ — C+y*"     always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
-^x^HM*/^''       out  any  of  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saw   constantly  demand. 

B.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.    Address 

TATTJM  &  BOWEN, 

No.  3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market. 
P.  O.  Bos  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 
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pp^i  &m®&  Wf$%% 

Mcinseo^TfsAN  francisco 


("rOT  T\  Any  worker  can  make  §12  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
V^V^JJ-l-J  Outfit  free.     Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OF   THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
"WASP  ran  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


FOR   iA&E9 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KORBEL  & 
BEOS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL 
&  BEOS.,  in  Santa  Rosa. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


^£J£>   a  week  in  your  own  town.  Terms  and  $5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
VUU  dress  H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  U.  R. 


GARDEN   HOSE. 

50  Feet  1-2  inch  3-ply  Hose,   -    $4.75 
30  Feet  3-4  inch  3-ply  Hose,    -    $5.75 


W.  R.  ALLEN, 

PLUMBER   AND    GASFITTEE,, 
S99  MARKET  STREET,  bet.  4th  and  5th. 


TO   LIT, 


Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  E,  B.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  in 
Santa  Eosa. 


0.  D.  O.   SDLLIVAN.  JAS.  K.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 

WANTED. 

In  every  City  and  Town  in    California,   CANVAS- 
SEES  for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


Commencing  MONDAY,  JULY  29th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  "Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


3  0n  P.  M-  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Steamer  "James  M. 
•  Ow  Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),  connecting  with 
Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa, 
Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  con- 
nections at  Lakevills  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City, 
Highland  Springs,  Bartlett  Springs,  Soda  Bay,  and  the  Geysers. 

^.Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  for  Kor- 
bel's, Guerneville  and  the  Redwoods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.15  A.  M.] 

Sunday  Excursions  at  Reduced  Rates. 

8f)f\  A.  M.  SUNDAYS  ONLY,  via  Donahue,  for  Cloverdale 
•  v'v/  and  way  statians. 

Fares  for  the  round  trip;  Donahue,  $1.00,  Petaluma,  $1.50, 
Santa  Rosa,  $2.00,  Healdsburg.  $3.00,  Cloverdale  $4.00. 

Connection  made  at  Fulton  for  Laguna,  Forrestville,  Korbel's, 
Guerneville,  the  Russian  River  and  Big  Trees. 

Fares  for  round  trip:   Fulton  and  Laguna,  $2.50,  Forrestville, 
Korbel's  and  Guerneville,  $3.00. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  6.55  P.  M-] 

ItSLFreight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  3.00  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 

A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  Manager.        Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 
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Nnils,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,   effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   ttEIMRU,    from  Paris, 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

B.  S.  BTJRxSTS, 

Agent  for 

ffie  Illustro 

Office  in  B.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,    between   J   and   K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
Ne  w spacer,  Book  &  3@b  PFimiezs 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 
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YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 

FREE 

Mums  ss§  IstQiiigQues  Bwe&u 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOR  ANY  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours'  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M. A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 


TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

623  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of 
all  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
erative organs,  and  all  physical  con- 
ditions of  weakness  consequent  upon 
the  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 
Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successfull  treated. 
The  sick  and  afnicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospital  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  he 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  maybe  CURED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 
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Single  copies,  ten  cents. 
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To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
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Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — Th6  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Countrv 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
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tion. 
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artistic  contributions,  address,  The  Editor,  602  Cali- 
fornia street,  San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  OCTOBER  12,  1878. 

'"Gainst  the  wrong  that  needs  redressmg, 
For  the  weak,  the  strong  oppressing. " 

The  "scathing"  satirist  says:  "no  one  who 
knows  me  can  disbelieve  me."  Surely  the 
soi  disant  title  is  well  merited.  Those  who 
know  anything  oi  the  circumstances  under 
which  he  left  the  city,  a  few  years  ago,  are 
likely  to  have  a  very  high  opinion  of  his  mo- 
ral character. 


"We  respectfully  call  the  attention  of  the 
members  of  the  Constitutional  Convention  to 
the  language  of  the  "Kid-glove  Organ"  in  re- 
ference to  the  Kern  county  garden  patch: 
"and  the  practical  effect  of  which  will  be  to 
provide  farms  for  thousands  of  families  upon 
such  terms  as  will  enable  an  industrious  man 
to  acquire  an  ownership  in  fee  under  a  pre- 
liminary and  conditional  tenancy."  Bobbed 
of  its  ambiguous  verbiage  this  means  that, 
under  pretense  of  an  ultimate  conveyance, 
people  are  to  be  inveigled  upon  these  lands 
and  a  system  of  modern  feudalage — aristo- 
cratic landlords  and  tenant  farmers — estab- 
lished. 


OUR  GREATNESS  IN  CROOKEDNESS. 

BECAPITULATION. 

It  is  now  something  like  five  months  since, 
under  the  above  suggestive  caption,  we  com- 
menced discussing  those  grave  sins  of  omis- 
sion and  commission  which  have  lead  to  the 
existing  corruption  and  disorganizatisn  in 
our  political  and  social  life.  In  the  articles 
which  have  already  appeared,  we  have  poin- 
ted out1  and  condemned  a  number  of  the 
principal  causes  of  individual  venality  and 
consequent  social  disruption — we  might  al- 
most say  impending  chaos.  In  doing  this 
we  have  not  attempted  to  make  any  startling 
expose.  That  was  not  the  object  which  we 
sought  to  attain.  We  have  dealt  merely  with 
facts  which  are  well  known  to  every  person 
of  average  information.  From  them  we  have 
argued  and  expostulated  with  a  view  to  arou- 
sing public  interest  in  the  matter.  We  have 
pointed  out  that  through  almost  every  indi- 
vidual and  institution  in  the  community  there 
permeates  a  spirit  of  wrong,  of  chicanery, 
of  deceit,  of  dishonest}',  of  everything  that  is 
bad  and  unworthy.  We  have  shown  that  the 
stock  market  is  nothing  more  or  less  than  a 
gambling  hell,  and,  to  the  community,  pro- 
ductive of  little  else  than  idleness,  dissipa- 
tion, pauperism,  and  unhappiness.  That  our 
medical  men  are  for  the  most  part  ignorant 
charlatans  who  have  been  licensed  by  schools 
in  which  knowledge  forms  no  part  of  the 
curriculum;  and  that  Quacks  daily  violate 
every  principle  of  moral  rectitude  and  also 
the  written  law  of  the.  land  and  are  unmo- 
lested by  those  public  officers  whose  duty  it 
is  to  punish  them.  That  our  courts  and 
lawyers  are  impregnated  with  ignorance  and 
corruption;  and  that  the  scales  of  justice 
seem  to  turn  in  favor  of  the  man  who  has  the 
heaviest  purse,  just  as  the  god  of  battles 
usually  favors  that  side  which  possesses  the 
best  artillery  and  most  men.  That  in  com- 
merce our  traders  secure  their  profits  by  the 
use  of  short  weights,  adulterated  goods,  fre- 
quent bankruptcies,  and  general  fraud.  That 
these  large  monied  corporations  by  which  we 
are  surrounded  are  not  only  dangerous  to 
the  public  wellfare  on  account  of  their  great 
power  and  inordinate  rapacity,  but  because 
they  are  utterly  without  conscientious  scru- 
ples as  to  the  means  which  they  employ  to 
attain  their  end;  because  that  they  corrupt 
and  defile  everything  which  they  come  in 
contact  with — the  press,  the  national  council, 
public  officials,  private  individuals,  every- 
thing. And  last,  though  not  least,  we  have 
pointed  out  the  fact  that  current  religion  is 
for  the  most  part  sham,  cant,  and  hypoeracy. 
All  these  things  we  have  discussed  in  an  open 
manly  manner  without  fear,  without  favor, 
and  without  prejudice.  We  might  perhaps 
have  been  more  exhaustive  and  gone  more 
into  particulars,  but  that  would  not  in  any- 
wise have  assisted  us  in  the  attainment  of  our 
purpose — which  was  merely  to  awaken  the 
people  to  a  sense  of  their  danger — and  be- 
sides, our  space  is  limited.  If  there  is  to  be 
a  reform,  it  must  commence,  as  we  said  in 
our  opening  article,  by  each  one  reforming 
himself;   by   each   one   ceasing  to   do  those 


things  which  the  still  small  voice  of  con- 
science tells  him  is  wrong;  by  each  one  com- 
mencing to  take  an  active  eager  interest  in 
the  spread  of  purity,  honesty,  and  good  feel- 
ing throughout  the  community.  When  we 
commenced  our  crusade  we  devoted  our  at- 
tention to  society  and  those  institutions 
which  are  of  a  social  or  business  nature  be- 
cause it  is  there  that  reform — to  be  effective 
— must  commence  inasmuch  it  is  there  the 
evil  originates.  If  the  Federal  Congress, 
the  State  Legislature,  and  the  various  Muni- 
cipal Governments  are  reeking  with  pollution 
and  corruption,  it  is  from  the  people  they 
come;  and,  if  the  people  were  not  strongly 
tainted  with  that  same  pollution  and  corrup- 
tion, it  would  not  be  able  to  successfully 
hold  its  own  and  beat  back  the  vengeance  of 
an  outragedpubnc.  We  may  form  new  po- 
litical parties  and  put  at  their  head  men 
whose  only  recommendation  is  obscurity,  ig- 
norance, and  filthy  language.  We  may  hoist 
the  "reform"  flag  upon  our  pole.  We  may 
howl  ourselves  hoarse  shouting  for  our  "leed- 
ers."  We  may,  figuratively,  strew  the  plains 
with   the   festering   carcasses   of  politicians, 

lecherous  bondholders,  slimy  imps   of  h , 

landgrabbers,  and  leprous  Chinese.  We 
may  do  all  this  and  yet  the  present  state  of 
things  will  continue  until  the  great  mass  of 
the  people  commence  to  purify  themselves — 
the  rich  as  well  as  the  poor,  and  the  poor  no 
less  than  the  rich. 

And  now  in  conclusion  we  wish  to  state 
that  next  week  we  propose  to  open  our  dis- 
cussion of  the  "crookedness"  which  exists  in 
our  government  affairs — Federal,  State  and 
Municipal.  We  have  had  our  say  in  regard 
to  those  sores  which  are  of  a  social  nature. 
We  have  reached  a  certain  stage  in  the  pro 
gramme  which  we  mapped  out  for  ourselves, 
and  we  take  this  retrospective  glance  to  re- 
assure our  timid  pen. 


Amongst  the  many  changes  in  the  Consti- 
tution which  the  spirit  and  necessity  of  the 
times  demand  we  venture  to  suggest  the  fol- 
lowing: 

The  adoption  of  the  Scotch  principle  of 
juries  finding  a  verdict  of  Not  Proven  where 
the  evidence  is  not  strong  enough  to  convict, 
yet  too  strong  to  permit  of  belief  in  the  in- 
nocence of  the  accused. 

Taxation  of  unimproved  land. 

Providing  for  the  establishment  of  a  per- 
manent civil  service  in  the  State;  and,  as  far 
as  may  be,  to  effect  the  same  purpose  in  all 
municipalities. 

Retiring  officers  to  deliver  over  everything 
to  their  successors. 

The  State  Legislature  to  be  elected  once 
every  four  years. 

Mechanical  labor  to  be  abolished  in  all 
State  Prisons,  and  the  same  to  be  replaced 
with  good  wholesome  stone  breaking. 

All  Judges  to  be  appointed  for  life — dur- 
ing good  behavior. 

Providing  for  the  drawing  of  a  wide  and 
distinct  line  of  demarcation  between  public 
officers  who  hold  representative  positions 
and  those  who  perform  duties  of  a  clerical 
and  executive  nature. 
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Providing  for  the  simplification  of  the  ju- 
dicial system  and  the  facilities  of  obtaining 
justice — either  civil  or  criminal. 

The  substitution  of  a  property  qualification 
for  universal  suffrage  in  all  municipal  elec- 
tions. 


[See   Double-page  Illustration. 1 

THE  CALIFORNIA  AQUARIUM. 

After  all  this  California  is  a  wonderful 
country.  We  have  arrived  at  that  conclusion 
after  a  calm  dispassionate  review  of  our  sur- 
roundings. At  least  as  calm  and  dispassion- 
ate as  the  circumstances  would  permit  of. 
We  came  to  our  office  this  morning  full  of 
kindness  and  good  feeling  towards  the  whole 
human  race.  We  came  inspired  with  noble 
sentiments,  animated  with  high  aspirations. 
We  smiled  upon  every  one  as  we  entered  our 
sanctum.  We  sat  down  upon  our  chair  and 
smiled  upon  ourselves.  Then  the  boy  came 
and  asked  for  copy.  We  didn't  throw  the 
paste-pot  at  him;  on  the  contrary  we  smiled 
ujion  him  too,  and  patted  him  upon  the  head 
and  said  he  should  have  aome  directly.  We 
even,  in  our  great  good  humor,  promised 
that,  when  he  grew  up  to  be  a  man,  we  would 
have  his  face  washed  and  photographed  and 
hung  up  in  our  front  parlor.  Then  we 
tucked  up  our  sleeves  and  prepared  to  wade 
in.  We  had  just  got  the  above  heading  writ- 
ten down  when  we  heard  a  knock  at  the  door. 
It  was  a  firm  decided  knock  which  admitted 
of  no  paraleying,  so  we  didn't  attempt  such 
a  thing.  We  said  "come  in."  It  did;  it 
walked  right  in  and  took  a  chair  and  deposi-' 
ted  a  pint  or  so  of  tobacco  juice  in  the  spit- 
toon before  we  had  time  to  say  good  morn- 
ing; it  was  an  elderly  man.  He  said  he  had 
heard  of  us  in  the  far  off  sage  brush  of  Ne- 
vada; he  had  heard  of  us  as  the  rising  star  of 
this  western  horizon  and  so  he  had  come  all  that 
long  way  to  see  us.  We  blushed,  we  are 
young  and  modest  and  his  ill  concealed  ad- 
miration filled  us  with  an  indescribable  feel- 
ing, a  consciousness  of,  as  the  gentle  Kwang 
would  say,  our  own  unworthiness.  Then  he 
commenced  to  draw  voluminous  looking  rolls 
of  paper  from  his  pockets  and  pile  them  up 
on  the  table.  We  thought  at  first  that,  in 
the  ardor  of  his  admiration,  he  had  purchased 
the  manuscript  of  Webster's  unabridged  for 
us.  But  it  wasn't  that.  No.  He  was  only 
desirous  of  forsaking  his  peaceful  rustic 
home  with  a  view  to  becoming  a  contributor 
to  our  valuable  paper  and  he  brought  these 
few  little  things  along  to  show  us.  We 
hastened  to  explain  to  him  that  we  were  only 
a  temporary  arrangement,  that  the  editor  was 
away  drinking  tea  with  the  Emperor  of  China 
and  Colonel  Bee.  We  were  going  to  add 
that  he  wouldn't  be  back  for  a  day,  for  a 
week,  for  a  month,  for  a  year,  perhaps  never; 
but  our  visitor  didn't  wait  for  any  more.  He 
gathered  up  his  papers  and  cast  upon  us  a 
withering  look  of  contempt  as  a  man  would 
who  had  been  betrayed  by  his  most  trusted 
friend.  Then  he  walked  towards  the  door 
with  the  courtly  strut  of  a  religious  turkey 
gobbler;  once  there  he  turned  around  and 
expectorated  upon  the  floor  in  a  volume 
which  made  us  instantly  resolve  that  as  a 
matter  of  prudence  it  would  be  advisable  to 


have  a  small  boat  and  few  life  preservers 
hung  up,  then  he  shook  his  finger  at  us  and 
said,  in  tones  that  made  a  cold  shiver  run  up 
our  spinal  column:  "Young man  I've  been  de- 
ceived in  you." 

We  turned  to  our  work  and  concentrated 
our  intellect  on  the  paper  before  us.  We 
had  hardly  brought  it  to  a  focus  when  we 
heard  another  knock;  a  timid  hesitating  sort 
of  a  knock.  We  arose  softly  with  the  inten- 
tion of  opening  it  and  telling  whoever  was 
outside  that  we  had  the  yellow  fever  and  the 
measles.  Just  as  we  gained  our  feet  the  so- 
norous voice  of  the  proprietor  of  this  brochure 
was  heard  exclaiming:  "Walk  right  in  Miss." 
She  did.  She  opened  the  door  and  walked 
right  in  to  the  attack.  But  when  she  seen 
the  sign  manual  which  our  previous  friend 
had  left  upon  the  floor,  when  she  observed 
the  gulf  which  separated  her  from  us,  she 
hesitated.  It  requires,  however,  something 
more  than  that  to  turn  a  determined  woman 
aside  from  her  purpose.  She  clutched  her 
skirts  and  with  a  kangaroo-like  spring,  she 
landed  almost  on  top  of  us.  We  wouldn't 
have  minded  it  if  she  had  been  young  and 
good  looking,  but  she  wasn't.  She  was  old 
and  scrubby,  with  gimlet  curls,  a  shai'p  snap- 
py red  nose,  and  no  lips  to  speak  of.  We 
assumed  our  haughtiest  and  most  frigid  air  and 
waited  for  developments.  While  she  ?  Well 
she  took  a  chair  quite  close  to  us  and  in  a 
confiding  sort  of  way  commenced  opening  a 
portfolio.  We  divined  her  intention  at  a 
glance  and  hastened  to  explain  that  our 
Grand  Vizier,  who  presides  over  the  design 
department,  had  just  gone  to  Washington  to 
look  after  a  setting  hen  and  would  not  be 
back  for  a  few  days.  She  gave  her  chair  a 
hitch  or  two  from  us  which  landed  it  on  the 
border  of  Lake  Tobacco  juice,  she  fastened 
up  her  portfolio  with  a  sharp  click  and  said; 
"You  needn't  be  so  stuck  up  about  your  old 
paper;  it's  not  fit  to  read  half  the  time." 
Then  she  sprang  across  Nevada  Gulch, 
banged  the  door  and  was  gone.  We  are 
great  admirers  of  agility,  and  the  agility 
which  that  woman  displayed  in  clearing  out 
excited  our  admiration  to  an  unusual  degree; 
it  was  superb.  We  sat  engrossed  in  the  con- 
tenfplation  of  our  reminiscences  of  it;  so  en- 
grpssed  that  we  did  not  hear  the  door  open 
and  a  step  approach  us  until  we  heard  a  voice 
saying:  "I  just  called  to  see  if  I  couldn't  sell 
you  a  copy  of  a  new  and  beautiful  edition  of 
Milton's  Paradise  Regained."  Paradise, 
Paradise,  Paradise,  we  said  as  we  felt  around 
for  our  faithful  club,  but  the  look  of  deter- 
mination in  our  eagle  eye  was  enough  for  the 
man  who  backed  out  with  the  cautious  tread  of 
a  cat  in  expectation  of  a  brick  bat  f  usilade. 
Then  we  turned  to  our  desk  again  and  were 
just  about  to  write  down  that  California  was 
full  of  queer  fish  when  we  heard  the  door 
hinges  creak  again.  We  look  up  and  pass 
our  hand  across  our  noble  brow  as  we  see  a 
man  enter  with  a  small  bag  in  his  hand.  He 
comes  to  sell  a  sure  specific  for  rheumatism, 
cholera,  gum-boil  dyspepsia,  broken  leg, 
black  eye,  and  sore  heel.  We  tell  him  we 
are  suffering  from  a  complication  of  all  those 
diseases.  Whereat  his  eyes  brighten  and  he 
proceeds  to  unfasten  his  bag.  With  a  grim 
smile  we  tell  him  to  wait  a  minute,  and  we 
go   out  and  turn  on  the  American  District 


alarm  at  fire  and  police.  Then  we  shout  to 
General  McComb,  through  the  telephone,  to 
send  up  a  regiment  of  soldiers.  We  go  down 
stairs,  passing  on  our  way  a  life  insurance 
agent,  a  sewiug  machine  man,  a  sober  Con- 
gressman, and  fifteen  subscribers  after  per- 
sonal notices.  We  cross  over  to  the  grocery- 
man's  and  play  a  game  of  seven-in-the-pot  for 
drinks  and  in  half  an  hour  we  return.  We 
find  the  firemen  just  knocking  off,  the  militia 
drawn  up  in  front  of  the  building,  and  the 
police  carrying  out  six  half  drowned  men. 
We  find  our  sanctum  deluged,  but  it's  in  so- 
litude. We  think  we  will  have  peace  to 
finish  the  paper  and  we  are  satisfied.  And 
now  if  any  impartial  reader  can  blame  us  be- 
cause this  article  has  no  particular  reference 
to  the  title,  he  had  better  come  and  try,  un- 
der similar  circumstances,  to  do  better. 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 
PEN  AND  FIST. 

Some  John  Donkey  has  written  that  the 
pen  is  mightier  than  the  sword.  We  have  a 
strong  impression  that  if  he  was  to  try  and 
ward  off  a  blow,  from  the  sabre  of  the  gallant 
Lieutenant-Colonel  of  the  San  Francisco 
Hussars,  with  his  pen,  he  would  change  his 
mind  before  he  changed  his  shirt.  That, 
however,  is  a  matter  of  speculation  and 
opinion,  and  there  must  necessarily  be  differ- 
ences in  opinion  upon  all  matters  which  are 
left  in  an  unsettled  condition,  But  there 
can  be  no  two  opinions  as  to  the  fact  that  the 
fist  is  mightier  than  the  pen.  That  question 
has  been  settled  beyond  disputation.  The 
matter  was  tested  in  a  certain  newspaper  of- 
fice in  this  city  a  few  days  ago  and  the  result 
was  unequivocal.  A  young  journalist,  who 
is  in  person  the  most  amiable  and  mild  man- 
nered of  men,  happens  to  be  exceedingly 
fierce  with  the  pen.  He  was  good  enough  to 
compliment  a  young  lady  by  characterising 
her  "a  charming  blackguard,"  and  the  young 
lady's  husband  not  appreciating  the  delicate 
compliment  called  at  the  office  where  the 
young  man  develops  his  talent  and  proceeded 
to  wipe  the  floor  with  him  and  his  senior. 
Now,  if  one  unarmed  man  can  beard  the  lion 
in  his  den,  can  go  into  a  newspaper  office, 
where  pens  are  lying  around  by  the  score, 
and  knock  two  of  the  most  brilliant  writers 
upon  this  coast  into  a  cocked-hat,  surely  it 
must  be  clearly  apparent  that  the  fist  has  the 
advantage  over  the  pen. 

The  illustration  which  will  be  found  on 
our  last  page  is  drawn  from  a  sketch  taken 
by  a  little  Wasp,  who  was  attracted  to  the 
spot  by  the  sounds  of  the  sanguinary  conflict, 
and  is  complete  in  every  detail, 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 

OUT   OF  THE  FRYING  PAN  INTO  THE  FIRE. 

The  city  authorities  of  San  Francisco,  one 
and  all,  are  the  most  accomplished  and  prac- 
tical jokers  this  age  has  brought  forth. 
Everything  they  do  has  a  flavor  of  humor 
about  it.  Some  years  ago  a  law  termed  "The 
Cubic  Air  Ordinance"  was  passed.  Until 
lately  only  spasmodic  efforts  were  made  to 
enforce  it.  Recently,  however,  it  has  been 
vigorously  applied  to  the  residents  of  China- 
town, while  the  inhabitants  of  the  City 
Prison,  and  other  places  nearer  home,  have 
been  unmolested.  Unquestionably  it  is  a 
wise  measure  but  a  little  more  consistancy  in 
its  enforcement  would  look  better. 
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The  wife  of  a  Frenchman  said  to  him: 
"Victor  Hu-go  and  see  Garibaldi.    He  went. 

A  fashiox  item  says:  "Uncut  velvets  have 
made  their  appearance."  In  the  dry  goods 
stores  perhaps. 

The  wisdom,  and  the  blessedness,  come 
through  loving  not  through  being  loved. — 
Ex.     The  bottle  eh  1 

Love,  observed  Aristotle,  is  an  outgrowth 
of  human  nature  which  is  developed  in  the 
direction  of  green  peas,  limburger  cheese, 
and  pretty  girls. 

There  may  be  regions  of  eternal  bliss  far 
away  beyond  those  twinkling  little  stars,  but 
the  man  who  has  just  stumped  his  toe  on  a 
sidewalk  spike  cares  nothing  for  them. 

A  farmer  may  have  some  difficulty  in 
clearing  a  ten  acre  patch,  but  the  way  he  can 
clear  a  six-rail  fence,  when  an  ill-tempered 
bull  gets  after  him,  is  a  caution  to  snakes. 

Nothing  causes  a  man  such  poignant  an- 
guish and  apprehension  as  the  suggestive 
snap  of  the  tailor's  thread  when  he  attempts, 
in  a  tight  pair  of  pants,  to  take  a  low  seat. 

"Consistancv  thou  art  a  jewel,"  is  what 
some  fool  wrote.  If  he  wishes  to  learn  why 
he  is  a  fool  let  him  go  into  a  pawnbroker's 
shop  and  try  to  raise  five  dollars  on  that 
jewel. 

No  well  bred  man  will  allow  his  wife  to 
carry  home  a  paper  parcel  when  his  own 
hands  are  disengaged.  But  she  can  get  up 
in  the  morning,  chop  wood,  and  make  the 
fire,  for  all  he  cares. 

Dr.  Talmage  says:  "There  are  four  roads 
that  lead  to  hell."  But  he  doesn't  say 
whether  one  of  them  is  a  velvet  cushioned 
house  of  idolitry  with  a  pulpit  degraded  to 
the  purposes  of  the  politician. 

A  man  named  Coleman  died  recently,  sev- 
eral of  them  perhaps,  but  this  one  left  with- 
out paying  up  his  subscription  to  this  paper. 
Now  if  Satan  gets  a  hold  of  that  man  (and 
he  is  sure  to)  he  will  make  a  coalman  out  of 
him. 

Somebody  has  written:  "If  thou  hidest  thy 
treasure  upon  the  earth,  how  can'st  thou  ex- 
pect to  find  it  again."  Of  course  you  can't 
especially  if  a  tramp  happens  along  in  the 
neighborhood  of  that  particular  piece  of 
earth. 

If  you  pass  the  evening  basking  in  a  young 
lady's  smiles,  you  go  borne  feeling  good  and 
rise  next  morning  with  a  clear  head;  but  if 
you  pass  the  evening  basking  in  a  bar-keep- 


er's smiles  you  have  to  be  helped  home  and 
next  morning  the  beauties  of  the  sunrise 
don't  interest  you  a  bit. 

A  max  will  stand  by  unmoved  and  listen  to 
the  most  resistless  piano  thumping  for  three 
hours,  but  let  a  pretty  girl  stand  on  his  corns 
for  thirty  seconds  and  his  system  will  just  be 
bursting  with  sublime  feelings  which  he  dare 
not  let  out. 

Let  love  die  here,  said  the  Brooklyn  Come- 
dian in  one  of  his  Sunday  performances,  and 
one  of  his  lady  listeners  has  been  puzzling 
her  little  head  to  learn  if  he  wanted  her  to  go 
up  to  the  pulpit  and  depart  in  his  arms  be- 
fore all  the  people. 

The  paper  used  for  this  edition,  says  an 
exchange,  weighs  5,250  pounds.  The  Con- 
stitutional Convention  will  not  have  done  its 
duty  if  it  breaks  up  without  providing  for 
the  extinction  of  "persons"  who  thus  ruth- 
lessly destroy  valuable  paper. 

It  has  recently  been  discovered  that  there 
is  not  a  fence  within  the  length  and  breadth 
of  the  United  States  sufficiently  strong  to 
endure  the  weight  of  Senator  Davis'  avordu- 
pois;  consequently  the  reports  which  were 
rife  a  few  months  ago  about  his  sitting  on 
one  must  have  been  fiction. 

The  pleasures  of  a  life  spent  in  the  inter- 
ests of  humanity  are  indeed  great,  he  ob- 
served, and  then  he  went  into  a  house  to 
save  a  woman  whose  husband  was  beating 
religion  into  her  with  a  rolling  pin.  But, 
when  they  both  set  upon  him  and  he  was 
carried  home  swathed  in  arnica,  he  muttered 
softly:  I'll  be  doggoned  if  I  don't  mind  my 
own  business  next  time. 

Whitelaw  Reid,  of  the  New  York  Tribune, 
owns  a  farm  in  Ohio,  and  the  difference  be- 
tween Mr.  Reid  and  the  late  Horace  Greeley 
as  farmers  is,  that  it  cost  the  latter  a  dollar 
and  a  half  to  raise  a  four-cent  head  of  cab- 
bage.— -Norr.  Herald.  Just  so,  Captain;  just 
so.  And  the  former  having  a  head  of  cab- 
bage (which  nature  endowed  him  with)  had 
no  necessity  to  raise  one. 

The  inhabitants  residing  in  the  neighbor- 
hood of  Leavenworth  and  California  streets 
were  disturbed  the  other  night  by  the  loud 
and  continued  weeping  of  a  young  man  in  a 
stand  up  collar  and  great  distress.  He  ex- 
plained the  matter  by  stating  that  he  had  just 
read  in  a  New  York  paper  that  Miss  Mary 
Anderson  had  resolved  for  the  fiftieth  time, 
not  to  marry  before  she  is  thirty-five  years  of 
age. 

A  facetious  young  twaddler,  writing  some 
empty  bladderdash  for  a  weekly  paper  of 
limited  circulation  and  no  influence,  has 
taken  the  trouble  to  inform  an  anxious  world 
that  an  examination  of  a  picture  anent  the 
southern  plague,  published  recently  in  this 
journal,  caused  him  to  regret  having  contri- 
buted "a  cent"  towards  the  fund  which  was 
raised  for  the  relief  of  the  sufferers.  If  this 
regretful  feeling  had  only  struck  him  sooner 
the  $90,000  contributed  by  this  city  would 
have  been  reduced  to  §89,999.99  and  the 
figures  would  have  looked  more  imposing. 


^Literary  Review*:^-} 


Who  Stole  the  Tripe? — Is  the  important 
question  in  domestic  economy  which  a  young 
and  rather  ambitious  author  attempts  to 
answer  in  a  book  of  three  hundred  and  seven- 
ty-two pages.  It  seems  that  the  Emperor  of 
Moroco  was  exceedingly  fond  of  a  dish  of 
stewed  tripe  seasoned  with  a  little  onion  and 
minced  gait.  And  upon  one  occasion,  having 
great  and  important  matters  of  State  upon 
his  mind,  he  summoned  a  meeting  of  his 
cabinet  to  assist  him  in  their  adjustment. 
Before  attempting  to  enter  into  deliberations 
with  these  sagacious  gentlemen  upon  such 
grave  questions,  His  Imperial  Majesty  be- 
thought him  that  he  would  do  well  to  fill  a 
silent  vacuum  which  he  felt  in  th9  region  of 
his  stomach.  Accordingly  he  sent  Mrs.  Em- 
peror to  the  kitchen  to  prepare  a  small  mo- 
dicum of  his  favorite  dish.  This  she  pro- 
ceeded to  do  with  alacrity  and  then  returned 
to  tell  His  Majesty  that  it  was  ready.  With 
due  solemnity  and  decorum  the  Emperor 
was  escorted  to  the  banqueting  table  which 
was  located  in  the  scullery.  Strange  to  say 
the  toothsome  food  which  the  royal  consort 
had  prepared  with  her  own  fair  hands  had 
disappeared.  Tbe  dish  was  there,  licked  as 
clean  as  a  sand-lot  orator  could  have  done  it, 
and  that  was  all.  This  is  the  explanation  of 
the  euphoneous  title  of  the  book  before  us. 
At  first  suspicion  rested  upon  the  ministers 
who  were  assembled  in  the  back  parlor  but 
they  protested  their  innocence.  The  city 
was  declared  in  a  state  of  siege,  the  volun- 
teers and  safety  committee  were  called  out, 
the  Emperor  replenished  his  snuff-box,  and 
every  effort  was  made  to  detect  and  capture 
the  thief — but  without  result.  This  author 
labors  to  put  the  blame  on  the  cat,  but  so 
far  as  we  can  see  the  only  reason  which  he 
has  for  so  doing  lies  in  the  fact  that  a  cat 
can  be  maligned  with  impunity. 

Poor  Jemima. — This  is  a  touching  and  pa- 
thetic tale  which  goes  right  to  the  heart. 
Jemima  was,  it  seems,  imposed  upon 
by  the  sterner  sex  from  her  youth  up- 
wards. At  the  early  age  of  three  months 
her  male  parent  almost  ended  her  exis- 
tence by  feeding  her  with  cherries.  Subse- 
quently her  big  brother  smashed  her  pet  doll 
on  the  head  of  an  insurance  agent  who  clim- 
bed over  the  fence  to  collect  a  premium  from 
the  coachman.  Then  a  male  friend  incarnate 
came  along  and  won  her  heart  only  to  dis- 
card her  when  ho  found  out  that  she  was 
fond  of  eating  corn  dodger.  But  she  had 
ample  revenge  on  the  whole  race  by  eventu- 
ally becoming  a  prim  old  spinster  with  cork 
skrew  curls  and  a  long  nose,  which  latter  ana- 
tomnical  development  she  poked  into  every- 
body's business.  AVe  follow  Jemima  through 
all  her  tribulations  with  our  heart  in  a  melt- 
ing condition  and  we  lay  down  the  book  with 
a  large  degree  of  satisfaction  when  we  learn 
that  she  had  ample  revenge  for  her  injuries. 
We  advise  everybody  to  tell  the  truth,  to  pay 
their  debts,  to  avoid  green  watermelons,  to 
keep  their  hands  off  other  people's  money, 
and  to  read  this  book.  It  is  written  in  Ala- 
meda French,  printed  in  Rocky  Mountain 
type  with  Chinese  ink,  and  sold  in  all  the 
leading  stock  brokers  offices.  It  is  calcula- 
ted to  raise  the  wind,  and  bring  down  the 
price  of  butter,  and  generally  to  effect  a  great 
deal  of  good  for  a  world  which  is  chock  full 
of  misery  and  counterfeit  money. 
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Back  to  the  Old  Home. 


By  the  Author  of  "Nora's  love  Test." 


s 


O  ten  years  went  by,  as  I  said,  and  for 
seven  of  them  we  had  neither  seen  nor  heard 
of  Major  and  Mrs.  Western,  when  one  day  Mr. 
Needham  sent  me  a  French  newspaper  with  one  para- 
graph marked  round  with  red  ink.  It  was  rather  hard 
work  for  me  to  translate  this  French,  because  it 
seemed  different  from  the  French  I  had  mastered  in 
Miss  Mary's  books,  but  gradually  the  meaning  lay 
clear  and  plain  before  me — the  cruel  meaning  of  it 
all. 

I  read  the  paragraph  again,  slowly  through  from 
beginning  to  end,  yet  all  the  while  I  followed  the 
words  my  eyes  seemed  only  to  see  the  young  mother 
who,  seven  years  before,  had  smiled  with  such  a 
sweet,  pathetic  smile  when  her  baby's  arms  went 
softly  round  my  neck  at  the  farm  gate. 

The  French  paragraph  told  but  little  (as  I  knew 
afterwards)  of  the  long  course  of  selfish  indulgence, 
of  reckless  extravagance,  of  systematic  gambling, 
and  professional  fraud.  But  it  told  at  length— aud 
with  cruel  elaboration  in  every  detail — how  the 
career  of  dissipation  had  been  cut  short  by  the  hand 
of  the  self-murderer. 

That  night  I  had  a  vivid  and  most  painful  dream. 
In  this  dream  I  knew  myself  to  be  in  a  strange  coun- 
try, without  knowing  what  country  it  was;  and, 
though  the  scene  around  me  was  so  unfamiliar,  I 
knew  exactly  how  and  where  to  go,  and  went  on 
alone,  unquestioning  and  unquestioned,  until  I  found 
myself  before  a  closed  door.  Then  it  seemed  as  if  I 
paused,  seeking  courage  to  pass  beyond;  and  I  can 
feel  even  now  as  I  write,  so  many  long  years  after- 
wards, the  sort  of  self-pity  with  which  I  saw  my 
fingers  trembling  upon  the  handle  of  the  door. 

The  room  I  entered  in  this  dream  of  mine  was 
barely  furnished,  and  half-darkened;  but  to  me, 
standing  within  the  door  unseen,  it  was  its  one  soli- 
tary occupant  which  made  the  whole  picture  so  sad 
and  so  pathetic.  White  and  worn  and  feeble,  like  a 
shadow  of  her  old  self,  Miss  Mary  sat  there  in  the 
utter  solitude  of  deep  thought,  the  eyes  that  used  to 
be  so  beautiful,  hollow  and  weary  now,  as  they  were 
fixed  upon  the  empty  grate.  Presently,  while  still  I 
watched  in  silence  with  my  hand  pressed  upon  my 
heart,  I  saw  her  rise  as  if  in  sudden  determination, 
and,  opening  a  desk  upon  the  table,  begin  to  write. 

Conscious  in  some  way  of  my  own  invisibility  to 
her,  I  came  up  to  her  side  and  read  as  she  wrote,  for 
I  seemed  to  know  this  was  a  letter  to  myself.  Ah, 
what  sad  and  pleading  words  they  were!  And  yet  I 
could  not  understand  what  was  the  something  she 
sought  of  me.  I  read  every  word  again,  as  Miss 
Mary  leaned  her  head  upon  her  hand  and  rested  ; 
but  no — the  vague,  pitiful  words,  so  humble,  so 
pleading,  bore  no  distinct  meaning  to  me,  except  that 
one  prayer  came  from  her  heart  on  this  sad  day,  and 
that  she  felt  that  I  could  satisfy  it. 

It  did  not  seem  strange  to  me,  in  my  dream,  while 
I  could  so  easily  read  every  word  she  wrote,  I  could 
not  grasp  the  one  real  meaning  of  her  letter. 

When  it  was  finished,  the  heavy  eyes  of  the  writer 
followed  it  slowly,  line  by  line,  word  by  word,  while 
her  tears  fell  heavily  upon  it.  Then  there  was  a 
loug  pause,  while  she  held  the  letter  in  her  hands 
closely  and  tightly,  and  there  grew  a  restless,  fever- 
ish pain  upon  the  young,  wan  face.  Then  the  silence 
was  broken  by  a  sob — ah,  such  a  passionate,  breath- 
less sob! — and  Miss  Mary  rose,  put  the  letter  into  the 
empty  grate,  and  set  light  to  it,  turning  away  with 
her  eyes  covered,  while  it  burned  to  ashes. 

So  wonderfully  real  this  dream  was  to  me  even 
next  morning  that  it  seemed  all  one  with  the  resolu- 
tion I  had  made  to  go  at  once  to  Paris.  Miss  Mary 
wished  for  me,  and  needed  me — that  was  quite  clear 
to  me;  and  I  did  not  pause  to  question  with  myself 
whether  this  consciousness  ought  to  move  me,  based 


only  on  a  dream.  I  felt  no  anxiety  about  leaving 
the  farm,  for  I  had  a  clever  bailiff  now.  I  did  not 
dread  the  journey,  though  I  had  Dever  before  been 
beyond  the  neighboring  counties.  All  was  lost  in  my 
engrossing  anxiety  to  reach  Paris.  I  did  so  next 
morning;  then,  driving  rapidly,  and  sparing  no  labor 
of  inquiry,  I  reached,  within  an  hour,  the  house 
where  Major  Western  lay  dead.  But  his  wife  was 
not  there.  She  had  not  lived  with  him  (sothe  woman 
who  kept  the  house  where  he  had  died,  and  where  at 
first  they  had  lived  together,  told  me  in  answer  to 
my  quiet,  earnest  questioning)  since  she  had,  by  a 
trial  in  which  he  was  concerned,  discovered  how  his 
wealth  was  gained.  Mrs.  Western  had  never  known, 
unfortunately,  the  woman  said,  until  her  own  prop- 
erty was  all  squandered. 

Since  then  she  had  lodged  elsewhere  with  her  little 
daughter,  and  had  earned  (it  was  said),  by  giving 
lessons,  a  livelihood  for  herself  and  her  child.  But 
lately — so  the  woman  had  gathered  from  casual  re- 
marks of  Major  Western's  servant — Mrs.  Western 
had  been  too  ill  to  leave  her  room.  She  used  to  live 
there  with  her  husband,  when  in  Paris — so  the  wo- 
man went  on,  detaining  me  against  my  will — and  she 
was  pretty  then,  and  bright  and  generous;  but  that 
was  a  long  time  ago,  and  she  had  begun  to  change 
aud  pine  almost  directly. 

Her  doctor  had  been  in  about  Major  Western's 
funeral,  but  she  herself  was  far  too  ill  to  come,  even 
if  she  would  have  forgiven  the  past,  and  done  so. 

It  was  a  pitiful  story  of  a  husband's  sin  and  a 
wife's  fruitless  sorrow,  and  I  was  very  glad  when  it 
was  over  and  I  was  on  my  way  again.  I  had  only 
been  able  to  discover  the  street  in  which  Mrs.  West- 
ern lived,  and  so  I  took  each  house  as  I  reached  it, 
determining  not  to  miss  one  chance,  because  time 
was  so  precious  to  me. 

And  at  last  I  found  the  right  house,  and  was  taken 
softly  to  the  door  of  the  quiet,  shadowed  room  where 
she  lay.  For  a  minute  I  stood  unseen,  just  within, 
almost  as  I  had  stood  in  my  dream;  but  the  whole 
scene  was  different,  and  I  seemed  to  forget  my  dream 
just  then.     I  only  saw  the  sad,  sad  scene  before    me. 

The  young  mother  lay  breathing  faintly,  her  head 
raised  upon  the  small  pillows  which  a  little  girl  had 
propped  as  high  as  she  could  and  supported  against 
her  own  tiny  form,  as  she  knelt  behind  her  mother 
on  the  bed,  watching  her  face  wistfully  the  while,  and 
softly  stroking  one  thin  white  hand.  Ah,  such  an 
anxious,  troubled  look  it  was  for  the  face  of  so  young 
a  child!  And  there  was  almost  a  woman's  grave  and 
tender  care  in  the  soothing,  quiet  action — and  such 
patient  strength  too  in  the  unmoved,  steady  posture. 

But  when  I  looked  into  the  mother's  eyes  that 
mist  came  once  again  before  my  own  which  ha,l 
blotted  out  that  face  once  before  when  it  had  been 
my  teacher's. 

*  *  *  *  *  * 

She  tried  hard  to  speak  to  me,  but  the  weakness 
was  too  great  in  that  dying  hour,  and  I — how  could 
I  help  her  in  that  terrible  suffering  of  my  own?  And 
so  the  precious  minutes  passed.  But  I  had  lifted  the 
child  from  her  cramped  position,  and  I  myself  sup- 
ported the  weak  form  which  I  had  last  seen  so  young 
and  beautiful  and  full  of  life. 

But  the  little  one,  though  released,  crept  to  her 
mother's  side,  and,  with  a  tenderness  quaintly  pro- 
tecting, and  without  a  word,  slipped  one  arm  round 
her  mother. 

Above  the  little  face  so  like  her  own,  Mrs.  West- 
ern's yearning  eyes  sought  mine;  and  at  that  mo- 
ment I  sounded  the  very  depths  of  her  speechless 
anxiety  for  her  child.  The  question  she  would  not 
write  to  me,  the  question  she  could  not  speak,  I  read 
now  iu  that  slow,  sad  gaze — so  pitiful,  so  humble  ! 
I  put  my  arms  about  the  tiny,  slender  figure  of  her 
child,  and  drew  it  to  me — drew  it  even  from  her 
mother's  side;  while  a  new  look  dawned  upon  the 
beautiful  dying  face — a  new  look  even  painful  in  its 
speechless  gratitude. 

Falling  upon  my  knees  beside  the  bed,  and  laying 
one  hand  upon  the  child's  head  and  the  other  upon 
the  mother's  wasted  hand,  I  promised  I  would  love 
and  cherish  the  little  one  always — always. 

Ah,  the  mother  knew  how  solemnly  this  vow  of 
mine  came  from  my  gratiful,  sorrowful  heart!  She 
could  hear  its  truth  and  earnestness,  there  on  the 
border  where  all  is  true.  She  could  see  all  now  that 
she  had  been  to  me  so  long,  and  that  I,  iu  humble 
gratitude,  would  be  to  her  little  one. 

She  saw — ah,  who  can  tell  how  much  she  saw,  in 
that  clear  light  so  near  the  end?  But  a  wonderful 
smile  lit  up  the  dying  eyes,  and  made  them  beautiful 
and  glad. 


We  lived  a  life  of  quiet  happiness  at  the  old  farm, 
the  child  and  I.  Gradually  there  died  from  the  mind 
the  haunting  fear  that  she  would  fret  and  pine  away 
in  the  dull  house,  with  no  little  playfellow,  no  child- 
friend,  no  companion  save  a  man  who  had  been  all 
his  life  used  to  solitude  and  silence.  Such  fear  of 
mine,  though  a  natural  one,  could  not  live  in  her 
presence;  for,  though  there  were  times  when,  com- 
ing unexpectedly  upon  her  in  the  twilight,  I  found 
her  eyes  full  of  tears,  and  though  sometimes  in 
church,  as  we  knelt  together,  I  heard  a  little  catch- 
ing in  her  breath,  as  if  a  babyish  sob  had  to  be 
stifled,  I  knew  this  was  natural  to  the  little  mother- 
less child.  As  she  had  always  a  smile  to  greet  me 
with,  and  a  bright  answer  for  every  one  of  my  end- 
less, anxious  questions.  So,  as  I  said,  qaite  soon 
there  died  entirely  that  great  fear  that  she  could 
never  live  without  a  little  child-friend  or  a  mother's 
care. 

She  was  never  shy  with  me,  even  from  the  very 
first.  Once,  when  I  spoke  of  this,  long  afterwards, 
she  said,  "How  could  that  have  been  possible,  after 
she  had  seen  the  smile  of  perfect  trust  and  content- 
ment her  mother  had  given  me,  when  I  had  first 
taken  her  into  my  care?" 

How  proud  I  was  of  my  fairy  child!  Was  she  ever 
one  hour  out  of  my  thought  through  all  the  livelong 
day  ?  I  had  some  one  to  care  for  now;  I  hud  some 
one  to  work  for,  some  one  to  share  the  solitary  old 
home  now;  and,  for  her  sake,  it  must  be  bright  and 
pretty.  I  grew  a  very  child  myself  in  seeking  a 
child's  amusement;  I  felt  almost  young  myself  in 
my  intense  desire  to  understand  the  young;  and  at 
last  I  grew  almost  wise  in  choosing  what  would  be 
the  best  and  brightest  and  pleasantest  for  my  little 
one.  How  I  remember  with  what  care  I  chose  the 
girl  who  was  to  attend  upon  little  May  (her  name  was 
Mary,  like  her  mother's,  but  she  told  me  she  never 
remembered  being  called  anything  but  May;  and  I 
was  very  glad,  for  the  mother's  name  seemed  sacred 
to  me  still),  aud  how  my  housekeeper  used  to  smile 
sometimes  at  the  elaborate,  careful  orders  of  the 
master  who  used  to  be  so  utterly  indifferent  to  little 
household  matters!  But  tnere  were  times,  for  all 
this  new-found  interest  of  mine,  when  I  used  te 
watch  the  pretty  little  figure  moving  softly  in  the 
dark,  old  rooms,  and  sorely  and  regretfully  allow 
that,  however  anxious  I  might  be  over  the  task,  I 
had  no  right  to  take  upon  myself  the  guidance  of  a 
little  creature  such  as  this.  Care,  of  course,  I  might 
bestow  upon  her — care  and  love  untold;  but,  for 
guidance  and  teaching 

Why,  she  would  be  a  woman  some  day  and  have  to 
go  from  this  quiet  farm  to  act  a  woman's  part  in  that 
wide,  unknown  world,  the  sunshine  of  which  only 
such  natures  as  hers  could  make.  And  could  she  go 
with  only  such  guidance  and  teaching  as  I  could  give 
her? 

At  last  all  the  doubts  and  fears  resolved  themselves 
into  one  momentous  question,  which  was  before  me 
ever,  night  and  day — how  was  my  little  one  to  be 
educated  ?  She  seemed  to  be  growing  taller  every 
day,  aud  must  she  not  now  need  wise  and  womanly 
teaching? 

If  so,  she  must  have  it,  even  if  the  old  farm  is  left 
to  me  desolate  again. 

"I  wonder " 

"What  are  you  wondering?  I  think  you  are  al- 
ways wondering  now,  John  ?" 

I  had  taught  her  from  the  first  to  call  me  so.  How 
could  I  resist  the  temptation,  when  there  was  no  one 
else  in  all  the  world  to  call  me  by  my  Christian 
name,  and  when  it  was  so  doubly  sweet  to  me  from 
those  small  lips  which  had  been  the  first  within  my 
memory  to  cling  to  mine? 

She  was  sitting  now  in  her  favorite  position,  on 
my  knee,  her  tiny  fingers  stroking  away  the  lines  in 
my  face. 

"I  was  wondering  about  your  education,  dear." 

"You  have  wondered  about  that  before,"  the  child 
said,  folding  her  hands.  "Will  you  settle  it  now 
please,  John?     Then  you  needn't  wonder  again." 

"Then  you  must  help  me,  dear,"  I  said,  without  a 
smile  for  her  little  comicai  attack  of  gravity. 

"Yes,  of  course.  How  were  you  educated,  John? 
Who  taught  you?" 

This  was  a  little  respite — that  was  all;  so  I  en- 
joyed it. 

"Your  mother  first;  then  our  curate;  then  myself." 

"I  see,"  said  May,  laying  her  cheek  softly  against 
mine,  as  she  almost  always  did  at  my  mention  of  her 
mother.  "Then  I  will  have  the  same  teachers  ex- 
actly. First  my  mother  (of  course  it  was);  then  our 
curate — if  you  like;  then  you.  That's  all  settled, 
isn't  it,  John?  Will  the  curate  be  the  same  who 
taught  you?" 

"Hardly,  dear,  seeing  he  is  a  rector  now,  and  liv- 
ing hundreds  of  miles  away  from  here.  Your  teacher 
must  be  the  new  curate  who  comes  next  week,  if  we 
decide  upon  that." 

"Oh,  we  have  decided  it!"  said  May,  again  folding 
her  hands  demurely.  "I  must  be  taught  exactly  the 
same  as  you  were,  John.  Then  we  shall  be  just  as 
clever  as  each  other." 

Original  and  questionable  as  the  idea  was,  I  still 
felt  it  a  great  relief  that  my  darling  had  not  chosen 
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to  go  away  from  me,  or  even  asked  for  a  lady  to 
te&efa  hi-r  at  hom». 

Be  it  was  all  settled,  as  she  said  (everything  at  the 
farm  now  was  always  as  she  said);  and  on  the  next 
Sunday,  when  our  new  young  curate  read  himself  in, 
I  could  plainly  see  that  May  was  most  gravely  study- 
ing him  as  her  future  preceptor.  I  can  remember, 
even  now,  how  the  sun-rays  touched  my  child's 
bright  hair,  that  morning,  while  she  s  it  so  still  in 
the  corner  of  our  big  pew,  with  her  hands  folded,  as 
she  had  a  trick  of  folding  tbciu,  and  her  question- 
ing, earnest  eyes  upon  the  young  preacher's  face. 
And  yet,  though  it  was  some  one  else  whose  words 
sin-  followed,  some  one  else  who  had  interested  her, 
I  think  I  had  never  before  felt  her  quite  so  near  to 
uxv,  quite  so  entirely  my  own.  But  then  that  morn- 
ing she  was  but  a  little  child,  and  her  world  con- 
tained so  few  besides  myself. 

"Cast  thy  bread  upon  the  water,  for  though  shalt 
find  it  after  many  days." 

I  loved  that  text  which  the  young  man  had  chosen, 
and  every  word  of  his  sermon  sank  into  my  heart; 
while  the  one  vague,  wordless  hope  it  gave  me  only 
my  Father  iu  heaven  knew. 

"John,"  said  my  child,  walking  on  her  homeward 
way  beside  me,  both  her  arms  locked  round  my  arm, 
"that  verse  was  one  that  mother  loved.     She  would 
have  liked  all  Air.  Leslie  said.     Did  you?" 
"Yes,  dear." 

"Mother  told  me  often  exactly  what  it  means," 
said  May,  in  her  childish  gravity,  and  with  that 
touch  of  sadness  in  her  voice  that  told  the  story  of 
her  infancy,  and  which  I  feared  she  would  never 
lose.  "Ever  such  a  crumb  would  do,  she  said,  if  we 
are  poor  and  haven't  more;  and  still  there  will  come 
back  a  great,  great  deal.  You  think  so  too,  don't 
you,  John?" 

Ah,  the  wide,  vague  thoughts  which  my  little  one, 
with  all  her  pondering,  could  not  touch!  Patience 
for  the  "many  days,"  whether  they  tell  a  lifetime  or 
only  a  portion  of  it,  and — through  them  all — God's 
will  be  done  I 

A  few  days  afterwards  Mr.  Leslie  began  his  new 
duties  as  May's  teacher,  and  I  think  that  he  very 
often  found  them  rather  hard;  for,  in  spite  of  her. 
fitful  gravity,  lessons  seemed  to  her  very  unnecessary 
interruptions  to  her  day's  eujoynients;  and,  in  spite 
of  this  being  her  own  proposal,  she  soon  let  it  be 
very  evident  to  him  that  she  declined  to  recognize 
any  authority  save  mine.  "What  more  natural,"  I 
said  to  myself,  with  a  sigh,  "than  that  she  should 
obey  her  staid,  youthful  guardian?" 

Yet  Leslie  enjoyed  his  task,  too.  I  saw  that,  al- 
most from  the  first  ;  and,  as  the  years  went  on,  he 
grew  to  enjuy  it  more  and  more,  until  I  felt  quite 
sure  that,  above  the  tasks  of  all  his  week-days,  this 
task  of  teaching  May  was  pleasant  and  delightful  to 
him,  and  that,  from  his  beingteacher,  it  had  come  to 
pass  that  he  himself  was  being  taught. 

It  came  upou  me  unawares — one  lovely  morning, 
when  the  summer  world  around  me  looked  just  as  it 
did  upon  that  morning  when  Miss  May  found  out 
first  the  craving  of  my  lonely  boyhood.  The  noise 
of  the  rooks  in  the  old  avenue  (mellowed  and  fa- 
miliar though  it  was)  had  given  May  one  of  her 
transparent  excuses  for  putting  away  her  Schiller, 
and  telling  Leslie  that,  as  she  could  not  hear  his 
corrections,  it  would  be  safer  for  her  to  give  up  read- 
ing for  that  day.  She  rarely  let  any  excuse  escape 
her  to  be  out  of  doors  on  these  summer  mornings, 
even  when  Mr.  Fortescue  did  not  come  strolling  to 
the  farm,  to  loiter  there,  as  he  so  often  did  for  an 
unwarrantable  and  unconscionable  time.  And  so  of 
course  I  was  not  surprised  when  she  came  dancing 
out  to  me  with  a  low,  exultant  laugh  over  Leslie's 
defeat,  and  a  glad  greeting  for  the  young  Squire, 
who  stood  beside  me  rather  tired  of  having  so  long 
pretended  not  to  be  watching  for  her  coming. 

It  had  not  come  upon  me  yet;  but  that  morning 
my  eyes  were  to  open  suddenly  to  the  consciousness 
that  my  little  ward  was  a  woman.  I  had  not  fully 
grasped  the  knowledge  yet  but  later  on  that  morn- 
ing it  was  to  be  given  me  beyond  my  power  of  losing 
it  again.  Going  about  the  house  and  farm  with  me — 
always  with  me  just  as  she  did  when  a  tiny  child — 
with  the  same  snatches  of  old  songs,  and  the  same 
coaxing  words  upon  her  lips,  and  smile  and  sunshine 
in  her  eyes,  how  should  I  guess  that  others  saw  a 
change  in  my  darling,  until  it  was  shown  to  me  so 
plainly? 

"We  had  all  been  chatting  together  on  the  one  old 
twisted  seat  upon  the  lawn,  when  May  ran  into  the 
garden  to  gather  us  some  strawberries,  and  Mr.  For- 
tescue, of  course,  went  with  her.  I  had  the  Standard 
in  my  hand,  and.  had  been  reading  now  and  then 
aloud  to  them,  especially  enjoying  May's  quaint  re- 
marks; while  in  the  intervals  the  three  young  peo- 
ple talked.  But  now  I  put  my  newspaper  down  upon 
the  seat,  as  Leslie  was  left  with  me,  and  began  to 
talk  with  him,  wondering  a  little,  though,  in  that 
first  moment,  why  he  had  not,  as  usual,  followed 
May. 

[to  be   continued."! 
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CspNo  communication  will  he  inserted  unless  the 
real  Dame  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Querist. — One  reason  why  horses  don't 
chew  tobacco  is — now  we  are  in  a  fix.  "We 
don't  know  which  one  to  give  you  first. 

Spanker. — The  statement  that  whales  don't 
use  finger  bowls  at  table  is,  we  believe,  cor 
rect.  At  least  we  have  never  seen  a  whale 
do  so. 

Lunatic. — Writes  as  follows:  "I  have  an 
impression . "  After  careful  consideration , 
we  have  come  to  the  conclusion  that  he  had 
better  keep  it.     We  don't  want  it. 

Impo. — Asks,  "how  sweet  ambrosia,  the 
food  of  the  Gods,  was."  Impo  had  better 
wait  until  the  dramatic  critic  of  the  Black- 
guard is  well  and  apply  to  him. 

Cavalier. — The  receipts  of  the  Federal 
Government  during  the  past  year  have  ex- 
ceeded those  of  'the  Wasp  Publishing  Com- 
pany by  over  twenty  million  of  dollars. 

Salamander. — We  are  not  in  a  position  to 
inform  you  whether  the  Czar  of  all  the  Rus- 
sians snores  in  his  sleep.  Tou  had  better 
write  to  Mrs,  Czar,  she  ought  to  know. 

Thomas. — The  assessed  value  of  New  York 
City  is  about  $805,063,933.  You  can  buy 
a  yellow  dog  and  pay  a  year's  subscription 
to  this  paper  for  one  third   of   that   amount. 

Gilead.— We  can't  tell  you  "how  long  the 
world  is  going  to  stand/'  but,  if  beer  keeps 
up  to  ten  cents  a  glass,  something  will  have 
to  burst  or  else  a  large  number  of  us  will  go 
dry. 

Kalamazoo.— All  great  storms  in  this  coun- 
try move  from  west  to  east — that  is  with  the 
exception  of  domestic  storms.  They  move- 
well  you  can't  tell  exactly  what  way  they 
move,  but  it's  safer  and  pleasanter  to  move 
out  of  the  road  when  you  see  one  coming. 

Mansee. — Wants  to  be  informed  if  the  con- 
tribution towards  a  charitable  object,  which 
has  been  reluctantly  extracted  from  a  miserly 
man,  can  be  appropriately  termed  hard  mo- 
ney, even  though  it  be  paid  in  Greenbacks. 
The  question  is  too  hard  for  us.  A&k  the 
"Financial  Editor"  of  the  Alia. 

Bethel. — Wants  to  know,  what  constitutes 
what  is  called  "a  running  hand."  Well  now, 
Bethel,  that's  somewhat  of  a  puzzler.  Four 
aces  and  three  Jacks  are  said  to  form  a  very 
good  standing  hand. ,  And  we  suppose  that 
if   a   thief   were   to    seize   our  step-mother's 


purse  and  scoot  around  the  corner  with  it 
clasped  in  his  digit  that  would  be  justly 
termed  a  "running  hand." 

Amicus. — If  you  have  a  good  trade,  take 
our  advice  and  stick  to  it;  and,  if  any  man  or 
combination  of  men  try  to  make  you  desert 
the  path  of  virtue  and  rim  for  Congress,  kill 
him  or  them.  The  law  will  hold  you  blame- 
less, public  sentiment  will  applaud  you,  the 
old  women  will  refrain  from  throwing  slops 
on  you,  small  boys  will  run  after  you  with 
harvest  apples,  and  the  girls  will  smile  as 
yon  pass  by. 


Editli  Comforts  Brother  Jack. 

BV  BRETE  harte*. 

"Crying!"   Of  course  I  am  crying,  and  I  guess  you'd 

be  crying  too 
If  people  were  telling  such  stories  as  they  tell   about 

me,  about  you. 
Oh,  yes,  you  can  laugh  if  you  want  to,  and  smoke  as  - 

you  didn't  care  how, 
And  get  your  brains  softened  like  uncle's — Dr.  Jones 

says  you're  gettin'  it  now. 

Why  don't  you  say  "Stop"  to  Miss  Ilsey  ?   She  cries 

twice  as  much  as  I  do. 
And  she's  older  and  cries  just  from  meanness — for  a 

ribbon  or  anything  new. 
Ma  says  it's  her  "sensitive  nature."     Oh,  my!  No,  I 

shan't  stop  my  talk! 
And  I  don't  want  no  apples  nor  candy,   and  I  don't 

want  to  go  take  a  walk! 

I   know  why   you're  mad!      Yes,    I  do,  now!     You 

think  that  Miss  Ilsey  likes  you, 
And   I've   heard   her   repeatedly   call   you  the  bold- 

facest  boy  that  she  knew; 
And  she'd  like  to  know  where  you  learned  manners. 
Ob,  yes!  kick  the  table  that's  right! 
Spill  the  ink  on  my  dress,  and  then  go  'round  telling 

Ma  that  I  look  like  a  fright! 

— What   stories  ?     Pretend    you    don't    know    that 

they're  paying  I  broke  off  the  match 
'Twixt  old  Money-grubber  and  Mary,  by  saying   she 

called  him  "Crosspatch!" 
When  the  only  allusion  I  made  him  about  sister  Mary 

was  she 
Cared  more  for  his  cash  than   his  temper,    and   you 

know,  Jack,  you  said  that  to  me! 

And  it's  true!     But  it's  me,  and  I'm  scolded,  and  Pa 

Bays  if  I  keep  on  I  might 
By  and  by  get  my  name  iu  the  papers!    Who  cares  ? 

Why,  'twas  only  last  night 
I  was  reading  how  Pa  and  the   Sheriff  were   selling 

some  lots,  and  it's  plain 
If  it's  awful  to  be  in  the  papers,  why  Papa  would  go 

and  complain. 

You  think  it  ain't  true  about  Ilsey!      Well,  I  guess  I 

know  girls — and  I  say 
There's  nothing  I  see  about  Ilsey  to  show  she   likes 

you,  anyway! 
I  know  what  it  means  when  a  girl  who  has  called  her 

cat  after  a  boy 
Goes  and  changes  its  name  to  another's.     And  she's 

done  it — and  I  wish  you  joy! 


Dr.  Begg,  of  Scotland,  is  opposed  to  in- 
strumental music  in  religious  services.  "Does 
the  Bible,"  he  asks,  "say  anything  about 
Paul,  the  Apostle,  going  from  place  to  place 
with  an  American  organ  ?"  It  doesn't,  Mr. 
Begg — simply  because  the  American  organ 
was  not  born  until  after  Paul's  death.  Nor 
does  it  say  anything  about  a  dirty  son  of 
Italy  going  from  place  to  place  with  a  hand 
organ — but  they  all  do  it. 
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The  Very  Freshest  American  Humor 

Who  can  understand  a  cornstalk. — Cam- 
den Post. 

Missing  men — Bad  marksmen. — N.  Y. 
Graphic. 

A  sham-poo Affected  contempt. —  Gin. 

Sal.  Night. 

The  song  of  the  top — Hum  again.—  Boston 
Transcript. 

Difficult  to  real  eyes — artificial  optics. — 
Cin.  Sat.  Night. 

Song  of  the  cheese:  "Will  you  love  me 
when  I  mould?" 

Lottery  investors  always  look  out  for  the 
number  won. — N.  Y.  Herald. 

Natural  selection — Taking  the  biggest 
watermelon. — Keokuk  Constitution. 

Strange  anomaly,  is  it  not,  that  a  fall-over- 
coat should  have  a  stand-up  collar? 

Because  a  tailor  sits  on  his  own  feet  does 
it  follow  that  he  is  a  cornseated  man  ? 

In  all  well-regulated  families  the  hired 
girl  has  to  get  up  and  dust. — Boston  Globe. 

"Don't  give  it  a  whey,"  is  a  parallel  ex- 
pression to  "Cheese  it." — Reynolds  Herald. 

Lightning  struck  an  apiary  in  Denver,  re- 
cently, and  astonished  every  bee- holder. 

Any  man  pays  too  much  for  his  whistle 
who  has  to  wet  it  fifteen  or  twenty  times  a 
day. 

An  experienced  boy  says  it  is  a  mistake 
that  misfortunes  never  come  shingle. — Cin. 
Sal,  Night. 

"You  may  rest  assured" — as  the  life  insur- 
ance fiend  remarked  to  his  victim. — Boston 
traveller. 

If  you  don't  want  to  be  robbed  of  your 
good  name,  do  not  have  it  printed  on  your 
umbrella. 

Londoners  do  not  like  the  name  Vaudeville 
for  a  playhouse,  and  the  hackmen  call  it  war 
devil. — Ex. 

Graduates  who  enter  journalism  should 
not  forget  to  bring  their  sculls  to  the  office. 
— Cin.  Com. 

Why  don't  yoa  go  fishing  ? — Detroit  Free 
Press.  Because  we  haven't  got  the  worms. 
— Phila.  Chronicle. 

Examination  in  a  South  American  School 
— "Now,  my  boy,  how  is  the  earth  divided?" 
"By  earthquakes  sir." 

"Crying  widows  marry  soonest,"  remarks 
the  philosopher  of  the  N.  Y.  Gomercial. 
"Tour  still  widow  remains   a  widow  still." 


"There's  son  shine  for  you,"  said  he,  as  he 
saw  a  dutiful  boj'  polishing  his  father's 
boots. — Syracuse  Times. 

It 'is  said  that  mosquitoes  are  bred  upon 
the  waters.  In  that  case  they  will  return 
again  before  many  daj's. 

Reading  the  paper  this  morning  we  felon 
a  notice  of  a  defaulter,  who  is  well  connected 
— by  hand-cuffs. — N.  Y.  News. 

Two  Japanese  babies  are  hitched  together 
at  the  shoulders.  The  mother  rejoices  to 
see  them  so  highly  connected. 

A  smart  woman  suggests  to  us  that  what  is 
needed  in  our  public  schools  are  principals, 
not  men. — Keokuk  Constitution. 

Men  who  pay  one  hundred  cents  on  the 
dollar  are  beginning  to  insist  on  the  rights 
of  the  minority. — Boston  Com.  Bulletin. 

The  women  are  augels — of  course  they  are 
— and  have  wiugs.  Otherwise  how  could 
they  fly  into  a  passion  ? — Reynolds  Herald. 

A  horn  sounding  in  an  uninhabited  wilder- 
ness is  like  some  base  ball  games,  because 
why,  it's  toot  to  nothing. — Keokuk  Constitu- 
tion. 

The  grand  and  awful  difference  between  a 
tree  and  a  bore  is — hurrah,  now! — the  tree 
leaves  in  spring,  and  the  bore,  why,  he  never 
leaves. 

Bankers  were  not  always  ''bloated."  We 
ask  Denis  Kearney  if  Shakespeare  doesn't  re- 
fer to  the  "lean  and  hungry  cashier?" — New 
Haven  Register. 

Why  is  a  cornetist  always  poor  ?  Because 
he  is  continually  blowing  his  notes  away, 
and  the  report  of  his  wealth  is  all  in  a  horn. 
Baltimore  Every  Saturday. 

"Bedad!  Look  at  the  baste,  with  his  two 
toothpicks  stickin'  out  er  hismout!"  was  how 
the  first  sight  of  an  elephant  affected  Bridget 
Muldoon. — Boston  Transcript. 

Easy  lies  the  young  man  with  a  patch,  who 
says  he  isn't  warm,  when  his  girl  tells  him  to 
discard  conventionalities  so  far  to  remove 
his  coat  while  plaj'ing  croquet. 

In  these  days  the  fly  is  less  agile,  but  more 
persistent.  We  do  not  consider  the  change 
an  improvement — from  the  bald-headed 
point  of  view. — New  Haven  Register. 

An  artist  once  painted  an  angel  with  six 
toes.  "Who  ever  saw  an  angel  with  six 
toes  ?"  people  inquired.  "Who  ever  saw  one 
with  less  ?"  was  the  counter  question. 

It  is  Mr.  Edison's  latest  invention.  After 
to-day  postal  cards  will  be  used  that  will 
strike  a  postmaster  blind  whenever  he  at- 
tempts to  read  one. — Oil  City  Derrick. 

When  Denis  Kearney  reaches  Willimantic 
with  his  twaddle  about  pooling  issues,  he 
will  see  something  worth  taking  abont  in  the 
way  it  issues  its  spools. — Phila.  Bulletin. 

A  Keokuk  man  has  a  lot  of  good  resolu- 
tions which  he  kept  all  through  the  heated 
term.  He  wrote  them  out  on  paper  and  kept 
them  in  a  refrigerator. — Keokuk  Constitution. 

The  Tribune's  delicate  nostrils  detects  a 
fragrance  about  growing  corn  that  it  thinks 
must  be  regarded  a  distinctively  American 
odor,  but  how  about  bunions?  -Rochester  De- 
mocrat. 

A  clergyman  asked  some  children,  "Why 
do  we  say  in  the  Lord's  prayer,  'who   art  in 


heaven,'  since  God  is  every  where  ?"  A  little 
drummer  boy  answered,  "because  it's  head- 
quarters," 

We  read  that  poor  John  Rogers  who  was 
burned  at  the  stake,  and  yet  there  are  lots 
of  base  ball  editors  on  daily  papers  who  will 
probably  be  alllowed  to  die  natural  deaths. 
— Rome  Sentinel. 

Nothing  aggravates  a  young  man  more 
than  to  have  his  sweetheart's  little  brother 
take  his  unfinished  cigar  from  its  hidden 
nook  and  surreptitiously  scoot  with  it.— 
Hackensack  Republican. 

People  of  culchah  should  not  ask  for  a 
dozen  raw;  they  should  say,  "Waitawlbwing 
me  the  marine  acephalous  and  apedaneous 
mollush  of  the  lamel  branchiate  and  the 
genus  ostrea,  on  the  demishell." — N.  Y. 
Com.  Adv. 

A  man  went  down  town  the  other  day  and 
sat  about,  half  through  for  a  portrait.  Then 
he  went  to  a  picnic  with  his  thin  pants  on 
got  a  cold  which  swelled  his  jaw  so  that  when 
he  went  again  his  picture  didn't  fit. — Bridge- 
port Standard. 

Old  Sowerbody,  who  has  been  reading  that 
allekton  will  prevent  any  change  in  the 
body's  appearance,  says  he  is  going  to  paint 
Mrs.  S.  when  she  looks  good  and  pleasant, 
if  it  costs  him  a  hundred  dollars  to  do  it. — 
Boston  Transcript. 

A  correspondent  writes  to  inquire  if  it  is 
the  custom  in  France  to  use  ice  in  the  ampu- 
tation of  limbs.  As  we  have  been  accus- 
tomed to  having  our  amputations  effected  in 
Switzerland  and  Germany,  we  can  give  no 
authentic  reply. —  Yonkers  Gazette. 

This  country  is  becoming  so  crowded  with 
marksmen,  athletes,  swimmers  and  oarsmen 
wearing  medals  on  their  breasts  that  the  or- 
dinary man  will  have  to  return  to  blue  coats 
and  brass  buttons  in  order  to  keep  from  sink- 
ing into  utter  insignificance. — Phila.  Chro- 
nicle. 

The  mother  who  went  to  Saratoga  with  her 
three  eligible  daughters  and  failed  to  marry 
any  of  them  off  can  be  identified,  as  she  re- 
turns, by  the  way  she  sends  glances  of  death 
and  destruction  at  the  baggagemaster  who 
drops  the  trunks  on  the  end. — Detroit  Free 
Press. 

"Dr.  Winship,  of  Boston,  can  heft  three 
thousand  pounds  with  one  arm,  but  the 
weakest  little  woman  in  America  can  beat 
him  to  death  lugging  a  sixteen  pound  baby 
all  over  town  on  a  hot  day,  on  the  hunt  for  a 
baby  size  of  sandal  slippers." — St.  Louis 
Journal. 

By  the  aid  of  a  strawberry  mai'k  a  Massa- 
chusetts man  has  found  a  long  lost  brother 
in  the  poor  house.  It  is  sad  to  reflect  that 
after  a  while  the  stock  of  strawberry  marks 
will  run  out  and  this  world  will  be  full  of 
long  lost  brothers,  bowed  down  with  grief 
and  inidentity. — Fulton  Times. 

When  a  woman  combs  her  hair  back  with 
two  ropes,  hold  one  in  her  mouth  until  she 
winds  the  other  upon  her  tuck  comb,  and 
then  finds  that  she  has  lost  her  last  hair  pin, 
she  feels  that  the  sex  needs  two  mouths — 
one  to  hold  her  hair  in,  and  the  other  to 
make  remarks  with. — Breakfast  Table. 

The  thrill  of  rapture  which  passes  through 
a  man  when  a  pretty  girl  puts  her  pearly 
arms  around  his  neck  and  kisses  him,  is  not 
precisely  the  same  as  the  feeling  whick  takes 
possession  of  him  when  he  rolls  up  his  sleeves 
to  wash  in  the  morning  and  ascertains  that 
there  is  no  water  in  the  pitcher.  ■ 
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— A  woman  died  in  England  recently  from 
the  bite  of  a  fly. 

— The  Emperor  of  Austria  is  suffering  from 
indigestion.     Too  much  Turkey. 

— The  Austrians  have  occupied  Zwornick, 
and  in  consequence  Nick  has  Zwore  off. 

— The  man  who  first  nominated  Grant  for 
President  is  dead.  But  can  any  one  tell  us 
where  he  has  gone  to  ? 

— Our  artist  is  in  hopes  that  our  California 
street  contemporary  will  not  find  our  pictures 
dull  or  uniuteresting  this  week. 

— Emperor  Norton  does  not  shave  the  end 
of  his  nose,  but  Hopkins  &  Co.  sometimes 
shave  paper — with  unprofitable  results. 

— Among  the  convicts  at  the  Auburn  Pri- 
son are  forty-two  lawyers,  twenty-seven 
clergymen,  and  thirteen  physicians,  but  no 
editors. 

— Eggs  are  selling  at  twenty  cents  per 
dozen  and  calico  ten  cents  a  yard.  A  healthy 
good  mannered  hen  can  therefore  lay  two 
dresses  per  year. 

— The  recent  State  elections  resulted  in 
favor  of  the  Democratic  party,  the  Republi- 
can party,  the  Greenback  party,  and — well, 
that's  about  all. 

— The  Constitutional  Convention  having  at 
last  secured  the  services  of  a  competent  dish- 
washer will  at  an  early  day — say  next  Christ- 
mas— proceed  to  business. 

— The  Whites  win,  cried  an  excited  native 
of  Louisiana  who  was  watching  a  game  of 
chess,  and  the  Associated  Press  man,  who 
happened  to  be  passing,  immediately  tele- 
graphed: "Another  conflict  between  whites 
and  blacks. 

— In  Texas,  Miss  Mittie  Armstrong  became 
jealous  of  her  escort's  attention  to  Mrs. 
Phoebe  Wilson,  and  without  warning  drew 
her  pistol  and  put  a  ball  in  the  plumb  widow. 
That's  the  place  to  live  !  Wouldn't  it  be 
nice  to  have  the  girls  fighting  over  a  fellow  ? 

— The  Cincinnati  Breakfast  lable,  a  journal 
devoted  to  humor,  and  society  news,  has  just 
concluded  its  first  year  with  every  prospect, 
so  far  as  we  can  judge,  of  becoming  a  per- 
manent success.  The  Breakfast  Table  bristles 
with  fun  and  we  congratulate  it  upon  its  suc- 
cess. 

— An  item  in  the  telegraphic  dispatches  of 
an  eastern  exchange,  says  :     "  The  Califor- 


nia Constitutional  Convention  assembled  on 
Saturday,  but  did  no  business  save  the 
swearing  in  of  members."  If  our  contempo- 
rary could  only  appreciate  the  difficulty  of 
finding  an  oath  which  would  have  any  bind- 
ing effect  on  the  members  of  that  august 
body,  it  would  not  speak  in  such  a  slighting 
manner  of  the  day's  work. 


Their  Circus. 

The  boys  on  Sproat  street  were  yesterday 
arranging  for  a  circus*,  a  la  Barnum  and  Cole, 
and  most  of  the  preparations  had  been  made, 
when  some  one  discovered  that  no  clown  had 
been  engaged.  The  leader  looked  the  crowd 
over,  and.  making  a  selection,  he  said: 

"Here,  Willie,  you  must  be  the  clown. 
Now,  then,  Tom  takes  the  tickets,  Jimnry 
leads  the  band,  I  am  the  giant,  and  little 
Willie  stands  in  the  center  and  talks  bad  and 
acts  like  an  idiot!" 

There  is  no  reason  why  the  bo3Ts'  circus 
should  not  be  a  success. 


So  It  Would. 


A  citizen  who  was  doing  some  marketing 
yesterday  had  his  attention  attracted  to  a  boy 
about  12  years  of  age,  who  seemed  anxious 
to  get  hold  of  one  of  the  many  big  water- 
melons piled  up  in  the  California  Market.  It 
seemed  like  a  good  chance  to  sow  a  seed  in 
the  lad's  mind,  and  the  citizen  beckoned  the 
boy ,  and  queried : 

"My  son,  would  you  like  to^steal  one  of 
those  melons  ?" 

"Yes,  sir,"  was  the  prompt  reply. 

"You  would,  eh  !  I  am  sorry  to  hear  that. 
If  you  should  steal  one  of  those  melons,  my 
boy,  do  you  know  what  the  result  might  be?" 

The  lad  scratched  his  head,  surveyed  the 
pile  again ,  and  answered : 

"I  'spect  the  plaguey  thing  would  be  green 
all  the  way  through  !" 


He  Understood. 


Yesterday  when  the  black  clouds  gathered 
in  the  north  and  betokened  the  coming  of  a 
thunder-storm,  a  citizen  who  was  coming 
down  on  a  Montgomery  avenue  car  remarked 
to  an  elderly  man  beside  him: 

"A  storm  is  portending." 

"Hey?"  inquired  the  other. 

"I  say  there  are  tokens  of  a  storm,"  con- 
tinued the  first. 

"Hey?"  was  the  brisk  inquiry  again. 

"Appearances  indicate  a  storm!"  exelaimed 
the  citizen,  a  trifle  embarrassed. 

"Hey!  What  did  you  say  about  indeli- 
cate?" queried  the  other. 

"There's  going  to  be  a  thunder-storm!" 
shouted  the  citizen,  dropping  his  big  words 
all  of  a  sudden. 

"Ah !  Now  I  understand,"  said  the  old  man 
— "going  to  be  a  thunder-storm.  Well,  what 
do  vou  want  me  to  do  about  it?" 


MERCERS 

Marsh  Mallow  Candy 

WHOLESALE   AND    RETAIL, 

No.  17  POWELL  ST.,  opp.  Baldwin's  Hotel,  San 
Francisco. 

Branch  of  518  KEARNY   STREET. 

^"Special  Attention  paid  to  Country  Orders. ^J 


The  theatres  have  been  rather  quiet  dur- 
ing the  week.  There  has  been  no  startling 
developments  behind  the  foot-lights,  and  no 
danger  of  suffocation,  through  overcrowding, 
before  them.     At  the 

California  Theatre 
Mr.  Frank  Mayo  in  a  highly  sensational  play 
entitled  "The  Streets  of  New  York"  has 
formed  the  attraction.  Mr.  Mayo  is  a  gen- 
tleman who  does  not  hesitate  to  take  liber- 
ties with  the  playwright's  work  if  by  so  do- 
ing he  can  gain  a  little  ephemeral  applause. 
"The  Streets  of  New  York,"  like  all  the  rest 
of  Boucicault's  productions,  is  a  combination 
of  other  men's  ideas. 


At  Baldwin's 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  Williamson  have  been  varying 
their  programme  almost  every  night.  Pro- 
ducing among  others,  "The  Child  of  the  Ke- 
giment"  in  which?  Mrs.  Williamson  displayed 
more  capacity  as  an  actress  than  we  had 
thought  she  possessed. 


At  the  Bush  Street  Theatre 
Mrs.   Oates  and  her  troupe  have  presented 
that  favorite  piece  "La  Fille  de  Madame  An- 
got"  in  a  very  creditable  manner. 


At  the  Grand  Opera  House  • 
"Around  the  World  in  Eighty  Daps"  has 
been  found  sufficient  attraction  to  fulfill  the 
requirements  of  the  treasury  consequently  it 
has  been  run  for  another  week.  We  have 
seen  this  piece  played  many  times  before  but 
seldom  in  such  a  slovenly  meritless  way. 


Ques. 


Eight  new  plays  by  American  authors  will 
be  produced  in  New  York  this  season. 

D.  Dalziel  has  adapted  Emile  Augier's 
"Les  Pourchambault,"  and  it  is  now  placed 
regularly  in  the  repertoire  of  the  Lingards. 

Zoe  Tuttle,  known  in  this  city  as  the  child 
actress,  opens  at  the  Boston  Theatre,  Octo- 
ber 14th,  in  "Crossette" — English  adapta- 
tion of  Victor  Hugo's  "Les  Miserables." 

Julian  Beauchlerc,  in  "Diplomacy,"  seems 
to  be  an  unlucky  part.  Montague  was 
stricken  down  in  it;  and  now  recently  Mau- 
rice Barrymore,  while  playing  it  in  Brook- 
lyn, was  seized  with  diptheria,  and  became 
seriously  ill. 

Robson  and  Crane,  as  we  learn  by  our  ex- 
changes, are  doing  an  exceptionally  good 
business  in  the  interior.     They  have  gener- 
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ally  exceeded  all  previously  good  houses  in 
Stockton  and  San  Jose  by  $100,  and  met  with 
the  same  result  in  Sacramento. 

The  Strasburg  Clock  which  is  on  exhibi- 
tion at  727  Market  Street,  is  a  fac  simile  of 
the  most  remarkable  feature  of  the  great 
Cathedral  of  Strasburg.  Its  very  close  re- 
semblance to  the  great  original,  and  its 
pleasing  automatic  movements,  combined 
with  its  scientific  astronomical  mechanism, 
combine  to  give  to  it  a  great  degree  of  in- 
terest. People  with  a  spare  hour  cannot  do 
better  than  spend  it  in  viewing  the  model  of 
this  famous  clock. 


"Woodward's  Gardens. 
"What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

FOUND — Violin,  Guitar  and  Banjo  Strings 
pure  in  tone  and  durable,  tor  only  12%  cents  at 
at  MEYERS'  Music  Store,  605  Kearny  Street. 

SPECIAL  NOTICES. 

A  limited  number  of  complete  second  vol- 
umes of  the  Wasp  may  be  purchased  at  the 
business  office,  602  California  Street. 


Watches,  Jewelry  and  Silverware,  at  the 
very  lowest  prices.  Watch  and  Jewelry  re- 
pairing a  specialty  all  work  warranted.  H. 
WEULE,  634  Market  St.,  opp.  Palace  Hotel. 


The  Stock  Indicator  Saloon  is  the  finest 
place  of  its  kind  on  the  Coast.  A  stock  in- 
dicator giving  the  latest  quotations  direct 
from  the  Board.  The  choicest  wines  and  li- 
quors kept  constantly  on  hand.  Open  from 
6  A.  M.  to  6  P.  M.  Prank  C.  Bemmington, 
Iieidesdorff  Street,  between  Pine  and  Cali- 
fornia, below  Pacific  Stock  Board. 


A.  Albers,  formerly  with  Geo.  Ma3res,  Cali- 
fornia Market,  Stock  Indicator  Oyster  and 
Lunch  House,  Leidesdorff  street,  bet.  Pine 
and  California,  belowthe  Pacific  Stock  Board. 
Oysters  in  all  styles,  served  from  6  A.  M.  to 
6  P.  M.  Families  supplied  with  the  best 
oysters  in  the  market. 


— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 


ings.  Office:  N.  E.  cor.  Kearny  and  Bush 
streets.  Shop,  No.  854  Harrison  street,  San 
Francisco.  Residence,  No.  924  Harrison 
street. 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi 
ness  office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


Madame  Demorest's  cut  paper  patterns 
The  most  stylish  and  reliable  of  any  patterns 
made.  Send  for  illustrated  Calalogue,  free, 
A  full  and  complete  assortment  of  patterns 
always  on  hand.  Will  be  sent  to  any  a 
dress  in  the  country  by  mail  on  the  receipt 
of  price  in  stamps.  Myron  Shew,  General 
Agent  for  the  Pacific  Coast,  No.  109  Dupont 
street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


Delicious  candies  and  caramels  are  being 
manufactured  fresh  every  day  at  the  Paragon 
Candy  Store,  101  Dupont  street,  corner  of 
Geary.  Wright  &  Tham,  Proprietors.  De  ■ 
pot  of  the  celebrated  Paragon  Marsh  Mel- 
low Drops,  also,  agency  for  Brummell's  cele- 
brated Cough  Drops.  Wholesale  and  Re- 
tail. 


IMons.  Alexander  S.  Oe  Wolowski, 

The  well-known  pianist  and  vocalist,  honor- 
ary member  of  the  principal  Philharmonic 
Societies,  reopens  courses  and  classes  for 
piano  and  singing,  for  opera,  parlor  and  con- 
certs, by  his  new  simplified  method,  the 
shortest  and  best  in  existence,  saving  years  of 
practice  to  beginners,  reading  music  at  sight 
and  training  the  voice  to  its  highest  culture. 
Musical  time  by  his  new  invention.  At  Al- 
bemarle House,  No.  8  Mason  St. 


J.  S.  Stratton,  contractor  for  raising  and 
moving  brick,  stone,  iron,  and  wooden  build- 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


fO   LIT. 

Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  E,  E.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BEOS.,  in 
Santa  Eosa. 


FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning, 
Eepairing  and  Dyeing. 


LAST  OPPORTUNITY! 

TO  SEE  THE  WONDEEFUL 


STRASBURG  CLOCK! 

All  delighted  at  its  marvelous  movements,  aston- 
ished at  its  intricate  mechanism,  interested  in  its 
pathetic  history,  and  full  of  wonder  at  its  BEAUTY 
and  PEKFECTION. 

Now   on   Exhibition    at    727 
Market   Street ! 

Open  from  10  A.  M.  to  9.30  P.  M.;  and  on  Sunday 
from  6  P.  M.  to  10  P.  M.  Admission  15  cents;  Two 
for  25  cents;  Children  10  cents. 


A  VINEYARD. 

Constantly  on 
hand 

WINES  &  BRANDIES, 

Burgundy, 

Muscat,     Catawba, 

EED,   WHITE, 
and     other     WINES. 

Robert  Chalmers,  Coloma. 

FOE  SALE  BY 

ROBERT   BEE.L, 

General  Agent  for  San  Francisco,  also 
Dealer  in 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors, 

412  Sansonie  Street, 


San  Francisco. 


DODS^sTOULY'S 

YEAST  POWDER 

FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 
Ask    Your     Grocer    For    It. 


CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420-1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .Alireris  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AEOHITEOT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block, 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building.     ■ 
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THE  ONLY  HOUSE  in  the  city  that  receives  frush  patterns  and  New  York  and  Paris  Fashions  weekly.     Samples,  with  instructions  for  self-moasuranient 


N1C0LL,  THE  TAILOR, 

Branch    of   New    York 


1$  £$eanw  J|/,  and  dOa  Jtffontgomqrg  «§/. 

The  Quickest,  Best  and  Cheapest  Tailor  in  the  World. 

Pants  to   Order  in  Six  Hours,  and  Suits  in  One  Day,  if  Required. 


TO  ORDER 

Pants,     -     from  $4.01 
Suits,     -    irom  $15. Of 
Overcoats,  from  $15.00 
Dress  Coats,    "  $20.00 


TO  ORDER 

Black  Doeskin 

Pants,  -  from  $7.00 
White  Vests,  '•  $3.00 
Fancy  Tests,  "    $6.00 


A  simill  stock  on  band,  oi  our  own  make,  to  select  from.    Tailors   and   the   public   supplied  with  cloth  and  trimmings  at  wholesale  pricep  by  the  yard;  cut. 


p.  Kmiiiir, 

Piln  Boot  Maker 

OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 


The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


combined.      For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.     The 
elastic  is  so  placed   back  of 
the   ankle   as   to   protect   it 
from  wear  and  it 
does       not      bind 
around   the  ankle 

like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now.  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  S3. 50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


<t»C   4-/-V  GlOf^  PCI^  ^av  at  nome' 
tpO    UU  <P-3\-/  Address  Stikbox  &  Co. 


Samples  worth  $5  free. 
Portland,  Maine. 


BIBEilHIJL 
Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast    Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


President 

Vice-President  . 


OFFICEES: 


.  .M.  D.  SWEENY 
.  D.  O'SULLIVAN 


TRUSTEES- 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touchard, 

'&.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donouue, 

Treasurer EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  OtHce  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  Bhould  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  32.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  0  t 
july21-tf   ' 


Candies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!     Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

I>.  CAJSTX'TT  «3te  CO., 

Wholesale     and    Retail    Confectioners, 

107  MONTGOMERY  STREET. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  our  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates.  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal,  Orders  from  the  interior  promply  and  care- 
fully attended  to.  Broken  Candy,  15  cents  a  pound. 
Mixed  Candy,  20  cents  a  pound. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  BEST  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER 
COAST! 


THE  PACIFIC 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 


Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NO"W  IN  THE  THIRD  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -         -     U  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

tyAU  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal  Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys, 


ALBABTT 


ubt[hating  (^omyonml 


AND   CUPS. 


One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  »nd  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cups. 

THE 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing*  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
add  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing — 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble. 

K.  HOE  &  CO'S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGEE  SAWS, 

^»\"^ — "iW-/*'     always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
•^N«HA5/^>       out  any  nf  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saw   constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.    Address 

TATUM  &  BOWEN, 

No.  3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market. 
P.  O.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 
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y^ciFieeo^T|sAN  francisco 

(lf)TT)  Any  worker  can  make  §12  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
*■*"  V-/-*J-1-'  Outfit  free.     Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
"WASPVan  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 
FOR,    SALE, 

From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KORBEL  & 
BEOS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL 
&  BROS.,  in  Santa  Rosa. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


*fcfifi   a  week  in  your  own  town.  Terms  and  §5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
yu"  dress  H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing    MONDAY,    OCT.    7th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  "Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


3nn  P.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Steamer  "James  M. 
•V/V/  Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),  connecting  with 
Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa, 
Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  con- 
nections at  Lakevills  for  Sonoma;  at  Geysenille  for  Skagg's 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City, 
and  the  Geysers. 

^..Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  with  Ful- 
ton and  Guernevillh  R  R.  for  Korbel's,  Guerneville  and  the  Red- 
woods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  11.00  A.  M.] 

Q  C\f\  A.  M.  [Sundays  only],  Excursion  Steamer  "'James  M. 
*-*»vv  Donahue"  connecting  at  Donahue  with  trains  for  Clo- 
verdale and  way  stations. 

RETURNING  TRAINS  will  leave  Donahue  at 
4.40  P.  M.  and  arrive  in  San  Francisco  at  6.25  P.  M. 

SSLFreifrht  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  3.00  P.  SI.,  except  Sunday. 

A.  HUGHES,  A.  A.  BEAN,  P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  Manager..   Sup't.       Gen.  P.  & T.  Ag't. 


BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between    8th   and   9th   Streets, 

M.  NUN  AN,  Proprietor. 


NOTICE. 

The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicious  nature  will 
be  published  by  this  paper. 


O.  D,  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  R.  KELLY. 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 

WAITED. 

In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,  CANVAS- 
SERS for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find   this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
"Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 
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IX  HICKS  <3c  CO,, 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANT 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543   Clay   Street 

SAX   FRANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


i-U  MM 


Nails,  Freckles,  Vfai'ts,  Moles,   effectually   cured  by 
tha  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   CiERARD,    from  Paris. 

836  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

IB.  s.  BU-Risrs, 

Agent   for 

The  Slutntid  Wasp 

Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,    between   J   and    ¥, 

SACKAMENTO,  CAL. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 

409  "Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


nov!7-tf 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.)  ■ 

FREE 

MQm§  and  Int§lliggnQ@  Bureau 

Fot  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOR  ANY  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours-  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 


TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

023  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of 
all  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
erative organs,  and  all  physical  con- 
ditions of  weakness  consequent  upon 
Jthe  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 
Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successful  treated. 
The  sick  and  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospital  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  he 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  may  be  CUBED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 


y  M^BAi™£C0 


Wholesale  Of/rp^^r;  •• 


«■  Kit 

-  {sir 


"^ 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

-     AT   -- 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCKIBEKS 
Thirty-five  cents  per  month  delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVAKIABLY    IN   ADVANCE) 

^  Postage  Free) 

One  Tear        -          -          -  $4.00 

Six  Months                      -          -  $2.00 

Three  Months          -.             -  -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PABTS  OF  EUROPE: 
^Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -  $5.00 

Six  Months      -  $2.50 

Three  Months      -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Cottntry  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  "Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  "WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Correspondents  . — "Wh  en  sen  ding  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  The  Editor,  602  Cali- 
fornia street,  San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  OCTOBER  19,  1878. 

"' Gainst  the  wrong  (hat  needs  redressing, 
For  the  weak,  the  strong  oppressing." 

The  shocking  disclosures  of  gross  corrup- 
tion in  the  Police  Force  which  every  day 
brings  forth  have  destroyed  all  confidence  in 
it.  If  the  Commissioners  have  any  regard  for 
the  obligations  which  their  position  imposes 
upon  them,  they  will  not  be  satisfied  with  in- 
vestigating and  punishing  that  which  is  dis- 
closed but  will  endeavor  to  find  out  where  the 
crookedness  does  exist. 


The  idiosyncrasies  of  the  Press  are  many 
and  wonderful.  After  the ,  tragic  death  of 
the  late  Alexander  Austin,  it  was  asserted  by 
some  of  the  papers  in  the  city  that  the  de- 
ceased man  had  been. so,  devotedly  attached 
to  his  late  wife  that  her  death  put  him,  to  use 
a  vulgar  phrase,  a  little  off  his  chump.  Sub- 
sequently the  same  papers,  through  their 
editorial  columns,  asserted  that  -it  was  a 
matter  of  notoriety  that  the  dead  man.  had 
been  carrying  on  a  somewhat  questionable 
intimacy  with  a  well  known  actress.  Here  is 
a  direct  and  glaring  contradiction  and  one 
that  is  utterly  inexcusable  inasmuch  as  these 
'papers  claim  that  their  columns,  are  invari- 
ably reliable. 


Amongst  the  many  changes  in  the  Consti- 
tution which  the  spirit  and  necessity  of  the 
times  demand  we  venture  to  suggest  the  fol- 
lowing: 

The  adoption  of  the  Scotch  principle  of 
juries  finding  a;  verdict  of  Not  Proven  where 
the  evidence  is  not  strong  enough  to  convict, 
yet  too  strong  to.  permit  of  belief  in  the  in- 
nocence of  the  accused. 

Taxation  of  unimproved  land . 

Providing  for  the  establishment  of  a  per- 
manent civil  service  in  the  State;  and,  as  far 
as  may  be,  to  effect  the  same  purpose  in  all 
municipalities.- 

Retiring  officers  to  deliver  over  everything 
to  their  successors. 

The  State  Legislature  to  be  elected  once 
every  four  years. 

Mechanical  labor  to  be  abolished  in  all 
State  Prisons,  and  the  same  to  be  replaced 
with  good  wholesome  stone  breaking. 

All  Judges  to  be  appointed  for  life — dur- 
ing good  behavior. 

Providing  for  the  drawing  of  a  wide  and 
distinct  line  of  demarcation  between  public 
officers  who  hold  representative  positions 
and  those  who  perform  duties  of  a  clerical 
and  executive  nature. 

Providing  for  the  simplification  of  the  ju- 
dicial system  and  the  facilities  of  obtaining 
justice — either  civil  or  criminal. 

The  substitution  of  a  property  qualification 
for  universal  suffrage  in  all  municipal  elec- 
tions. 


OUR  GREATNESS  IN  CROOKEDNESS. 

CORRUPT    GOVERNMENT. 

To  assert  that  the  governmental  institu- 
tions of  this  country,  at  the  present  time,  are 
reeking  with  corruption  is  to  apply  a  com- 
paratively mild  term,  to  downright  brazen- 
faced thieving.  From  the  smallest  Board  of 
Supervisors  conducting  the  affairs  of  the. 
most  insignificent  hamlet  to  the  august  Sen- 
ate of  the  Federation  public,  representative 
bodies  are  indelibly  stamped  with  fraud, 
chicanery,  and  double  dealing.  The  places 
which  should  be  held  by  the  genius  and  pa- 
triotism of  the  country  are  in  the  hands  of 
loud  mouthed  demagogues.  Ability  stands 
aside  at  the  bidding  of  cast  iron  cheek,  and 
honesty  counts  but  little  in  a  contest  against 
corrupted  influence.  There  was  a  time  when 
this  was  not  so,  a  time  when  under  the  in- 
spiration of  the  great  struggle  for  liberty 
men  were  found  occupying  public  positions 
and  administering  public  trusts  with  fidelity 
towards  their  country  and  honor  to  them- 
selves. That  was  the  time  when  we  were 
just  emsrging  from  under  British  rule;  be- 
fore we  had  time  to  establish  the  delectable 
principle  that  the  public  offices  of  the  coun- 
try were  established  for  the  purpose  of  pro- 
viding employment  of  a  lucrative  and  not 
over  exacting  nature  for  our  citizens,  and 
that  the  proper  performance  of  the  duties  of 
an  office  was  but  a  slight  consideration  com- 
pared with  a  fair  and  equitable  distribution 
of,  what.  General  -  Jackson  termed  "the, 
spoils" ;  before  it  became  a  recognized  truism 


that  to  obtain  a  position  in  public  life  meant 
the  accumulation  of  a  moderate  fortune  in  a 
few  years;  before  it  became  a  recognized  fact 
that  a  man  could  on  an  official  salary  of  five 
or  six  thousand  dollars  per  annum  live  in  a 
style  equal  to  the  expenditure  of  that  num- 
ber of  unofficial  dollars  and.  yet  accumulate 
from  fifty  up  to  two  hundred  and  fifty  thou- 
sand dollars-  in  a  few  years.  There  was  more 
simplicity  of  life  in  those  days,  there  was  less 
reckless  extravagance,  there  were  fewer  large 
monied  corporations  struggling  to  obtain 
special  priviliges  and  immunities. 

To  trace  the  history  of  this  downward  ten- 
dancy  would  be  somewhat  outside  the  limits 
of  our  object,  and  perhaps  a  trifling  uninter- 
esting. We  are  dealing  with  present  facts 
not  with  past  history.  It  is  sufficient  for  us 
to  know  that  about  nine  out  of  every  ten  of 
the  Municipal  Governments  of  the  country 
are  in  a  state  of  bankruptcy..  That  people 
heave  a  sigh  of  relief  when,  their  State  Legis- 
latures adjourn.  That  the  history  of  the  last 
Presidential  election  is  written  in  letters  of 
dishonesty  and  fraud — dishonesty  and  fraud 
that  seems  to  have  been  participated  in  and 
covered  up  by  all  parties  with  a  unnaminity 
that  was  simply  charming — and  that  the  re- 
sult of  that  election  does  not  show  the  opin- 
ions or  wishes  of  the  sovereign  people;  that 
it  merely  indicates  which  party  was  most 
successful  in  the  manipulation  of  trickery 
and  venality. 

There  is  a  limit  beyond  which  endurance 
cannot  go;  a  limit  beyond  which  endurance 
cannot  endure,  and  it  is  just  possible  that, 
un-notieed,  we  have  approached  close  up  to 
that  limit.  Certain  it  is  that  history  is  pro- 
lific of  instances  which  tend  to  show  that 
ivhen  a  people  and  government  become  pro- 
fligate and  corrupt  their  national  demise  is 
not  far  off.  And  it  may  be  affirmed  that, 
under  a  republican  form  of  government,  cor- 
ruption cannot  continue  to  exist  in  public 
life  unles  it  has  the  moral  and  material  sup- 
port of  an  equally  corrupt  people.  The  re- 
medy for  all  these  troubles  lies  with  the  peo- 
ple. There  would  have  been  no  political 
machines,  no  torch  light  processions  and 
brass  bands,  and,  probably  no  corruption,  if 
the  people  had  discarded  passion  and  preju- 
dice at  the  ballot  box.  As  a  sure  specific  for 
the  present  unhealthy  state  of  our  govern- 
mental institutions,  Federal,  State,  and  Mu- 
nicipal, we  prescribe  a  return  to  the  old- 
fashioned  plan  of  intelligently  using  the  pen- 
cil on  our  ballot  tickets. 


GENERAL  BUTLER. 


Massachusetts  is  peculiar  place,  and  is  ap- 
propriately inhabited  by  a  peculiar  people. 
Fanaticism  and.  gross  prejudice  are  .the  lead- 
ing characteristics  of  the  less  cultivated  por- 
tion of  the  people  of  that  commonwealth 
while  overbearing,  insolent,  pride  effectually 
distinguishes  her  more  cultured  residents. 
Under  such  circumstances  the  recent  action 
of  the  so-called  Democratic  party  in  that 
State  is  not:at  all  surprising.  In  fact  the 
only  thing,  at  all  .surprising  is  that  there  is  a 
Democratic  party  there,  General  Butler,  its 
nominee.ior. Governor, ,isa.man,with  .a  his- 
tory about  as  disgraceful  as  it  has  been  in- 
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consistent.  As  a  member  of  the  Democratic 
Nominating  Convention,  the  split  in  which 
lost  to  that  party  the  election  and  brought 
about  the  war,  he  sided  with  the  hot-headed 
Southern  faction  and  took  part  in  their  sepa- 
rate Convention.  No  sooner  was  the  election 
over  and  the  Republican  party  triumphant 
than  he  became  a  sudden  convert  to  its  poli 
Ideal  doctrines.  As  a  General  in  the  Union 
Army  his  conduct  towards  the  defenseless 
people  of  such  places,  in  the  South,  as  he 
chanced  to  occupy  was  _  that  of  a  degraded 
bully,  and  his  acts  of  dishonesty  and  vanda- 
lism will  ever  form  a  dark  stain  on  the  na- 
tional history.  As  a  politician  he  has  al- 
ways been  amongst  the  most  unscrupulous. 
The  only  political  creed  which  he  has  ever 
stood  by  with  consistency,  through  good  re- 
pute and  bad  ropute,  is  expressed  in  five 
words:  "Loaves  and  fishes  for  Benjamin." 
Like  the  rats  he  seems  to  have  a  kind  of  in- 
spiration which  tells  him  when  to  desert  a 
political  ship  which  is  about  to  come  to  grief . 
The  principles  which  he  approves  of  in  a  suc- 
cessful party  with  "spoils"  to  give  away  be- 
come to  him  repulsive  when  that  party  falls 
under  public  disapprobation.  He  was  a 
member  of  Congress  during  that  period  when 
the  dishonest  and  corrupt  portion — for  it  is 
not  all  dishonest  and  corrupt — of  the  Repub- 
lican  party  held  undisputed  sway,  yet  he 
raised  not  his  voice  against  the  thieving 
which  went  on  around  him.  He  was  enjoy- 
ing a  fair  share  of  the  public  pap  and  patron- 
age. But  when  dishonest  rings  and  cliques 
were  broken  up,  and  his  supply  of  the  public 
pap  cut  off,  then  he  rises  to  denounce  them 
and  to  head  a  popular  movement  looking  to- 
wards good  and  honest  government.  That 
the  man  has  considerable  ability  no  one  can 
deny;  it  is  ability  of  a  similar  class  to  that 
which  makes  successful  forgerers,  burglars, 
etc. — low  cunning.  He  is  not  and  never  can 
be  a  statesman.  And  this  is  the  person 
whom  the  leader  of  our  new  and  immaculate 
party  endorses!  "No  politician  shall  ever 
speak  from  the  same  platform  with  me." 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 

THE  WHEELBARROW  MAN. 

The  present  age  has  been  productive  of 
greater  achievements  in  science,  in  arts,  and 
in  general  civilization,  than  any  other.  At 
the  same  time  it  has  also  been  prolific  of 
idiots  and  idiotic  feats  to  an  unprecedented 
extent.  The  great  rage,  amongst  men  who 
are  unfitted  by  any  mental  or  physical  ac- 
complishment to  distinguish  themselves  from 
their  fellows,  seems  to  be  the  performance  of 
something  so  utterly  foolish  that  no  one — or 
at  best,  but  few — has  ever  thought  of  doing 
it  before.  It  is  now  quite  a  number  of  years 
since  the  celebrated  Blondin  walked  across 
the  Niagara  Falls  on  a  tight  rope  in  the  pre- 
sence of  thousands  of  admiring  spectators. 
That  the  feat  was  a  perilous  one  no  person 
can  deny.  But  we  have  yet  to  learn  what 
useful  purpose  its  accomplishment  served  ? 
Thousands  of  people  congregated  to  see  it, 
yet  if  the  rope  had  been  stretched  three  feet 
above  a  bed  of  soft  sawdust  it  is  questionable 
whether  half  a  dozen  small  boys  would  have 
stopped  to  look  at  it.     In  the   one   case   an 


error  in  balance  or  a  mis-step  would  have 
consigned  the  man  to  a  revolting  death,  in 
the  other  to  a  harmless  fall — that  is  the  differ- 
ence. Since  that  Blondin  episode  this  fever 
for  distinction,  in  unknown  paths  and  by- 
ways, has  grown  to  the  proportions  of  an 
epidemic;  while  the  bold  daring  which  at 
first  distinguished  it  has  vanished.  We  have 
had  men,  and  women,  too,  sail  across  the 
Atlantic  in  little  boats  which  would  be  un- 
safe in  any  ordinary  bay  during  a  heavy 
blow.  We  have  had  men,  and  women,  too, 
walking  around  a  circle  for  a  number  of 
days.  We  have  had  men  riding  a  certain 
number  of  horses  for  a  certain  distance.  We 
have  had  able  dodied  dancing  masters  fling- 
ing the  light  fantastic  for  more  hours  than 
they  had  brains.  And  now  we  have  had  a 
man  walk  all  the  way  from  New  York  to  San 
Francisco.  All  these  were  undoubtedly  stu- 
pendous feats,  the  only  thing  which  can  be 
said  against  them  is  that  they  are  not  of 
much  practical  value  to  humanity  in  general. 
The  Wasp  ever  anxious  to  be  to  the  front  in 
guiding  and  directing  the  energies  of  man- 
kind into  a  useful  goove  would  suggest  that 
the  girls  should  start  up  a  little  rivalry  and 
see  who  can  munch  the  most  candy;  that  the 
daily  papers  should  struggle  for  the  palm  in 
truth  telling;  that  the  beer  bummers  should 
ascertain  who  can  drink  the  most  keg  slops 
and  live  longest  without  honest  work;  that 
our  Legislators  should  show  an  anxious  world 
which  one  can  be  most  unfaithful  to  his  elec- 
tion pledges;  that  our  Constitution  makers 
shall  have  a  tournament  for  the  purpose  of 
settling  the  vexed  question:  "Who  is  the 
biggest  fool  in  the  lot";  that — but  we  pause 
right  here  until  some  one  starts  in  upon  the 
execution  of  this  programme;  and  when  it  is 
completed  we  will  be  ready  with  a  fresh  list 
which  will  have  the  effect  of  satisfactorily  ad- 
justing the  difference  between  capital  and  la- 
bor and  the  price  of  lager. 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 
RAPID  PROGRESS. 

America  is  said  to  be  the  most  go-head  na- 
tion in  the  world.  This  burning  desire  for 
rapidity  permeates  through  all  classes  of  so- 
ciety and  all  kinds  of  people.  The  man  who 
steals  your  money  is  in  a  hurry  to  get  it;  the 
woman  who  steals  your  heart  is  in  a  hurry  to 
get  it;  the  person  who  cooks  your  food  is  of- 
ten in  such  a  hurry  that  it  comes  to  you  half 
done.  There  are,  however,  one  or  two  no- 
table exceptions  to  this  general  rule.  For 
example  debtors  are  seldom  in  a  hurry  to 
settle  up  with  their  creditors;  stock  brokers 
are  seldom  in  a  hurry  to  do  the  honest  thing; 
old  maids  are  seldom  in  a  hurry  to  give  over  all 
notion  of  matrimony;  and  last  but  not  least, 
public  officials  and  contractors  are  seldom  in 
a  hurry  to  complete  a  fat  job. 

From  inquiries  which  we  have  made  we 
have  ascertained  that  their  are  some  few  peo- 
ple still  living  who  were  in  existance  when 
the  New  City  Hall  was  commenced;  they  are 
getting  old  and  feeble  now  and  it  is  possible 
that  their  grand-children  may  be  alive  when 
the  imposing  structure  is  finished.  We  will 
of  course,  have  it  explained  to  us  that  there 
is  not  money  enough  in  the  treasury  to  finish 


this  white  elephant.  That  is  an  assertion 
the  accuracy  of  which  we  don't  doubt  for  one 
moment.  In  fact  we  venture  to  hold  the 
opinion  that,  if  the  contents  of  the  United 
States  Treasury  were  dumped  into  our  strong 
box,  it  would  still  be  found  unequal  to  the 
calls  upon  it.  The  City  Treasury  of  San 
Francisco  is  the  most  remarkable  example  of 
legerdemain  known  to  modern  history.  No 
one  knows  what  becomes  of  the  money  which 
goes  into  it — or,  to  be  more  precise,  should 
go  into  it — and  the  probabilities  are  no  one 
ever  will  know.  This  much  we  know  that 
this  city  has  been  spending  a  princely  in- 
come year  after  year  for  the  past  age  or  so 
and  yet  we  have  nothing  to  show  for  it.  No 
public  gardens;  no  public  streets;  no  public 
buildings — nothing,  except  a  goodly  array  of 
vulgar  and  ignorant  politicians.  We  can  at 
this  moment  think  of  another  city  which  had 
its  origin  under  similar  circumstances  to 
ours.  It  has  a  magnificent  City  Hall  with  a 
three  hundred  thousand  dollar  organ  in  it;  it 
has  beautiful  public  gardens;  it  has  streets 
and  sidewalks;  it  has  a  public  library,  an  art 
gallery  and  a  museum;  it  has  every  one  of 
those  little  things  which  tend  to  make  a  com- 
munity happy,  contented,  and  refined.  There 
is  only  one  place  where  it  is  behind  us;  its 
yearly  income  is  nearly  one  half  less  than 
ours,  and  its  public  debt  not  one  third  of 
ours.  Why  is  this?  Why?  Because  no 
proposition  has  been  made  to  exempt  blind 
men,  who  eat  peanuts,  from  taxation  under 
the  new  Constitution.  All  of  which  goes  to 
show  that  two  courses  of  brick  will  be  laid 
on  the  New  City  Hall  next  year,  and  that  we 
wish  we  had  half  the  money  which  is  "in" 
that  job. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration.] 
IN  THE  DAYS  WHEN  I  WAS  YOUNG. 

The  illustration  which  will  be  found  on 
our  double-page  will  doubtless  recall  fami- 
liar and  pleasant  scenes  to  every  one.  The 
unpleasant  ones  have  all  been  left  out — the 
time  the  other  boy  won  all  our  marbles;  the 
time  when  we  clambered  up  the  back  of  a 
chair  to  the  preserve  pots,  and  fell  down;  the 
time  when  we  mixed  too  much  sour  apples, 
cucumber,  and  watermelon,  in  our  stomach. 
To  look  at  the  old  buffer  whose  amiable  phiz 
adorns  the  centre  of  the  page  one  would 
think  that  he  is  too  innocent  like  to  have 
ever  kissed  the  neighbor's  hired  girl  in  the 
dark  alley,  but  he  did  nevertheless.  And 
out  of  that  pipe  and  glass  come  somnolent 
reminiscenses  of  how  he  sparked  the  deacon's 
daughter  and  jilted  the  city  milliner;  the 
wicked  old  sinner!  Aye  he  doeth  remember 
him  of  the  time  when  he  cheweth  taffey  with 
the  village  belle  until  the  lips  met,  and  how 
her  little  brother  observed  him  and  told  the 
blacksmith,  her  beau;  ha!  ha!  what  a  hard 
fist  that  fellow  had,  and  what  a  sting  he  feels 
on  the  side  of  his  face,  and  he  waketh  up  in 
time  to  hear  the  wicked  mosquito  singing 
"Home,  Sweet  Home"  and  to  realize  that  the 
blacksmith  has  been  dead  for  years  and  that 
the  village  belle  hasn't  got  a  tooth  left  in  her 
head. 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,  $4  a  year.   Thirty- 
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The   Hunter  was  Seen  on  the  Hills  no  More. 


IN    TWO    PARTS-PART  I. 


1.     Snifflns  goetb  off  into  the  wild  mountains  full 
of  sanguinary  thoughts. 


3.     The  wicked  flee  when  no  man  pursueth.    Snif- 
fins  does — and  the  bear  pursueth. 


2.     He  meeteth  an  old   resident   and  is   unhappy 
because  thereof. 


4.     He  cometh  to  an  exceeding  high  precipice  and 
alleth  over. 


5.     The  bear  holdeth  him  from  destruction  by  the 
coat  tail. 


6.     He  striketh  the  ground  at  the  foot  of  that  pre- 
cipice, but  the  ground  isn't  hurt  a  bit. 
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7.     Snifflns  climeth  up  a  tree  and  the  bear   taketh 
his  pants  off  to  let  the  air  about  his  legs. 


8,    And  the  bear  drinketh  the  whisky  which   was 
meant  for  the  bear  killer. 


TIIE    ILLUSTRATED     WASP. 


181 


A  man  may  be  a  very  poor  pedestrian  and 
yet  run  for  office. 

Hat  is  is  so  cheap  this  fall,  says  the  Hawk- 
eye.     But  how  does  Hay(es)  stand  ? 

There  is  no  law  in  this  country  to  prevent 
a  Chinaman  from  playing  base  ball.  His 
common  sense  stops  him  though. 

There  is  plenty  of  room  in  this  country  for 
an  orator  like  Henry  Clay,  but  there  is  far 
more  room  for  a  few  thousand  industrious 
plough  boys.     This  is  fact. 

A  Cincinnatti  paper  publishes  a  receipt  for 
"To  keep  Tomatoes."  Strange  to  say  the 
author  forgot  the  most  requisite  essential 
—which  is  how  to  get  them. 

Knitting  originated  in  Scotland  about  the 
year  1500,  but  can  any  one  tell  when  and 
where  this  fashion  of  swinging  over  the  gar- 
den  gate,   on  moonlight  nights,  originated  ? 

The  leader  of  the  sand-lots  advises  his  fol- 
lowers to  pool  their  issues.  If  he  had  onlj 
advised  them  to  school  their  issue  now,  he 
would  be  doing  the  world  some  real   service. 

When  the  King  of  Holland  sits  down,  his 
courtiers  show  all  the  delight  of  well  bred 
poodle-dogs — except  it  happens  that  the  old 
man  is  in  bad  humor  and  sits  down  on  one 
of  them. 

Mind,  say  scientific  savants,  is  superior  to 
matter;  nevertheless  the  will  power  of  a  hen 
will  not  command  the  respect  of  men  while 
the  leg  of  a  plump  chicken  will  excite  their 
admiration. 

No  man  can  sit  calmly  by  while  his  prospec- 
tive mother-in-law  tells  his  sweetheart  to 
mind  her  own  business,  but,  in  after  years, 
he  will  often  tell  the  old  lady  to  perform  the 
same  operation. 

Thebe  is  one  thing  in  which  the  flea  has 
the  advantage  over  man  and  that  is  in  his 
ability  to  associate  in  high  or  low  society  at 
pleasure.  He  may  to-night  sleep  with  the 
peasant  and  to-morrow  night  with  the  Prince. 

It  has  been  said  that  a  man  never  holds  a 
baby  with  sufficient  gentleness,  but  the  ten- 
derness of  the  most  experienced  mother  is 
nothing  compared  with  that  of  a  man,  who 
undertakes  with  two  boils  on  each  arm,  to 
hold  an  embryo  Bishop. 

When  a  lady  and  gentleman  are  'well  ac- 
quainted, politeness  does  not  require  the 
lady  to  speak  first. — Ex.  But,  if  the  lady 
happens  to  be  the  wife  of  the  gentleman, 
and  wants  a  new  bonnet,  she  generally 
speaks  first — and  last,  too. 


In  our  sorrowful  moods,  as  in  the  shadows 
of  the  evening,  we  see  stars  that  were  before 
invisible. — Ex.  That  is,  when  we  get  up 
after  a  fall  on  the  ice  and  rub  the  bump 
which  the  violent  contact  has  produced  on 
the  back  of  the  cranium.     To  be  sure. 

The  harvest  season  is  at  hand  and  the 
wealth  of  golden  fruit  is  seen  on  every  side. 
The  full  moon  sheds  her  mellow  light  upon 
the  earth,  and  the  prudent  wife  saith:  John, 
you  bring  me  home  a  new  set  of  furs — if  you 
don't  want  your  ear  scratched  with  a  broom- 
stick. 

What  was  it  that  Thaddeus  of  Warsaw  ? — 
din.  Sat.  Night.  What  kind  of  grub  was  it 
that  Henry  VIII  ?-—  Wheeling  Ledger.  What 
did  Dar-win  ? — Kennebunk  Star.  Whom  did 
Gladstone  ? — Bellair  Phonograph.  What  did 
Count  Shouvaloff? — Hawkeye.  Whom  did 
Bis-marck  ? 

A  fine  tooth  comb  has  been  found  in  an 
old  chimney  of  a  house  in  Greenwich,  where 
General  Putnam  is  said  to  have  resided. — 
Ex.  This  would  leave  room  for  the  presump- 
tion that  the  patriotic  blood  of  our  revolu- 
tionary fathers  had  other  enemies  than  the 
British  and  Hessians. 

"Von  damme  sacre  Pederale  Reeng;  lemme 
at  ye,  lemme  tear  yer  gizzard  out,"  were  the 
sounds  which  were  heard  at  the  foot  of  the 
stairs  at  423  Clay  street  on  Monday  night 
last — and  then  the  Chronicle  men  knew  that 
their  chief  had  come  home  from  Paris  and 
London  improved  by  his  trip. 

Between  1368  and  1628  there  were  forty 
periods  of  famine  in  China. — Ex.  Now  can 
any  one  tell  how  many  good  square  meals 
will  be  eaten  in  the  United  States  during  the 
next  twelve  months  ?  This  thing  of  rumag- 
ing  up  past  history  is  all  very  well  but  we 
are  a  practical  people  living  in  a  practical 
age. 

He  who  steals  my  purse  taketh  trash,  was 
the  way  in  which  a  sad  faced  young  man  was 
misquoting  Shakespeare  on  Market  street  on 
Monday  last.  But,  when  the  crowd  came 
surging  past  and  left  him  standing  on  the 
corner  minus  his  twelve  meal  tickets  and 
three  dimes,  he  was  madder  than  a  wet  hen 
and  more  profane  than  a  Barbary  Coast  par- 
rot. 

When  that  brilliant  economist  and  elo- 
quent orator  W.  Wellock,  late  of  the  British 
army,  came  across  the  Atlantic  he  had  to  be 
content  with  a  steerage  passage,  but  now  the 
Marquis  of  Lome,  who  has  never  shown  ca- 
pacity for  anything  better  than  marrying  a 
Queen's  daughter,  monopolises  a  whole  ship 
with  a  convoy  of  men-of-war.  Down  with 
the  tyrants! 

"Little  drops  of  water  make  the  ocean," 
sang  the  poet  as  he  stood  on  the  front  door 
one  day  trying  to  make  up  his  mind  whether 
to  go  down  and  sport  his  figure  amongst  the 
girls  on  Kearny  street  or  go  out  and  chop 
some  wood  in  the  back  yard;  but,  when  his 
wife  turned  the  watering  pot  on  the  flowers 
in  the  front  window,  he  gave  a  yell  and 
sprang  out  of  the  way  just  the  same  as  any 
other  man  would  when  a  stream  of  cold 
water  commenced  to  roll  down  his  back  bone. 


QZ^Literary  Reyi§Wi:=§£) 


Whose  Fault  Was  It  ? — This  is  a  very  neat 
little  work  just  fresh  from  the  press.  It  is  a 
romance  of  a  very  interesting  character  and 
is  written  in  a  touching  and  effective  manner. 
We  have,  however,  received  positive  infor- 
mation that  the  author  has  neglected  to  pay 
for  the  ink  with  which  he  wrote  it;  an  omis- 
sion which  is  unjustifyable.  The  thread  of 
this  tale  is  very  simple.  A  party  of  young 
ladies  made  an  appointment  to  meet  the  Rec- 
tor and  inaugurate  a  bible  class.  On  the 
way  to  keep  the  appointment,  however,  they 
met  a  reckless  young  spendthrift  who  invited 
them  to  have  some  ice  cream.  This  con- 
sumed so  much  time  that,  when  they  arrived 
at  the  point  of  redevous,  the  Rector,  who 
was  somewhat  timid  and  bashful,  had  gone 
off  home  and  asked  his  house-keeper — ten 
years  older  than  himself — to  marry  him. 
Then  the  question  arose,  "whose  fault  was 
it?"  Their's  for  accepting,  or  the  young 
spendthrift's  for  offering,  the  ice  cream. 
Eventually  the  girls  had  reason  to  be  glad 
that  they  bad  not  secured  the  parson,  be- 
cause, through  eating  so  much  yellow  legged 
chicken,  he  became  billious,  dyspeptic,  and 
gouty,  and  kept  his  wife  churning  butter 
milk  and  peeling  potatoes  all  day.  This 
book,  we  think,  will  not  have  a  large  circu- 
lation. It's  too  thin  for  the  boys  and  too 
thick  for  the  girls. 

The  History  of  Sacramento. — This  is  a  very 
valuable  contribution  to  the  historical  re- 
cords of  the  world — if  it  is  reliable,  but  we 
don't  think  it  is.  We  don't  believe  that  the 
sun  has  risen  in  Sacramento  since  1856;  com- 
petent scientific  experts  have  put  it  on  re- 
cord as  their  candid  opinion  that  the  sun  has 
never  been  within  some  millions  of  miles  of 
Sacramento,  but  that,  if  he  had  been  down 
there,  he  would  not  have  made  that  place 
any  hotter  than  the  habitation  of  long-headed 
legislators,  and  broad-headed  constitution 
makers,  should  be.  The  statement  that  since 
time  immemorial  every  Sacramento  ma- 
tron has  been  obliged  to  chew  tobacco  for 
four  weeks  prior  to  gaining  admission  to  the 
church  may  be  all  right.  We  are  not  pre- 
pared to  assert  that  it  is  not  true,  but  we 
feel  justified  in  pointing  out  the  fact  that  it 
lacks  confirmation  and  corroboration.  There 
is  one  statement  in  this  work  which  we  can 
support  with  the  aid  of  our  well  known  vera- 
city. When  the  author  says  that  Sacramento 
saloon  keepers  give  less  credit — in  propor- 
tion to  the  amount  of  water  which  they  put 
in  their  whisky — that  those  of  other  and  less 
favored  communities,  he  strikes  the  bed-rock 
of  truth  and  should  never  be  asked  to  sleep 
with  bed-bugs. 
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Back  to  the  Old  Home. 


By  the  Author  of  "Nora's  love  Test." 


I  SOON  understood  why,  and  T  soon  saw 
I  need  not  trouble  myself  for  subjects  to  carry 
on.  conversation.  For,  with  scarcely  any  hesi- 
tation, with  only  a  restless  movement  of  his  fingers, 
and  a  flush  upon  his  face,  showing  how  he  felt  the 
words,  he  asked  me  for  permission  to  woo  my  child. 
Thus  it  was  on  that  summer  morning  it  came  upon 
me  unawares  that  my  darling  was  a  woman.  Leslie's 
was  a  long  story,  I  think ;  so  I  had  time  for  other 
thought — besides  one  mad  and  selfish  one — before  I 
saw  him  looking  at  me,  waiting  eagerly  and  hopefully 
for  my  answer.  My  child  was  a  woman  now,  to  be 
wooed  and  won,  to  choose  another  home,  and  to  be 
its  mistress  in  a  sweeter,  dearer  way  than  she  could 
be    mistress  here  at  the  old  farm,    whicu,    without 

her 

No  ;  thought  would  not  go  farther  in  its  sudden 
weakness.  My  darling  was  a  woman.  That  was  all 
I  heard  and  understood,  in  Leslie's  words.  Ah,  how 
cruel-sounding  they  had  been,  in  spite  of  their  ring- 
ing burdeu  of  nianly,  tender  love  !  My  dear  was  old 
enough  to  leave  me  now.  It  was  natural  for  her  to 
govern  and  gladden  another  home,  and  she  had  no 
further  need  of  me.  Her  husband  would  be  her 
guardian  now.  Surely  the  change  had  all  come  sud- 
dedly,  upon  this  summer  morning,  as  a  storm  breaks 
sometimes  in  a  brilliant  sky.  Surely  it  could  not  be 
that  such  a  loneliness  as  this  had  been  gradually  and 
imperceptibly  closing  round  me,  ever  since  that  day 
when,  with  her  warm  soft  arms  so  tight  around  my 
neck,  I  brought  her  first  into  the  old  farm,  and  made 
it  for  the  first  time  seem  like  home. 

"I'm  afraid  I  seem  impatient  in  repeating  the 
question,  Mr.  Fearne  ;  but  your  consent  would  give 
me  such  hope  and  courage." 

Repeating  the  question  !  What  question  had  Les- 
lie repeated,  uuheard  by  me  ?  Had  he  told  me  any- 
thing, except  that  my  darling  was  ready  to  leave  me? 
"Was  not  that  enough  to  tell  me  on  one  day  ?  If  he 
had  more  to  say,  would  it  not  do  to  tell  me — pres- 
ently— when  I.had  grown  a  little  accustomed  to  this 
new  thought  ? 

'  If  you  will  only  give  me  your  consent  to  my  paying 
my  addresses  to  Miss  Western — " 

I  picked  up  the  Standard,  and  opened  it  and  folded 
it  on  my  knee,  in  a  deliberate  liesurely  way  ;  but  all 
the  time  my  pulses  throbbed  as  even  Leslie  could 
never  have  felt  his  do.  through  all  that  history  he 
had  given  me  of  his  love.  And  my  lonely  heart  beat 
as  if  it  had  not  learnt,  years  and  years  before,  what 
utter  loneliness  meant. 

"I  give  you  my  consent.  Why  should  I  withhold 
it?" 

"Thank  you,  thank  you,  a  thousand  times!  And 
you  wish  me  success  in  my  suit  ?" 

Success — wish  him  success,  when  his  success 
meant  a  desolate  home  and  a  future  for  myself  !  No; 
my  dry  unsteady  lips  would  not  have  formed  the 
words,  even  if  my  heart  could  have  felt  them. 

"Plead  your  own  cause,  Leslie,"  I  said,  rising  in 
utter  weariness,  and  still  in  the  great  bewilderment 
and  pain  of  my  new  awakening.  "Could  you  doubt 
my  earnest  wishes  for  my  child's  happiness?" 

"John  I"  cried  my  darling,  that  moment  running 
up  to  me,  while  I  went  to  the  house,  feeling  strangely 
bent  and  spiritless,  as  I  walked  slowly  in  the  mock- 
ing sunshine.  I  have  left  Mr.  Fortescue  to  finish 
gathering  the  strawberries.  He  has  promised  not  to 
give  up  till  the  basket  is  full;  and  you  and  I  are 
going  to  the  dairy  now  for  the  cream.  Mr.  Leslie," 
— she  beckoned  to  the  curate  over  my  shoulder,  as 
we  stood  together— "  please  fetch  the  sugar,  and 
then  we  shall  be  all  ready." 

"My  dear,"  I  whispered,  "hadn't  you  better  go 
with  one  of  them  ?" 


"I  think  not,"  May  answered,  in  that  pondering 
way  of  hers  which  was  so  quaintly  characteristic  of 
her,  and  so  irresistibly  pretty  on  her  bright  young 
face.     "I  think  I  can  trust  either  of  them  alone." 

"And not  me  ?"  I  questioned;  butldrew  my  hand 
back,  as  it  went  so  naturally  around  her  in  its  old 
caressing  way. 

"Trust  you  alone,  John,"  she  queried,  with  raised 
eyebrows  and  puckered  lips — "and  in  the  dairy  too  ? 
Oh,  no  !" 

"Well,"  I  said,  as  we  walked  on,  she  with  her  fin- 
gers locked  about  my  arm,  just  as  we  had  walked  to- 
gether so  many  hundreds  of  times  before — ah,  so 
exactly  like  it  had  been  her  babyhood,  that  now  I 
might  have  thought  the  old  times  unchanged  but  for 
the  haunting  memory  of  what  Leslie  had  shown  me  ! 
"well,  and  what  did  the  young  Squire  think  of  your 
leaving  him  your  work  to  do,  May  ?" 

"He  won't  find  it  any  harder.  He  was  working  for 
both  of  us  before.  I  only  stood  by  and  directed 
him  " 

"And  did  he  like  that?" 
"He  said  so." 

"And  he  asked  you  to  stay,  I  suppose  ?" 
I  was  questioning  her  only,  because  I  dreaded  my 
own  silence  and  my  own  thoughts — just  yet. 

"Yes  ;  he   asked   me  to  stay,  of  course      Indeed 
I'm  not  quite  sure  whether  he  hadn't  tears  in  his 
eyes.     Don't  you  think  it  probable,  John  ?" 
"Very  probable." 

"No  wonder  you  look  skeptical  ou  such  a  subject," 
my  darling  said,  looking  up  into  my  face  w*th  a 
pretty  pout,  but,  as  I  knew,  with  a  questioning  grav- 
ity in  her  eyes.  "You  never  could  appreciate  the 
value  Mr.  Fortescue  set  upon  me.  He  thinks  me  far 
more  beautiful  than  the  Queen  of  Sheba  was  when 
she  came  to  dazzle  Solomon,  and  far  wiser  than  she 
was  when  she  went  away  with  all  his  lessons  fresh 
on  her  mind.  He  says  so,  John,  indeed  ;  though  you 
look  as  if  I  had  invented  it."' 

Disputed  authorship,"  I  muttered,  just  as  care- 
lessly as  I  could;  but  my  eyes  were  open  more  and 
more,  and  my  heart  was  sinking  in  spite  of  all  the 
efforts  I  made  to  be  glad — for  my  child's  sake. 
The  Squire  too  had  found  out  what  I  had  been  so 
blind  to  notice  !  He  too  knew  that  my  pet  was  a 
woman,  to  be  wooed  with  flattery.  He  too  was  wean- 
ing her  from  me,  loving  her  himself  and  longing  for 
her.  He  too  had  learned  the  power  of  her  beauty, 
the  charms  of  her  winning  ways,  and'  the  wealth  of 
woman-nature.  He  to  felt  it  was  time  she  left  this 
quiet  home  of  mine,  and  had  another  home  suited  to 
her.  Was  it  not  time,  indeed,  that  she  left  my  cov- 
etous embrace,  and  home  the  only  beauty  and  the 
only  sunshine  of  which  were  of  her  own  giving  ? 

That  night  I  sat  in  the  sad  summer  twilight,  and 
watched  my  darling  as  if  I  had  been  away  from  her 
for  years.  Had  it  not  been  as  if  I  had,  while  she 
grew  from  childhood  to  womanhood  unperceived  by 
me  ?  And  I  saw  the  change  ;  for,  though  it  was  the 
child-face  still,  in  its  sunny  purity  and  innocence, 
that  look  of  though tfulness  and  almost  of  care  that  I 
sometimes  saw  therb,  and  had  alw.iys  fancied  was  the 
never-extinguished  trace  of  the  old  sorrow  of  her 
childhood,  might  be  the  though  tfulness  of  a  woman 
perhaps. 

No;  it  was  only  to  me  that  my  darling  was  still  a 
child.     To  others — 

But  how  could  I  judge  of  her  as  othars  would  ? 
How  could  I  dare  to  look,  even  for  one  moment,  as  a 
stranger  would  upon  the  girlish  face  and  guarded  so 
secretly  in  my  heart  ?  I  tried,  in  this  vain  wish  of 
mine,  to  see  my  child  as  others  saw  her,  to  compare 
her  with  other  ladies  I  had  seen  ;  but  who  was  there 
in  our  little  world  who  ought  to  be  compared  to  her, 
I  said,  my  eyes  resting  happily  upon  the  quiet  figure 
standing  near  me  in  the  twilight. 

With  all  her  riches  and  her  high  education  what 
was  the  young  lady  at  the  Hall  beside  Miss  Mary's 
child — who  had  been  nurtured  only  on  the  grim  old 
farm,  and  educated  so  differently  ?  "It  is  her  birth 
that  asserts  itself,"  I  thought,  grateful  that  this 
humble  life  of  mine,  to  which  I  had  brought  hen 
could  not  effect  that.  "Though  Miss  Fortescue  has 
the  home  and  wealth  which  should  have  been  May's, 


she  can  never  have  her  beauty  and  her  matchless 
grace." 

But  another  thought  followed  soon,  as  I  recall  the 
lessons  this  long,day  had  taught  me.  Even  the  home 
and  the  wealth  too  may  come  back  to  Miss  Mary's 
child;  for  was  not  the  young  Squire  as  deeply  in 
earnest  as  the  curate  ?  And  would  it  not  be  a  proud 
day  for  him  if  he  could  take  my  pretty  child  as  his 
mistress  to  the  home  that  had  belonged  to  her  fore- 
fathers for  four  hundred  years  ? 
"What  is  it,  John  ?" 

My  darling — wondering  perhaps  at  my  long  silence 
— had  come  softly  up  to  me  in  the  fading  light,  and 
stood  opposite,  looking  down  upon  me  with  a  wistful 
smile. 

"Has  Mr.  Leslie  been  again  complaining  of  me, 
John?     Please,  I  should  like  to  leave  off  my  reading 
lessons,  now.     I — " 
"You  what,  dear?" 
"I  know  as  much  as  he  does." 
I  could  see  that  she  expected  a  reproof  or  a  jest, 
but  in  my  newly-acquired   knowledge  I  seemed  to 
understand  too  much  from  that  broken,  half  defiant 
speech.     Leslie's  love  was  no  longer  a  secret  from 
her. 

"Leslie  is  a  very  good  teacher,  May,"  I  said, 
scarcely  knowing  what  to  say,  only  glad  at  heart,  I 
remember,  that  she  knew  of  his  love  and  so  could  not 
learn  it  from  any  words  or  looks  of  mine.  "I  know 
no  one  who  manages  my  little  reb^l  better,  or  better 
deserves  h^r  respect.     For  my  dear — " 

"My  dear,"  mimiced  May,  screwing  up  her  lips  as 
she  bent  her  sweet  face  close  to  mine  and  put  her 
hands  upon  my  shoulder — "my  dear,  his  lessons 
have  grown  very  tiresome  to  me  lately  and  so  I  want 
to  leave  thetm  off." 

In  spite  of  her  gay  mimicry  a  look  of  pain  had 
stolen  into  her  eyes.  I  felt  that  the  few  words  were 
unusually  earnest  words,  and  somehow  I  knew  in- 
stinctively that  I  had  better  leave  Leslie's  cause  in 
his  own  hands.  I  had  given  him  permission  to  plead 
it  when  he  would.  But  could  I  help  wishing  that, 
when  my  child  should  leave  me,  it  would  be  to  go 
back  to  her  mother's  home?  Would  she  not  be  soon 
told  by  the  young  Squire  that  this  was  the  wish  of  his 
heart? 

Next  day  Mr.  Leslie  heard  from  his  old  pupil  that 
he  could  never  be  more  to  her  than  a  dear  old  friend 
— almost  an  elder  brother,  she  said,  with  the  tears 
filling  her  eyes  because  she  saw  how  little  he  had  ex- 
pected this  reply,  and  how  deeply  he  felt  her  quiet, 
sad  refusal  of  his  love. 

From  that  very  day — with  a  strange  persistency 
whtch  grew  out  of  my  fear  lest  she  should  see  what 
real  pain  the  subject  always  gave  me,  because  of  the 
selfishness  I  could  not  overcome — I  tried  to  get  into 
the  habit  of  talking  to  May  of  Earnest  Fortescue's 
hope,  as  if  it  were  as  pleasant  a  thought  to  me  as  it 
must  be  to  her. 

Mr.  Fortescue  had  now  been  dead  about  two  years 
and  the  young  Squire  was  now  five-and-twenty.  So 
I  felt  how  little  reason  he  would  have  for  any  delay 
in  winning  the  girl  he  loved  for  his  wife.  So,  as  I  say, 
I  gradually  slipped  into  the  way  of  talking  to  May 
about  her  future  in  the  old  home  and  never  did  let 
her  guess  of  any  p%in  this  subject  gave  me;  while  she 
received  it  every  day  differently,  in  a  childish,  wilful 
way,  which  I  quite  well  understood  though  she  fan- 
cied that  it  skillfully  hid  from  me  all  deeper  and  truer 
feeling. 

When  we  would  pass  the  old  Hall,  in  our  walks  or 
rides  together,  I  tried  to  speak  of  it  as  a  home  from 
which  she  was  only  temporarily  absent;  and,  if  this 
was  only  done  in  selfishness — that  I  might  prepare 
myself,  and  be  saved  from  a  great  shock  at  last — she 
never  guessed  it  was  so.  I  used  again  and  again  to 
tell  her  how  her  mother  loved  the  beautiful  old  house, 
and  show  her  favorite  spots  in  the  park  and  gardens. 
Then  I  would  wonder,  in  quite  an  easy  way,  whether 
those  nooks  would  be  the  favorites  to  her  too  of  her 
mother's  child.  Sometimes,  in  that  quaint,  grave 
way  of  hers,  May  would  discuss  these  fancies  thought- 
fully, as  if  they  related  only  to  some  one  in  whom  we 
took  a  mutual  interest.  Some  times  she  would  stop 
me  in  a  sudden,  dignified  way  that  was  almost  comic. 
Sometimes  she  would  silence  me  pettishly  and  impa- 
tiently, blushing  the  while  in  a  strange  nervous  way 
that  I  understood —  I  was  growing  quick  now  to  un- 
derstand such  signs. 

I  remember  well  the  day  on  which  I  first  felt  able 
— without  betraying  anything  that  it  would  have  dis- 
tressed m*y  child  to  see— to  speak  to  her  seriously 
about  her  future.  It  was  in  the  summer  twilight, 
and  I  remember  how  still  the  roses  were  arouud  the 
open  wiudow,  and  how  richly  and  daintily  the  iJcent 
of  jasmine  filled  the  quiet  room.  May  had  been  sing- 
ing to  me  in  the  fading  light — choosing  of  course 
just  those  songs  she  could  remember  without  music 
or  light— 


-and  the  last  she  had  sung  had  touched  me 
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strangely  and  inexplicably.  It  was  not  a  new  Bong 
cither,  I  hud  heard  her  sing  it  many  times  before, 
and  had  even  joined  in  it  sometimes,  improvising  a 
bu*s,  as  May  used  to  delight  in  my  doing,  all  through 
those  happy  days  before  I  knew  that  she  was  a  child 
no  more;  but  on  that  evening  it  seemed  to  have  a 
new,  sad,  reproachful  meaning  for  me.  And  so  I 
gently  aud  gracefully  took  a  lesson  to  my  heart,  be- 
fore my  child  left  the  piano,  aud  came  back  to  her 
old  place  on  the  quaint  low  chair  I  had  choosen  for 
her  so  long  ago,  and  which  always  stood  beside  mine. 

"May,"  I  said  then,  without  touching  the  pretty, 
bright  huir,  which  it  had  been  a  silly  habit  of  mine 
to  stroke  as  she  sat  beside  me  thus  in  this  quiet  twi- 
light hour  "that  was  a  good  little  girl  in  your  song; 
but  I  don't,  all  the  same,  think  that  she  was  quite 
justified  in  disappointing  her  lover  for  the  sake  of 
her  parents.  Of  courge,"  I  went  ou  (I  hope  just  in 
my  straight  forward  way),  "it  is  very  pretty  in  a  song 
for  to  thiuk  of  those  who  will  miss  her  when  she 
goes  to  her  husband's  house,  and  for  their  sakes  to 
bid  him  bide  a  wee.  But  in  my  real  life,  my  pet,  his 
claim  should  have  come  first,  however  truly  and  sadly 
she  could  say — 

'And  weel  I  ken  they'd  miss  me  lad, 
Gin  I  come  hame  nae  mair. '  " 

"I  don't  think,"  May  said,  slowly  folding  her 
hands  on  the  arm  of  my  chair,  "that  she  could  have 
done  otherwise.  In  some  cases  it  might  have  been 
different;  but  don't  you  remember — 

'They  gave  no  thought  to  self  at  all, 
They  did  but  think  of  me'?" 

"May,  I  said,  wondering  a  little  over  the  great 
earnestness  in  her  lifted  face,  and  bringing  in  my 
answer  hurriedly  and  even  irrelevantly,  "I  have 
often  feared  that  you  did  not  think  seriously  enough 
over  Mr.  Leslie's  proposal  to  yon.  I  wish  I  had 
been  able  myself  to  warn  you  what  was  coming.  But 
I  am  a  sleepy  fellow,  and  had  forgotten  that  my  pet 
had  grown  into  a  woman.  Now  I  know  it,  and  can 
caution  her  sagely,  bidding  her  remember  that,  how- 
ever pretty  she  may  be,  and  however  worth  the  win- 
ning, she  hud  no  right  to  go  on  winning  the  love  of 
good  men  and  never  accepting  it.  There,  dear,  you 
must  imagine  me  the 'old  folk, '  putting  to  you  my 
view  of  the  question — bungling  over  it  of  course,  or 
it  would  not  l*  me." 

'Bungling — yes,"  May  answered,  with  that  slow 
gravity  of  her  childhood — "or  it  would  not  be  you, 
John,  And  I  am  not  to  bungle  again,  I  suppose,  as  I 
bungled  in  refusing  Mr.  Leslie  ?" 

I  could  have  fancied  her  jesting,  but  for  that  tell- 
tale blush  which  rose  so  slowly  and  softly  in  her 
cpeeks,  as  her  thoughts  caught  and  held  my  meaning. 

'  Those  old  folks  in  the  song  ought  to  have  had  a 
word  or  two  to  say  in  the  matter  of  their  pet  leaviug 
them,"  I  said.  "It  is  very  hard  upon  us  never  to 
get  a  hearing.  Now  just  suppose  I  were  not  allowed 
to  say  what  I  think  before  my  pet  goes  to  live  in  her 
mother's  old  home,  and  with  one  whom  her  mother 
would  so  well  have  liked." 

Again  that  slow,  bright  blush  spread  over  the  face 
on  which  I  gazed  so  anxiously — only  anxiously,  I 
trust,  thougdiny  heart  beat  so  heavily  in  its  love  aud 
longing. 

"iTou  like  Mr.  Fortescue  better,  than  you  liked  Mr. 
Leslie,"  May  said. 

"Could  Leslie  have  given  my  pet  such  a  home 
as — " 

"That  is  no  answer,"  May  interrupted  with  one  of 
her  rare  flashes  of  petulance,  though  still  she  kept 
her  seat  beside  me,  and  I  tried  not  to  fear  any  com- 
ing day  when  the  low,  pretty  chair  should  stand 
near  me  vacant.  "You  never  Bay  you  like  Earnest 
Fortescue  for  his  own  sake.  If — if  I  ever  tell  you 
that  I  love  him,  Johu,  it  will  not  be  for  the  sake  of 
his  home;  it  will  be  for  himself." 

"Of  course  it  will,  my  child,"  I  answered,  know- 
ing she  would  never  learu  how  hard  it  was  for  me  to 
say  these  things,  and  findiug  courage  and  finding 
courage  at  last  to  lay  iny  hand  upon  her  head;  "and 
it  shall  be  a  happy  day  for — both  of  us,  as  well  as  for 
him." 

"Suppose  the  day  never  comes,"  she  said,  her  eyes 
bright  with  laughter. 

"Now  that  you've  settled  everything,  what  shall  I 
do  if  he  never  asks  me — my  opinion  on  the  subject 
of  a  future  mistress  for  the  Hall  ?" 

Then  I  laughed  indeed,  because  he  had  taken  such 
great,  unceasing,  and  frequent  pains  to  make  his 
meaning  plain  to  me  when  he  came  so  very  often  to 
the  farm,  and  had  several  times  tried  to  as',  me  for- 
mally for  my  ward — only  I  had,  so  far,  been  able,  in 
my  cowardice,  to  put  off'  the  evil  day. 

"I  think  he  will-consult  you,  dear,"  I  said,  trying 
after  my  usual  quiet,  practical  tones,  "and  when  he 
does,  I  shall  feel  that  I  give  you  not  only  to  a  pleas- 
ant, clever  man,  but  to  a  gentleman,  who,  being  in 
your  own  grade  of  life — " 

"My  grade  of  life  !"  May  interrupted,  tapping  her 
foot  impatiently  on  the  floor.  "What  does  that-mean, 
John?  I  am  a  farmer's  child,  and  no  one  whom  you 
hold  above  you  is  in  my  grade  of  life.  That  I  was 
not  born  in  this  dear  old  farm,  and  that  you  are  not 
like  other  farmers,  makes  no  shadow  of  difference." 
[to  he  continued. 1 


CP*No  communication  will  he  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Adams. — You  can.  You  go  to  New  York 
by  rail  and  you  can  go  to  grans  with  a  rail. 

Snuffers. — It  takes  years  to  manufacture 
snuff,  but  you  can  snuff  a  candle  in  two 
seconds. 

Scotch  Jim. — You  should  dye  your  hair, 
wash  your  hands,  and  learn  to  talk  English 
— and  the  truth. 

St.  Paul. — Our  advice  to  you  is  to  keep 
sober,  eat  eggs,  take  taffey,  and  avoid  the 
pitt-falls  of  life. 

Giraffe. — If  "a  fool  at  forty  is  a  fool  in- 
deed" we  suppose  that  a  fool  at  fifty  would 
be  a.  fool  outside  of  a  deed. 

Sailok. — We  are  not  prepared  to  assert 
that  elephants  don't  know  the  difference  be- 
tween a  sand-lot  orator  and  a  parrott. 

Detroit. — We  are  a  bald-headed  old  thief, 
are  we  ?  .  All  right;  you  just  come  along  here 
and  see  if  we  don't  chew  your  ear  off. 

Ben. — Bismarck's  official  salary  is  $25,000 
a  year,  but  the  buttons  fly  off  his  pants  just 
the  same  as  those  of  a  clerk  with  $500  per 
year. 

W anger. — Boston  has  nearly  39,000  regis 
tered  voters,  but  we  cannot  say  what  propor- 
tion of  that  number  have  ever  sung  "Baby 
Mine." 

Levant. — No,  sir.  Allah  is  great,  peaches 
are  ripe,  and  grapes  are  cheap,  but  they  still 
continue  to  dilute  their  whisky  with  bad 
water. 

John  Thomas. — Your  hands  may  be  white 
your  blood  blue,  and  your  eyes  black,  but 
you  can't  raise  sweet  potatoes  on  old  Picker- 
ing's ears. 

Elizabeth  — Comb  down  your  front  hair, 
place  a  white  rose  behind  your  ear,  and  wash 
your  teeth;  and,  if  any  church  refuses  to  ad- 
mit you  into  membership,  let  us  know. 

Doubtful. — When  you  read  about  a  poor 
young  man  who  came  to  San  Erancisco  with 
two  bits  in  his  pocket  and  accumulated  $50,- 
000  in  three  years  you  can  put  it  down  for 
certain  that  he  stole  the  money. 


Pendenins. — Wants  to  know  what  kind 
soil  is  best  to  plant  dates  in.      Well 
he  will  just  put  the  Eourth  of  July- 
experiment —  in  a  sandy  soil  with  a  southern 


now  n 
-as   an 


exposure,  he  will  be   astonished   at  the   re1 
suit. 

Brtan  O'Lin. — Says  that  he  is  addicted  to 
hiccoughs  and  wants  to  know  how  he  can 
stop  them.  Well,  Bryan,  since  you  ask,  if 
you  were  to  leave  off  drinking  so  much  hair 
oil  in  your  Spring  Valley,  you  might  come 
out  all  right. 


Give  Me  a  Lower  Birth. 
The  evening  of  the  third  day  of  the  case, 
an  intoxicated  man,  smelling  like  a  horse- 
blanket,  and  carrying  a  dyspepetic  carpet- 
bag, stopped  a  street-car  at  the  corner  of 
Third  and  Market  streets,  and  stumbled  in. 
It  was  one  of  those  summer  cars,  with  a  can- 
vas back  curtain,  one  of  those  refrigerator 
cars,  that  makes  cold  chills  run  up  your 
trouser  legs  to  look  at  them.  A  colored  bar- 
ber was  standing  on  the  back  platform,  and 
the  intoxicated  man  hauled  his  carpet-bag  to 
him  and  went  in,  reeling  up  into  the  corner 
as  though  looking  for  something.  "Gimme 
a  lower  berth  in  the  middle,"  said  he  to  the 
colored  man,  as  he  felt  around  in  the  corner 
for  the  door-knob  to  the  drinking  fountain. 
The  colored  man  laughed  and  told  the  man 
to  take  a  seat  in  the  middle  of  the  car.  There 
were  only  a  few  people  in  the  car — an  old 
man  going  to  the  depot,  a  young  couple  com- 
ing home  from  a  picnic,  and  an  old  maid  go- 
ing to,  the  Lord  only  knows  where.  The 
drunken  man  who  was  evidently  from  the 
country  in  attendance  upon  the  pool  boxes 
of  the  races,  pulled  off  his  boots  and  said  to 
the  colored  man,  "Ain't  yer  going  to  make 
up  my  berth  ?"  The  old  maid  took  out  her 
smelling  bottle  and  acted  as  though  she  was 
going  to  faint.  His  stockings  were  old 
enough  to  vote,  and  his  feet  could  have  been 
condemned  by  the  Board  of  Health.  He 
pulled  off  his  coat  and  vest,  tried  to  hang  his 
hat  on  the  bell-cord,  when  the  driver  saw 
him,  and,  leaving  the  mules,  he  came  in  and 
took  the  man  by  the  shoulder  and  said, 
"None  of  that  Boss!"  The  man,  who  evi- 
dently imagined  he  was  behind  the  curtains 
of  a  sleeper,  said:  "Shay,  con(hie)ter,  I  want 
to  be  woke  up  at  Camp  Dug's,  sure,"  and  he 
began  to  make  the  preliminary  movements 
towards  taking  off  his  pants.  Sliding  his 
suspenders  over  his  shoulders,  his  hand  had 
just  reached  his  waistbaud,  when  a  scream 
struck  him  dumb,  and  the  old  maid  pulled 
the  bell-strap,  and  as  the  car  Blackened  up, 
she  jumped  off,  yelling  for  a  policeman.  The 
driver  reasoned  with  the  man,  told  him  he 
was  on  a  street  car,  and  got  his  clothes  on 
and  pointed  out  the  depot  to  him.  As  he 
took  the  carpet-bag  and  went  off,  with  one 
boot  in  his  hand,  trying  to  button  up  his  vest 
with  his  other  hand,  he  muttered:  "If  that 
old  woman  had  kepther  curtain  pulled  down, 
there  wouldn't  have  been  any  tr(hic)ouble  at 
all."     And  he  wandered  off  into  the  night. 


A  poor  woman  in  Denmark  saved  three 
children  from  drowning.  The  King  heard  of 
t  and  gave  her  a  medal.  We  don't  know 
anything  about  the  valuation  of  .children  in 
Denmark,  but  it  strikes  us  that  the  act  was 
least  worth  a  silk  overskirt  with  knife-  plait- 
ing. 
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Tlie  Yery  Freshest  .\nicrie«n  Humor 

Nature  abhors  a  vacuum,  but  an  Ohio  man 
loveth  a  vacancy. — Eawkeye. 

Tou  can  hear  a  defence,  but  how  can  a 
deaf  fence  hear  you  ?— Cin.  Sat.  Night. 

Why  not  call  a  smart  doff  a  clever  man  ? 
"We  call  a  smart  man  a  clever  dog,— N.  Y. 
News. 

Isn't  there  an  unusual  amount  of  lawful- 
ness about  the  Mary  Maguires  just  now  ?— 
Hawkeye. ' 

Forty  rods  applied  to  four  rood  children 
make  an  acre — four  achres,  in  fact. — Boston 
Transcript. 

There  are  "sermons  in  stones,"  and  there 
are  some  very  seriou3  tones  in  sermons,  too. 
— Hawkeye. 

The  man  who  patronizes  a  second-hand 
clothing  store  is  never  troubled  with  fits. — 
Whitehall  limes. 

Jennie  Lind  has  been  arrested  and  sent  to 
jail  at  Kingston.  She  now  knows  what  it  is 
to  be  a  Swedish  night-in-jail. — N.  Y.  Gom. 
Adv. 

The  new  reporter  who  referred  to  a  man  as 
a  sly  dog,  was  discharged  for  using  adjectives 
when  there  was  no  need  of  them. — Oil  City 
Derrick. 

Sitting  Bull  stays  over  the  border  and 
laughs  in  his  sleeve  at  his  Uncle.  But  is 
there  anything  merry-taurus  in  it  ? — Phila. 
Bulletin. 

The  Gulf  Stream  is  reported  to  have  gone 
crooked,  but  when  did  that  stream  ever  be- 
come President  of  a  Savings  bank  ? — Phila. 
Chronicle. 


A  magazine  writer  speaks  about  "cheap 
girls."  Why  bless  him,  down  this  way  they 
are  all  dear,  some  of  them  too  dear,  alas  ? — 
Bridgeport  Standard. 

One  of  the  vilest  deceptions  of  the  day  is 
the  small  fried  oyster,  which  is  made  to  ap- 
pear large  by  means  of  a  huge  Indan  meal 
epidermis. — N.  Y.  Graphic. 

Thos*e  who  fear  their  fever  contributions 
will  be  missapplied  are  at  libberty  to  go 
South  and  personally  supervise  its  distribu- 
tion.— Rochester  Express. 

Dwellers  along  the  sea-coast  are  not  fa- 
mous for  their  skill  in  phonography,  notwith- 
standing their  having  so  much  shore-tanned 
experience. — Yonkers  Gazette. 

Nothing  disgusts  the  boy  more  who  dusts 
your  coat  and  generally  expects  more  than 
the  barber  does  for  a  shave  than  to  see  a  man 
come  in  wearing  a  linen  suit. — Danbury  Neivs. 

Will  Hays  is  the  a  new  ballad,  "Keep  in 
de  Middle  ob  de  Road."  If  he  was  to  do 
that  around  here,  he.  would  collide  with  a 
street  car  in  about  two  minutes.— Breakfast 
Table. 


No  sooner  does  beer  come  down  to  three 
cents  a  glass  than  we  read  of  the  frequent 
appearance  of  ghosts  in  various  parts  of  the 
land.  What  does  this  signify  ? — Rochester 
Democrat. 

An  editor,  out  West  with  nine  unmarried 
daughters,  recently  wrote  an  editorial  leader 
on  "The  Demand  for  Men."  Several  un- 
married persons  called  to  ask  what  he  men't. 
N.  Y.  Com.  Adv. 

I  bewale  your  naughtiness,  as  the   school- 
master said.     'Tis  sever  thus — said  Alexan 
der  when  he   cut   the  Gordian  knot.     Beef 
Allah  mowed — said  the  Turk  when   the   hail 
killed  his  cattle.— N.  Y.  Mail. 

A  Canadian  woman  whose  husband  had  the 
rheumatism  didn't  give  him  a  sand-bath,  as 
she  hadn't  time,  but  she  rubbed  him  with 
sandpaper  until  the  friction  was  heard  a  mile 
and  a  half. — Detroit  Free  Press. 

"Do  you  love  me  still?"  Mrs.  Harkins 
asked,  as  her  husband  was  attempting  to 
write  an  important  letter.  "Do  you  love  me 
still?"  "Yes  I  do,"  said  Harkins,  and  it  was 
the  emphasis  that  broke  her  heart.-  -Keokuk 
Constitution. 

Mark  Antony's  oration  has  always  been 
cited  as  a  remarkable  example  of  exhortive 
and  persuasive  eloquence;  but  it  would  never 
have  exerted  its  immediate  influence  over  the 
Koman  mob  had  he  omitted  that  suggestive 
invitation,  "Beer  with  me." — Ex. 

We  hope  the  drooping  spirits  of  some 
Brookville  young  ladies  will  revive  when  we 
tell  them  that  there  are  60,000  commercial 
travellers  in  the  United  States.  Take  cour- 
age, girls;  there  are  at  least  267  you  haven't 
got  aquainted  with  yet. — Brookville  Democrat 

When  you  see  a  woman  sit  down,  open  her 
desk,  jerk  out  a  pen  and  writing  material, 
roll  up  her  sleeves,  and  seize  the  pen  as 
though  she  were  preparing  to  charge  upon 
an  arm3',  you  may  rest  assured  there  are  not 
words  enough  in  the  English  language  to 
express  her  thoughts.- — N.  Y.  Express. 

Look  out  for  him.  There  is  a  life  insur- 
ance agent  around  here.  He  talks  about  the 
dread  messenger,  the  silent  tomb  and  cold 
death,  as  though  he  was  selling  a  patent 
spring  mattress.  He  can  weep  like  a  sprink- 
ling cart,  and  his  trademark  is  a  red  hand- 
kerchief with  an  onion  in  it. — Wheeling  Lea- 
der. 


A  Distressing  Mistake. 
I  couldn't  see  the  woman's  face  but  she 
was  handsomely,  tastefully  dressed  and  her  ' 
manner  indicated  refinement  and  culture. 
She  was  sitting  in  the  seat  just  before  me, 
and  was  conversing  with  her  friend.  She  had 
been  to  Chicago  and  was  on  her  way  home. 
I  was  so  charmed  with  her  hat  that  I  wished 
I  could  see  her  face.  Presently  she  said, 
continuing  a  conversation  that  had  been  in- 
terrupted when  the  train  had  stopped  at  the 
station. 

"Oh.  it  was  puffectly  shawming!" 
And   I   smiled   as  I  thought  of  the  ebony 
face  that  lined  that  love  of  a  bonnet. 

"I  wish,"  she  continued,  "that  you  could 
have  seen  Kunnel  Thawnton.  He  rode  his 
famous  old  wah  hoss." 

It  was  remarkable,  too;  she  had  a  very 
shapely  hand,  small,  and  delicately  gloved. 
"She's  been  a  house  servant,"  I  thought,  "a 
lady's  maid  in  some  wealthy  old  southern 
family.  There's  no  cotton  field  breeding 
about  her."     Pretty  soon  she  went  on: 

"I  nevah  expect  to  see  a  mooh  fawmidad- 
ble  looking  pusson  than  youah  brothah  was 
that  mawning.  When  the  soljahs  mawched 
past  the  sqna-ah,  I  smiled  my  sweetest  at 
him,  but  he  nevah  looked  up.  He  was  too 
much  absawbed  in  his  hoss.  I  saw  him  foah 
times  that  afternoon." 

Really,  I  though,  if  it  wasn't  for  the  ver- 
nacular of  the  quarters,  I  would  be  ready  to 
swear  she  was  a  white  woman.  The  train 
stopped,  and  as  she  rose  to  go,  she  said  to 
her  friend : 

' '  Good  bye.  Tou  must  run  ovah  and  spend 
Christmas  with  us  this  wintah." 

And  I  saw  she  was  much  whiter  than  I  ex- 
pect to  be  when  I  die;  a  lady,  refined,  intel- 
ligent and  cultivated.  I  had  misjudged  her, 
and  I  repent  me  of  it.  But  I  can't  help 
wondering  where  the  cotton  field  darkies 
learned  their  peculiar  pronunciation. — Ex- 
tract from  a  retired  clergyman's  diary. 


The  Sunday  school  scholar  may  still  un- 
ceasingly toil  on  with  the  problems  in  his 
catechism,  and  yet  limp  on  the  ans>ver  to  the 
first  question;  but  give  him  a  fair  chance  at 
one  session  of  a  circus,  and  if  he  can't  sing 
the  choruses  of  all  the  clown's  songs,  and 
whistle  the  air  to  the  first  part,  he  is  not 
American. — Fulton  Times. 

Profane  History — Reports  of  Kearney's 
speeches.  High-Ton  ed  Affair — A  discussion 
of  fish-wives.  Time-honored  Men — Delin- 
quent newspaper  subscribers.  How  to  pro- 
duce a  telling  effect — Communicate  a  secret 
to  a  woman.  A  Startling  Report — The 
Fourth-of-July  fire  cracker  in  your  coat-tail 
pocket.  -Boston  Com.  Bulletin. 

It  was  the  voice  of  the  flower  of  the  family 
from  the  top  stair:  "Oh,  mamma,  please  do 
come  up."  "What  is  wanted,  my  daughter?" 
queried  the  tender  parent.  "Dear,  dear 
me!"  was  the  pathetic  reply;  "I  can't  decide 
what  dress  to  wear,  and  I  am  so  afraid  I 
shall  be  late  for  church."  And  this  may 
have  accounted  for  her  coming  so  late. — 
Chicago  Journal. 


A  Good-Hearted  Man. 
A  stranger  who  boarded  a  Michigan  avenue 
car  at  Jefferson  avenue  yesterday  forenoon 
did  not  mind  the  fare-box  until  a  woman 
came  aboard  and  dropped  in  her  nickle.  She 
was  talking  with  another  woman  about  the 
fever  sufferers  as  she  did  so,  and  the  man 
picked  up  his  ears  and  also  put  in  a  nickel. 
A  fourth,  fifth  and  sixth  passenger  got  aboard 
and  paid  their  fares,  and  every  time  a  nickel 
went  into  the  box  the  stranger  "saw"  it.  By 
and  by,  after  he  had  deposited  ten  fares,  to 
the  great  amusement  of  other  passengers,  an 
old  woman  with  a  basket  took  her  seat  and 
sent  her  fare  along,  and  at  the  same  time 
happened  to  look  across  at  the  good-hearted 
man. 

"Bluff,  is  it!"  he  called  out  as  he  rose  up 
and  went  down  for  big  change.  "Well,  if  a 
crowd  like  this  'ere  can  bluff  me  on  yellow 
fever  nickel  subscriptions  then  I'll  eat  my 
boots!  Here,  you  wall-eyed  crowd,  climb 
over  this  two-dollar  bill  and  I'll  drop  in  a 
five!" 

He  pushed  the  money  into  the  box,  and 
the  driver  opened  the  door  and  inquired : 

"Do  you  want  change  ?" 

"Change  ?  Not  a  red !  I'm  waiting  for  this 
caboodle  to  call  my  hand  if  they  dare!" — De- 
troit Free  Press. 
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— At  a  Texas  speaking  there  was  not  a  dry 
eye.  Cause — cloud  of  knats,  seeking  for  re- 
ligion. 

— A  two  hundred  pound  turtle  has  been 
caught  at  Hare  Island — the  story-teller  hasn't 
been  caught  yet. 

— Corn  is  worth  15  cents  a  bushel  in  De- 
troit and  still  there  is  an  editor  there  with 
two  boots  full  of  them. 

— A  Louisiana  editor  was  bitten  by  a 
rattlesnake,  recently,  but  it  didn't  hurt  him 
much.  They  are  tough  those  Louisiana  edi- 
tors. 

— And  now  they  have  found  an  insane 
member  of  the  Constitutional  Convention. 
Ha,  Ha,  Ha!  Perhaps  a  few  more  might  be 
found. 

— And  now  the  country  is  in  trouble,  two 
of  Mrs.  Jenks'  babies  are  dead,  the  hens  have 
stopped  laying,  and  the  stock  market  is  go- 
ing down. 

— "In  the  midst  of  life  we  are  in  death," 
observed  a  Front  street  merchant  the  other 
day,  and  then  he  tramped  on  an  innocent 
mouse  which  had  just  been  sampling  his 
cheese. 

— They  have  just  started  a  new  town  in 
"Western  Texas.  Its  name  is  Collins.  It  is 
only  a  month  old  and  contains  twenty  sa- 
loons, a  grocery  store,  a  blacksmith  shop, 
six  houses,  and  twelve  unwashed  Democrats. 

— The  Constitutional  Convention  yes- 
terday discussed  the  question,  "are  spittoons 
a  Constitutional  necessity.  Upon  a  vote  be- 
ing taken  the  question  was  decided  in  the 
negative.  It  was  noticed  that  the  members 
of  one  political  faction  voted  in  a  solid  body 
against  such  flippers  alledging  that  a  door 
nob  was  a  good  enough  target  for  them. 

— To  be  sure!  Just  so!  That's  the  way 
it's  done!  It  seems  that  the  poor  white  set- 
tlers up  in  Oregon  amused  themselves  the 
other  day  by  killing  an  Indian  and  stealing 
some  horses.  General  Howard  telegraphed 
that  fact  to  the  War  Office.  The  dispatch 
was  promptly  turned  over  to  General  Sher- 
man, who  in  turn  passed  it  on  to  the  Secre- 
tary of  War,  who  handed  it  over  to  the 
Commission  of  the  Indian  Bureau,  who  in 
turn  referred  it  to  the  Secretary  of  the  Inte- 
rior, who  recommended  that  the  guilty  par- 
ties be  promptly  brought  to  justice. 

— "British  Justice — A  Specimen  of  It. — A 
late   London   paper   gives    this:  The  magis- 


trates at  Dummow  have  sent  a  woman  named 
Margaret  Chapman  to  prison  for  seven  days 
for  picking  ears  of  wheat,  valued  at  Id,  from 
a  field."  We  cut  the  above  from  the  Ex- 
aminer. If  that  is  a  fair  specimen  of  "Bri- 
tish Justice,"  we  don't  want  any  of  it.  It's 
too  severe.  But  just  for  the  sake  of  con- 
trast we  give  the  following  item:  The  Chief 
Justice  of  the  Police  Court,  San  Francisco, 
has  sent  two  young  gentlemen  named  Billy 
the  Bitfer,  and  Johnny  the  Slogger  to  prison 
for  seven  hours  for  killing  an  elderly  gentle- 
man named  P.  A.  Roach. 


Didn't  Yearn  for  His  Acquaintance. 

About  noon  yesterday,  a  portly,  dignified 
gentleman  chanced  to  meet  his  daughter,  a 
handsome,  stylish  little  miss,  wearing  a  jaun- 
ty velvet  hat,  and  with  her  hair  rolled  up  at 
at  the  back  of  her  head  in  the  shape  of  a  Vi- 
enna bun,  sauntering  down  Pine  street  under 
the  escort  of  a  young  man  dressed  with  ex- 
cruciating carefulness  and  exceeding  taste. 
The  old  gentleman  stopped  his  daughter,  and 
without  noticing  ihe  confusion  their  meeting 
threw  her  into,  commenced  talking  about  the 
weather,  her  shopping,  etc.  She  listened 
dutifully  a  moment  or  two,  and  then  re- 
marked, referring  to  her  escort,  "Papa,  this 
is  Mr. ."  Papa,  however,  paid  no  atten- 
tion to  the  young  man,  but  kept  on  talking. 
Again  she  said,  "Papa,  you  didn't  hear,  me  ; 
this  is  Mr.  ." 

,'Yes,  yes,  my  girl,  I  heard  you,"  said  the 
gentleman,  with  an  impatient  wave  of  the 
hand.  "I  heard  you,  and  don't  care  to 
know  Mr. ." 

The  immediate  departure  of  that  young 
man  in  a  very  shrunken  up  condition  was  one 
of  the  funniest  sights  of  the  day. 


"Temograts,  Dook  Notice." 
Over  in  Sugar  Valley,  where  every  man  is 
supposed  to  be  a  Democrat,  lives  a  jolly  old 
German  farmer,  who  has  been  of  that  persua- 
sion, but  who  had  lately  become  dissatisfied 
with  the  party  and  wandered  off  to  the  green- 
back fold.  As  he  does  not  want  to  be 
troubled  with  candidates  every  few  minutes 
during  the  busy  season,  he  posted  the  follow- 
ing notice  on  his  front  gate: 

"  TEMOGRATS,    DOOK    NOTIS." 

"Petter  you  not  cum  in  mit  dot  gate!  Der 
Pig  Dog  is  tied  loose  youst  behint  der  house 
— unt  I  haf  jine  mit  dot  Greenback  barty. 
Petter  you  Temograts  keep  a  leedle  out." 

In  telling  a  friend  how  it  worked,  he  gave 
his  experience  thus  : 

"Veil  py  shiminy,  it  vas  youst  so  much  fun 
to  see  dem  fellers  I  most  explode  der  buttons 
ouf  my  breeches  off.  Dey  trive  up  like  as 
my  house  vas  afire,  shump  der  buggy  oud, 
rush  for  dot  gate  und — veil,  dey  shtop  like 
dey  see  der  tuyvil.  Den  dey  say,  '  Tam  old 
Dutch  fool!'  and  shump  der  buggy  in  und 
trive  like  de  tuyvil  vas  after  'em.  More  as 
forty  vas  dere;  all  dem  Lockhaven  fellers, 
dot  big  Renovo  feller— vot  pizness  he  got 
running  mit  sheriff  in  Glinton  goundy  ? — und 
all  dem  onner  fellers,  und  I  youst  lying  still- 
er as  a  mouse  behint  der  bost  in  der  grass, 
stuffing  glover  in  my  mpud  to  geep  fon  laff- 
ing  oud.  It  vas  more  fun  as  I  ever  haf  mit 
my  life  pefore." 


Throughout  the  past  seven  days  there  has 
been  a  little  more  life  in  the  theatrical  field 
than  is  usual.     At  the 

California  Theatre 
Frank  Mayo  has  somewhat  enlivened  tilings 
by  attempting  to  play  "Hamlet."  We  have 
heard  of  "Hamlet  being  played  without  the 
ghost,  but  this  is  the  first  time  which  we  have 
heard  of  "Hamlet"  being  played  without 
"Hamlet."  But  then  this  is  an  age  of  won- 
ders. 

At  Baldwin's 
"A  Woman  of  the  People"  has  proved  a 
trump  card  for  the  present.  The  principal 
attraction  of  this  piece  is  that,  to  this  coun- 
try, it  is  brand  new.  It  is,  moreover,  played 
in  a  manner  not  nearly  so  bad  as  it  might  be. 
The  really  good  acting  of  Miss  Rose  Wood 
being  particularly  noticeable. 


At  the  Grand  Opera  House 
"Under  the  Gaslight,"  a  piece  with  the  true 
ring  of  the  dime  novel  about  it,  has  been 
found  sufficient  to  satiate  the  literary  require- 
ments of  the  patrous  and  it  is  certainly  quite 
equal  to  the  artistic  capacity  of  the  people 
who  were  playiug  it. 


At  the  Bush  Street  Theatre 
Mrs.  Alice  Oates  and  her  troupe   have   been 
giving  a  resume  of  the  various  pieces   which 
they  have  produced  during  their  stay,   in 
their  usual  artistic  manner. 


Ques. 
A  dispatch  from  Portland,  Oregon,  30th 
ult.,  says:  "Mr.  John  Maguire,  the  well 
known  actor,  has  effected  a  six  month's  lease 
of  the  New  Market  Theatre."  Who  is  John 
Maguire  ? 


"Woodward's  Gardens. 
"What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  dus  Planl.es  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  "Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 
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SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


A  limited  number  of  complete  second  vol- 
umes of  the  Wasp  may  be  purchased  at  the 
business  office.  602  California  Street. 


Watches,  Jewelry  and  Silverware,  at  the 
very  lowest  prices.  Watch  and  Jewelry  re- 
pairing a  specialty  all  work  warranted.  H. 
WEULE,  634  Market  St.,  opp.  Palace  Hotel. 


The  Stock  Indicator  Saloon  is  the  finest 
place  of  its  kind  on  the  Coast.  A  stock  in- 
dicator giving  the  latest  quotations  direct 
from  the  Board.  The  choicest  wines  and  li- 
quors kept  constantly  on  hand.  Open  from 
6  A.  M.  to  6  P.  M.  Frank  C.  Bemniington, 
Leidesdorff  Street,  between  Pine  and  Cali- 
fornia, below  Pacific  Stock  Board. 


Stock  Indicator  Oyster  and  Lunch  House, 
Leidesdorff  street,  bet.  Pine  and  California, 
below  the  Pacific  Stock  Board.  Oysters  in  all 
styles,  served  from  6  A.  M.  to  6  P.  M.  New 
York  Butter  Cakes  will  be  sold  only  at  the 
old  stand,  519  California  street,  under  Cali- 
fornia Market.      J.  H.  Burns,  Proprietor. 


— Eecipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 


J.  S.  Stratton,  contractor  for  raising  and 
moving  brick,  stone,  iron,  and  wooden  build- 
ings. Office:  N.  E.  cor.  Kearny  and  Bush 
streets.  Shop',  No.  854  Harrison  street,  San 
Francisco.  Residence,  No.  924  Harrison 
street. 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


Madame  Demorest's  cut  paper  patterns. 
The  most  stylish  and  reliable  of  any  patterns 
made.  Send  for  illustrated  Calalogue,  fiee. 
A  full  and  complete  assortment  of  patterns 
always  on  hand.  Will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress in  the  country  by  mail  on  the  receipt 
of  price  in  stamps.  Myron  Shew,  General 
Agent  for  the  Pacific  Coast,  No.  109  Dupont 
street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


Delicious  candies  and  caramels  are  being 
manufactured  fresh  every  day  at  the  Paragon 
Candy  Store,  101  Dupont  street,  corner  of 
Geary.  Wright  &  Tham,  Proprietors.  De- 
pot of  the  celebrated  Paragon  Marsh  Mel- 
low Drops,  also,  agency  for  Brummell's  cele- 
brated Cough  Drops.  Wholesale  and  Re- 
tail. 


Mods.  Alexander  S.  De  Wolowski, 

The  well-known  pianist  and  vocalist,  honor- 
ary member  of  the  principal  Philharmonic 
Societies,  reopens  courses  and  classes  for 
piano  and  singing,  for  opera,  parlor  and  con- 
certs, by  his  new  simplified  method,  the 
shortest  and  best  in  existence,  saving  years  of 
practice  to  beginners,  reading  music  at  sight 
and  training  the  voice  to  its  highest  culture. 
Musical  time  by  his  new  invention.  At  Al- 
bemarle House,  No.  8  Mason  St. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1S77,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  V.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


CENTRAL  SALOON 

244  SUTTER  ST..  bet.  Kearny  and  Dupont. 

HOT    LUNCH 

From  1 1  to  1  o'clock. 

Beer,  Wines,  Liquors,  Cigars. 

FRANZ  FEEDER,  Manager. 


MERCER'S 

Marsh  Mallow  Candy 

WHOLESALE   AND    RETAIL, 

No.  17  POWELL  ST.,  opp.  Baldwin's  Hotel,  San 
Francisco. 

Branch  of  518  KEARNY   STREET. 

^jPSpecial   Attention  paid  to  Country  Orders. ^^B 


Country  Hotel  ($25)  ana  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  R,  R.  station  at  Korbel's'l&ill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KOEBEL  &  BROS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BROS.,  in 
Santa  Rosa. 


FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing. 


LAST  OPPORTUNITY! 

TO  SEE  THE  WONDEKFUL 


STRASBURC  CLOCK! 

All  delighted  at  its  marvelous  movements,  aston- 
ished at  its  intricate  mechanism,  interested  in  its 
pathetic  history,  and  full  of  wonder  at  its  BEAUTY 
and  PEBFECT ION. 

Now   on  Exhibition    at    727 
Market   Street ! 

Open  from  10  A.  M.  to  9.30  P.  M.;  and  on  Sunday 
from  6  P.  M.  to  10  P.  M.  Admission  15  cents;  Two 
for  25  cents;  Children  10  cents. 

COLQWA  VINEYARD. 

Constantly  on 
hand 

WINES  &  BRANDIES, 

Burgundy, 

Muscat,     Catawba, 

BED,  'WHITE, 
and'   other     WINES. 

Robert  Chalmers,  Coloma. 

FOE  SALE  BY 

ROBERT    1JE3U3U, 

General  Agent  for  San  Francisco,  also 
Dealer  in 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors, 


412  Sansome  Street, 


San  Francisco. 


DOISTNTOULY'S 

YEAST  POWDER 

FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 
Ask    Your     Grocer    For    It. 


CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 
o 

Henry  -AJhrens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITEOT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block, 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Boom  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 
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THE  ONLY  HOUSE  in  tho  city  that  receives  fresh  patterns  and  New  York  find  Paris  Fashions  weekly.     Samples,  with  instructions  for  self-meusuranient 


NIOOLL,  THE  TAILOR, 

Branch    of   New    York 


IS  ^citrtw  j|X  and  505  Jjjlontgomcrit  gt 

The  Quickest,  Best  aiwl  Cheapest  Tailor  in  the  World. 

Pants  to   Order  in  Six  Hours,  and  Suits  in  One  Day,  if  Required. 


TO  OSDER 

Pants,  -  from  $4 .00 
Suits,  -  trom  $15.00 
Overcoats,  from  $15.00 
Dress  Coats,    "  $20.00 


TO  ORDER 

Black  Doeskin 

Pants,  -  from  $7.00 
White  Vests,  '■  $3.00 
Fancy  Vests,  "    $6.00 


A  small  stock  on  hand,  of  our  own  make,  to  select  from.    Tailors   and   the   public   supplied  with  cloth  and  trimmings  at  wholesale  prices  by  the  yard 


Pilu  Boot  Xakir 

OF  THE  PACIFIC  COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
proyement  in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 


mbined.      For  style  and  corn- 
excel  all  others.     The 
elastic  is  so  placed   back  of 
" "  i   as   to  protect  it 
from   wear  and  it- 
does       not      bind 
around   the   ankle 

like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men, who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  $8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  a  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  S3. 50. 

P.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


C*E   4-^-y  <ROf\  per  day  at  home.    Samples  worth  §5  free. 
q>0    LKJ  <j)£i\J  Address  Stinson  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE:— Northeast    Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICERS: 


President 

Vice-President  . . 


..M.  D.  SWEENY 
.  D.  O' SULLIVAN 


TRUSTEES- 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O 'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,         Gus.   Touchard, 

&.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Dononue, 

Teeasueee EDWARD  MARTIN 

AraoENEY RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  Bent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co*8  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  S2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to 
july21-tf  ' 


Candies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!     Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

o.  ^Awrxir  a*  oo-. 

"Wholesale    and    Retail   Confectioners, 

107  MONTGOMERY  STREET. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  our  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates.  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal,  Orders  from  the  interior  promply  and  care- 
fully attended  to.  Broken  Candy,  15  cents  a  pound. 
Mixed  Candy,  20  cents  a  pound. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOE  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  BEST  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  OH  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 


Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  THIRD  YEAR! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -         -  -         -    $4  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

BPAU  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


AXtBACTir 


Inhiicatinq  (^ompound 


AND   CUPS. 


One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  la9t  as  long-  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  beat  oil  cups. 

THE      • 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing-  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
add  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing— 
corrosion  being-  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble. 

R.  HOE  A  CO'S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGER  SAWS, 

^V  j —  ^.  /  ^     always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
<^n-.!*HA5/  ,£■       out  gjiy  of  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saw   constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.    Address 

TATUM  &  BOWEN, 

No.  3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market. 
P.O.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 
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flHT  T*  Any  worker  can  make  $12  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
*-*  VXJ.L./  Outfit  free.     Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OE    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 
FOS   SALE. 

From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KORBEL  & 
BROS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL 
&  BROS.,  in  Santa  Rosa. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


$66 


a  week  in  your  own  town.  Terms  and  §5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing    MONDAY,    OCT.    7th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco: 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  "Wharf.) 

3(~ir\  P,  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Steamer  "James  M. 
•  V/ v  Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),  connecting  with 
Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa, 
Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  con- 
nections at  Lakevills  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City, 
and  the  Geysers. 

^^.Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  with  Ful- 
ton and  Gueruevillh  R.  R.  for  Korbel's,  Guerueville  and  the  Red- 
woods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  11.00  A.  M.] 

O  C\(}  A.  M.  [Sundays  only],  Excursion  Steamer  "James  M. 
f*vV7  Donahue"  connecting  at  Donahue  with  trains  for  Clo- 
verdale and  way  stations. 

RETURNING  TRAINS  will  leave  Donahue  at 
4.40  P.  M.  and  arrive  in  San  Francisco  at  6.25  P.  M. 

SS^Freisht  received  from  7  A,  M.  to  3.00  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 

A.  HUGHES,  A.  A.  BEAN,  P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  Manager.         Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 


BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between    8th   and    9th   Streets, 

M.  NUNAN,  Proprietor. 


NOTICE. 

The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicious  nature  will 
he  published  by  this  paper. 


C.  D.  O.    SULLIVAN.  JAS.  R.   KELLY 

SULLIVAN,   KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101, 103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 

WANTED. 

In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,  CANVAS- 
SEES  for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

-  Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 
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13.  HICKS  «3te  CO., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
54*   Clay   Street 


SAN  FEANCISCO. 
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Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,   effectually   cured  by 
tha  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   ftEKARD,   from  Paris, 

818  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

B.  S.  BURNS, 

Agent  for 

Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,   between   J   and   K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 

Printers  of  the  WASP. 
novl7-tf 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 
FREE 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOR  ANS  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours*  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 


TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  G-ibbon's  Dispensary, 

023  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entranct 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
>  in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of 
aall  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
erative organs,  and  all  physical  con-" 
jlditions  of  weakness  consequent  upon 
Sythe  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 
Skin  diseases  a  id  rheumatism  successfull  treated. 
The  sick  and  affiicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospital  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  he 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  maybe  CUBED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.'  Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 


"THE 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


Published  every  Saturday, 

-     AT 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
Thirty-five  cents  peb  month  delivered  by  carrier 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


^BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY     IN    ADVANCE) 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Year        -  $4.00 

Six  Months  -  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -       -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -  $5.00 

Six  Months      -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  The  Editor,  602  Cali- 
fornia street,  San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  OCTOBER  26,  1878. 


1  'Gainst  the  wrong  that  needs  redressing, 
For  the  weak,  the  strong  oppressing." 


Tue  insufferable  self-conceit  of  a  man  who 
immagines  himself  a  heaven-born  genius  is 
unpleasant  to  contemplate,  but,  for  some- 
thing downright  disgusting,  commend  us  to 
the  columns  of  an  egotistical  paper.  Such  a 
one  is  published  in  the  high-toned,  intellec- 
tual, and  refined  city  of  New  York.  It  is  il- 
lustrated and  aims  to  be  humorous.  Its  hu- 
mor is  so  high  that  ordinary  vision  is,  as  a 
rule,  unable  to  reach  it.  There  seems  to  be 
an  impression  upon  the  mind  of  its  editors 
that  there  is  but  one  city  in  the  Union  and 
but  one  paper  in  the  Universe.  In  the  last 
issue  of  this  remarkable  paper,  it's  editorial 
page — two  columns  and  a  half,  inclusive  of  a 
ten  line  commercial  puff — contained  its  own 
name  only  fifteen  times.  A  thirty-nine  line 
article  only  nine  times;  and  a  five  line  para- 
graph only  three  times.  The  following  is  a 
fair  specimen  of  the  sparkling  wit  which  the 
intellectual  residents  of  Fifth  Avenue  are 
supposed  to  laugh  at:  "We  all  remember  the 
pig-organ,  by  which  an  ingenious  musician 
extracted  music  from  the  high  squeel  of  the 
piggy  to  the  deep  grunt  of  the  old  porker  by 
merely  pinching  their  respective  tails."  The 
humor  of  this  passage  is  only  excelled  by  its 
remarkable  syntactical  construction. 


Amongst  the  many  changes  in  the  Consti- 
tution which  the  spirit  and  necessity  of  the 
times  demand  we  venture  to  suggest  the  fol- 
lowing: 

The  adoption  of  the  Scotch  principle  of 
juries  finding  a  verdict  of  Not  Proven  where 
the  evidence  is  not  strong  enough  to  convict, 
yet  too  strong  to  permit  of  belief  in  the  in- 
nocence of  the  accused. 

Taxation  of  unimproved  land. 

Providing  for  the  establishment  of  a  per 
moment  civil  service  in  the  State;  and,  as  far 
as  may  be,  to  effect  the  same  purpose  in  all 
municipalities. 

Retiring  officers  to  deliver  over  everything 
to  their  successors. 

The  State  Legislature  to  be  elected  once 
every  four  years. 

Mechanical  labor  to  be  abolished  in  all 
State  Prisons,  and  the  same  to  be  replaced 
with  good  wholesome  stone  breaking. 

All  Judges  to  be  appointed  for  life — dur- 
ing good  behavior. 

Providing  for  the   drawing  of  a  wide  and 
distinct  line  of  demarcation  between   publ: 
officers  who    hold    representative   positions 
and   those   who   perform  duties  of  a  clerical 
and  executive  nature. 

Providing  for  the  simplification  of  the  ju- 
dicial system  and  the  facilities  of  obtaining 
justice — either  civil  or  criminal. 

The  substitution  of  a  property  qualification 
for  universal  suffrage  in  all  municipal  elec- 
tions. 


OCR  GREATNESS  IN  CROOKEDNESS. 

,    MDNICLPAI,    GOVERNMENT. 

Last  week  we  alluded,  in  a  general  way,  to 
the  crookedness  which  exists  in  our  govern- 
mental institu  tions  and  the  present  manner 
of  conducting  the  public  business  thereun- 
der. We  now  propose  discusing  our  own 
municipal  institutions.  Wrong  in  many  of 
its  fundamental  principles,  corrupt  and  ex- 
travagant in  its  administration,  and  gener- 
ally negligent  and  uncareful  of  its  duties, 
we  will  venture  to  say  that  the  City  Govern- 
ment of  San  Francisco  is  about  as  bad  as 
any  within  the  circle  of  the  civilized  universe. 
The  first  point  to  which  we  would  like  to  di- 
rect attention  is  the  present  unsatisfactory 
method  of  electing  our  principal  officials. 
The  Mayor  and  Board  of  Supervisors  we  will 
leave  out  inasmuch  as  they  are  and  should  be 
partizans  holding  representative  positions, 
though  we  fail  to  see  why  a  man's  view  upon 
national  politics  should  qualify  him  for  a 
position  which  has  no  connection  with  na- 
tional affairs.  Next  in  importance  if  not  in 
point  of  rank,  to  the  Mayor  comes  the  Audi- 
tor. This  official  should  be  a  man  of  strict 
probity,  untiring  zeal,  and  a  perfect  encyclo- 
pselia  of  municipal  law.  It  depends  upon 
him  to  prevent  the  community  from  being 
fleeced  by  unprincipled  sharpers.  It  de- 
pends upon  him  to  stay  the  hand  of  the  va- 
rious departments  of  the  Government  when 
the  ward  politicians  who  compose  them 
would,  sometimes  through  sheer  ignorance 
and  sometimes  through  venial  rapacity,  out- 


step the  bounds  which  the  law  has  thought 
fit  to  allow  them.  Now  we  ask  why  should 
such  an  office  be  an  elective  one  ?  Why 
should  a  man  who  is  sound  on  the  principles 
of  any  system  of  political  economy  be  suited 
to  fill  it  ?  The  duties  of  the  office  call  for  ex- 
ecutive abilitj',  a  large  degree  of  general  in- 
formation, and  unquestionable  integrity,  in 
the  holder.  Now  it  is  an  undeniable  fact 
that  conventions  are  controlled  by  intrigue 
and  wire  pulling,  and  that  the  personal  fit- 
ness of  the  candidate  has  always  to  give  place 
to  party  considerations  having  for  their  ob- 
ject the  placating  of  various  antagonistic 
factions.  And  it  is  an  equally  undeniable 
fact  that  the  result  is,  in  nine  cases  out  of 
ten,  the  selection  of  an  unsuitable  and  un- 
qualified man  for  so  important  a  position. 
And  so  the  "crookedness"  has  its  origin. 
We  select  the  office  of  "Auditor"  merely  as 
an  illustration.  There  are  a  number  of 
others  to  which  the  same  arguments  will  ap- 
ply— the  Treasurer,  the  Tax  Collector,  the 
Sheriff,  the  City  and  County  Attorney,  the 
Public  Administrator,  the  Recorder  and  va- 
rious understrappers  such  as  Superintendent 
of  Streets,  Chief  of  Police,  and — above  all 
others — the  City  and  County  Surveyor.  Un- 
der the  present  system  all  these  officials  are 
elected  by  the  voice  of  the  people.  And  it 
would  be  safe  to  affirm  that  nine-tenths  of 
the  people  who  elect  them  never  even  heard 
of  the  candidate's  name  until  they  found  it 
on  the  ballot  paper.  Can  the  people,  un- 
der such  circumstances,  be  fit  judg'es  of  his 
qualifications  ?  The  grave  mistake  which 
has  been  made  in  the  American  system  of 
of  Government  is  in  not  properly  distinguish- 
ing between  representative  positions  and 
those  which  are  not  representative.  And  an 
equally  grave  mistake  isthisfashion  of  regard- 
ing offices,  which  were  established  and  are 
maintained  for  the  purpose  of  conducting 
the  public  business,  as  a  species  prize  to  be 
distributed  as  rewards.  There  are  certain 
anomolies  in  the  present  system  which  we 
would  like  to  have  explained.  For  example, 
why  is  the  Chief  of  Police  elected,  and  the 
Chief  Engineer  appointed?  Why  is  the  Tax 
Collector  elected  and  the  License  Collector 
appointed  ?  Why  are  the  Auditors,  Record- 
ers, Treasurers,  etc.,  elected,  and  their 
clerks,  janitors,  etc.,  appointed?  Then 
again,  why  is  the  Chief  of  Police  elec- 
ted and  the  policemen — officers !  is  we  believe 
the  official  and  aristocratic  title — appointed  ? 
If  the  great  body  of  the  people  are  compe- 
tent to  select  the  more  important  function- 
ary, surely  they  should  be  qualified  to  select 
the  less  important! 

If  a  body  of  men  form  themselves  into  a 
corporation  for  the  purpose  of  conducting  an 
Insurance,  a  Banking,  or  other  business, 
they  do  not  usually  appoint  an  inexperienced 
person  who  knows  nothing  of  its  details  to 
conduct  such  business.  And  if  they  were  to 
do  so,  they  would  not  be  likely  to  turn  such 
person  out  of  his  position,  just  about  the 
time  that  he  had  gained  sufficient  knowledge 
to  properly  fill  it,  in  order  to  make  room  for 
another  inexperienced  person.  Yet  that  is 
exactly  what  the  body  of  men  who  compose 
this  municipality  do  every  two   years   or   so. 
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There  is  another  point  observable  in  connec- 
tion with  the  present  system  and  that  is  the 
fact  that  each  one  of  these  representatives  of 
the  "sovereign  will,"  regards  himself"  as  be- 
ing quite  independent;  and  the  whole  city 
government,  consequently,  resembles  an 
army  divided  into  brigades — and  without  a 
Commander  in  Chief. 


I  See  Illustration.! 
EVENTS  IN  HAWAII. 

It  has  been  asserted  that  one  half  of  the 
people  in  this  world  do  not  know  what  the 
other  half  are  doing.  The  Wasp  would  re- 
medy this,  as  it  aims  to  be  a  public  instruc- 
tor. With  ihis  view  we  publish  on  page  200 
some  important  events  which  are  just  about 
transpiring  amongst  our  Island  neighbors. 

The  memory  of  all  great  men  should  be 
revered  and  perpetuated,  not  merely  because 
it  is  right  and  proper  to  reward  genius  and 
virtue,  but  also  because  it  is  desirable  that 
coming  generations  should  have  a  noble  ex- 
ample, for  emulation,  brought  prominently 
before  them.  Therefore  the  present  King  of 
the  Sandwich  Islands  is  to  be  applauded  for 
his  intention  to  raise  to  the  memory  of  his 
departed  progenitor  a  suitable  monument. 
The  old  man  was,  we  are  reliably  informed, 
a  model  of  domestic  propriety  who  never 
stayed  out  late  at  night  nor  grumbled  at  the 
length  of  his  wife's  millinery  bills.  It  is  true 
he  was  averse  to  chopping  wood  and  nursing 
the  baby,  but  that  is  more  than  counterbal- 
anced by  the  fact  that  he  did  not  disturb  the 
repose  of  his  Royal  Consort  by  too  stentorial 
breathing.  He  was,  in  the  matter  of  fat 
missionary,  an  epicure.  He  allowed  no  bal- 
lot-box stuffing,  and  never  attended  the  Can 
Can.  He  was  fastidious  but  not  extravagant 
in  the  way  of  dress.  He  was  a  father  to  the 
fatherless  and  a  husband  to  the  husbandless. 
His  virtues  and  talents  have  lain  hidden  for 
years,  but  they  come  upon  us  now  all  the 
more  forcibly  from  the  fact  of  their  having 
been  so  neglected  and  the  further  fact  that 
the  Royal  Monarch  has  had  his  toes  turned 
upward  for  a  long  period  of  time. 

But  that  is  not  the  only  event  of  interest 
which  has  recently  been  transpiring'  in  that 
sunny  land.  The  dogs  have  been  barking 
and  the  fleas  biting  all  summer  with  the  most 
punctual  and  persistent  regularity;  yet  His 
Royal  Nibs,  the  Great  King  Kalakaua,  has 
not  for  one  moment  forgotten  the  high  du- 
ties of  his  position.  He  has  not  neglected 
to  oil  his  hair,  and  draw  his  pay.  He  has 
even  found  time,  amid  the  rush  of  State  af- 
fairs, to  decorate  a  contemporaneous  sover- 
eign, the  Emperor  Francis  Joseph,  with  the 
order  of  the  "Shoe  String."  A  decoration 
which,  it  may  be  observed,  is  very  scarce  in 
the  Islands  inasmuch  as  shoes  are  not  worn 
to  anj'  great  extent. 


brain  in  order  to  discover  whether  this  ani- 
mal is  kept  for  ornament  or  use.  So  far  as 
the  closet  observation  has  been  able  to  de- 
termine its  principal  accomplishment  lies  in 
a  financial  direction;  and  its  ability  to  swal- 
low the  public  ducats  is  amazing.  Naturally 
this  breeds  a  spirit  of  resentment  among  that 
large  class  who  think  that  the  money  would 
would  be  much  better  spent  if  it  was  put  in 
some  channel  which  would  lead  more  direct- 
ly to  their  pockets.  Conseqnently  the  ship 
is  falling  into  disfavor.  The  object,  we  be- 
lieve, in  establishing  the  institution  was  to 
provide  a  home  for  the  more  refractory  of 
our  youth,  where  they  would  turned  out 
"bold  mariners"  in  short  order.  The  pre- 
sumption being  that  refractory  human  na- 
ture would  be  in  its  element  in  struggling 
against  refractory  winds  and  waves.  Nor 
was  this  assumption  altogether  without  rea- 
sonable foundation  because  if  a  boy  exhibited 
great  talent  in  discovering  the  secret  place 
where  his  mother  hid  her  money,  and  great 
ability  in  spending  it  when  found,  it  was  na- 
tural to  suppose  that,  with  proper  training, 
he  would  in  time  become  a  hardy  sailor  and 
a  famous  discoverer.  With  the  practical  re- 
sults before  us,  however,  we  must  confess 
that  the  ship  is  a  failure  as  regards  the  pro- 
duction of  navigators.  But  it  does  not  fol- 
low that  she  is  useless  for  all  purposes.  A 
man  may  be  a  very  good  banker  and  yet  be 
utterly  useless  as  a  fish  peddlar.  A  vehicle 
may  be  very  useful  for  carrying  sour  apples 
and  yet  of  no  account  in  hauling  ladies  bust- 
les. In  the  same  way  this  ship  having  failed 
to  produce  any  nautical  genius,  and  having 
displayed  considerable  financial  capacity  of 
its  own,  might  be  found  of  great  service  in 
training  our  incipient  hoodlums  up  to  be 
Supervisors,  Contractors,  City  and  County 
Officials,  etc.  We  bring  forward  this  pro- 
position modestly,  and  if  it  should  find  favor 
in  influential  quarters,  and  upon  trial  be 
found  successful,  we  will  give  our  hat  an  ex- 
tra tip  on  one  side,  and  have  a  fresh  frill 
sewn  upon  our  shirt. 


sions.  Now  blue  being  the  color  of  the 
heavens,  it  naturally  followed  that  blue  was 
the  color  selected  to  clothe  the  heavenly  po- 
licemen. And  among  the  many  blues  which 
entered  into  competition  "mission  blue"  was 
the  one  chosen.  The  difference  between 
"mission  blue"  and  all  other  blues  being  that 
it  is  fine  cloth  to  run.  Now  every  one  knows 
that  it  is  very  necessary  for  a  policeman  to 
run  now  and  then— sometimes  he  has  to  run 
away  for  fear  of  being  around  when  he  is 
wanted,  sometimes  he  has  to  run  away  for 
fear  of  being  tempted  with  a  bribe.  "Mis- 
sion blue"  it  was,  however,  and  every  officer 
as  he  stepped  forth  in  his  new  uniform  felt 
that  the  physical  graces  of  Adonis  were  one- 
horse  affairs  compared  with  his.  But  by  and 
bye  the  avenging  rain  came  and  took  the 
starch  out  of  those  vain  men.  Tor  behold, 
without  being  asked  to,  that  cloth  commenced 
running  in  all  directions.  The  bottom  of  the 
pantaloons  commenced  running  towards  the 
elbow,  then  the  color  commenced  running 
all  over  the  officers'  cutataeous  covering,  then 
— but  we  pause.  Altogether  it  was  a  lively 
time  and  that  is  the  reason  why  there  is  weep- 
ing, and  wailing,  and  gnashing  of  teeth. 


[See  Illustration.] 

A  COSTLY  ELEPHANT. 

The  city  of  San  Francisco  has  got  on  her 
hands  a  costly  elephant  in  the  shape  of  the 
training  ship  Jamesloion.  That  astute  and 
strong  minded  journal,  the  "Gall,"  has  for 
some  time  past  been  puzzling  its   editorial 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 

THE  NEW  POLICE  UNIFORM. 

Behold  there  is  weeping,  and  wailing,  and 
gnashing  of  teeth,  and  much  bad  language, 
in  the  basement  of  the  old  City  Hall.  The 
Police  Force  mourneth  and  refuseth  to  be 
comforted.  The  Police  Force,  or  a  great 
portion  thereof,  has  been  sucked  in,  Ha, 
ha,  ha!  the  knowing  ones  sold!  Behold  sure- 
ly we  must  have  fallen  upon  evil  times  when 
such  things  happen  and  an  earthquake  fails 
to  rend  the  city,  cry  the  defrauded  ones. 
Are  not  the  gods  asleep  or  turned  traitor 
when  such  occurrences  pass  and  the  mighty 
thunderbolt  fails  to  descend,  vociferate  the 
undone.  Well  it  all  happened  in  this  way: 
Those  high  and  mighty  personages  ycleped 
the  Police  Commissioners  did  ordain  that 
our  peace  preservers  should  be  incased  in 
garments  somewhat  more  becoming  than 
they  had  been  in  the  habit  of  wearing;  some- 
thing which  would  please  the  eye  of  the  la- 
dies; something  which  would  enable  the  of- 
ficer to  make  a  mash  on  the  nursegirl  with 
out  also  frightening  the  baby  into   conTul 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
THE  FUTURE  LIGHT. 

A  poet,  distinguished  as  much  for  his 
naughtiness  as  for  the  graceful  way  in  which 
he  could  turn  a  line,  has  written:  "The  light 
of  other  days  is  faded."  Whether,  with  the 
eye  of  a  Seer,  he  had  gazed  through  the  long 
tunnel  of  time  and  observed  the  scene  which 
will  be  found  graphically  depicted  on  our 
first  page  is  a  question  which  we  will  not 
venture  to  answer.  But  we  can  boldly  and 
without  hesitation  aver  that  he  wrote  the 
truth.  The  light  of  other  days  is  fading — 
slowly,  it  is  true,  but  nevertheless  surely; 
and  the  hot  scalding  tears  of,  prospectively 
ruined  gas  monopolists  are  impotent  to  dim 
the  effulgence  of  the  coming  light.  Beneath 
its  bright  illumination,  as  beneath  the 
scrumptiousness  of  a  lady's  smile,  shall  men 
flourish  and  grow  fat.  .  No  longer  shall  a 
"dark  horse"  win  arace,  or  an  unknown  man 
win  a  Presidential  nomination.  No  more 
shall  cock-eyed  men  be  permitted  to  run  for 
Gubernatorial  chairs.  No  more  shall  bad 
whisky  be  sold  in  dark  cellars.  No  more 
shall  bad  money  be  hid  away  in  the  dark 
corners  of  purses.  No  more  shall  dark  deeds 
be  done  in  dark  places.  No  more  shall  men 
be  bespattered  and  bedabbled  with  mud  in 
dark  streets.  No  more  shall  the  hungry  cat 
lay  in  dark  places  for  the  nimble  mouse. 
No  more  shall  the  level-headed  wife  have  a 
chance  to  go  through  the  pockets  of  the  long- 
suffering  husband — in  the  darkness  of  the 
conjugal  chamber.  No  more  shall  the  skill- 
ful speculator  be  obliged  to  adventure  his 
money  in  the  dark.  No  more  shall  the  de- 
tective, or  other  searcher  after  property — or 
truth,  be  obliged  to  work  in  the  dark.  No 
more  shall  their  be  doubt  or  hesitation  or 
uncertainty.  Everything  shall  be  clearer 
than  Spring  Valley  water  and  sweeter  than 
Sonoma  grapes.  All  shall  be  light!  light! 
light!  These  are  the  words  of  a  prophet; 
hearken  unto  them.  If  you  would  not  be 
bald-headed,  rheumatic,  gray  bearded,  and 
unhappy,  keep  unbelief  out  of  your  soul. 
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The   Hunter  was  Seen  on  the  HJls  no  More. 

IN    TWO    PARTS-PART  II. 


1.     The   hunter   climbeth   a  tree  and  the  bear  fol- 
loweth. 


3.     The    bear  snielleth  the  sweetness  of   departed 
spirits. 


5.     Sniffins  tafceth  the  bear  at  a  uisadvantaga   and 
puttetk  on  the  screw. 


2.     The  tree,  like  uuto  a  Savings  Bank,  breaketh. 


-k.     And  ti.en  maketh  love  to  Sniffins   with  many 
amorous  hues. 


6.     Then  sitteth  down  and  enjoys  his  triumph  with 
smoke. 


7.     He  entereth  the  village  as  a  victorious  hunter 
should. 


8.     And  the  bear  and  the  bear  hunter  slumber   to- 
gether. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED     YTASA 
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A  woman's  love — a  pretty  bonnet. 

The  rainfall  during  September  waa  only 
one  inch.     Still  the  whisky's  weak. 

Women  are  the  salt  of  life,  observed  a  par- 
son, presumably  he  was  thinking  of  Mrs.  Lot. 

When  a  poet  sings  of  "Olympian  ichor" 
and  "Ambrosia"  he  means  lager  beer  and 
mustard  on  a  cracker. 

ENGLisH-toed  shoes  are  now  the  fashion. — 
Ex.  Call  out  the  militia!  Another  invasion 
by  the  accursed  English. 

Tbe  Australian  cricketers  may  not  be 
aware  that  in  this  country  there  is  deadly 
enmity  between  the  human  race  and  crick- 
ets. 

Amjphion  bears  the  reputation  of  having 
been  a  musician;  yet,  it  is  said,  he  did  not 
know  the  difference  between  a  jews-harp  and 
a  Chinese  fiddle. 

When  you  hear  a  paragraphist  writing, 
observes  the  funny  man  of  the  Norrislown 
Herald.  AVell,  when  you  do,  you  can  put  it 
down  for  a  solemn  fact  that  he  has  a  scratchy 
pen. 

The  honest  workingman,  whose  son  is  tur- 
ning out  a  thief  and  a  hoodlum  may  take 
some  consolation  of  the  pages  of  mythical 
history.  Vulcan's  sons  all  turned  out  rob- 
bers. 

Not  less  than  thirteen  hundred  Danes  have 
arrived  in  Wisconsin  this  summer,  and  in 
the  whole  number  there  is  not  one  Hamlet 
which  goes  to  show  that  the  breed  must  be 
running  out. 

Autumn  leaves  pressed  and  mounted  on 
card  board  make  pretty  ornaments.  So  they 
do.  And  Autumn  leaves,  in  the  shape  of  de- 
faulters, pressed  and  mounted  on  a  good 
horse  make  the  best  time  they  can. 

De.  Schlieman  has  discovered  ninety 
houses  of  cyclopean  construction. — Epc. 
That's  all  very  well  but  just  wait  until  the 
Doctor  discovers  a  cockroach  in  his  coffee 
and  see  what  a  row  he  will  kick  up  about  it. 

"Do  we  owe  our  fathers  and  mothers  any- 
thing," is  the  question  asked  by  a  verdant 
lecturer.  Well,  now,  that  is  a  very  interes- 
ting query  but  nine-tenths  of  the  American 
public  would  be  far  more  engrossed  in  it,  if 
its  form  was  just  reversed. 

The  cause  of  Hughes'  failure  in  the  recent 
walking  match  with  O'Leary  was  that  he 
drank  too  much  champagne,  and  had  an  at- 
tack of  rheumatism  in  the  knee. — Ex.  Moral: 


Don't  drink  too  much   champagne   and  you 
won't  have  rheumatism  in  tbe  knee. 

The  "universal  brotherhood  of  man"  is 
still  a  disputed  point,  but  there  can  bo  no 
two  opinions  about  the  fuct  that  a  man  with 
a  bad  corn  aud  a  pair  of  tight  boots  is  in  an 
unfavorable  position  when  he  is  located  be- 
tween two  pretty  girls  in  a  hot  church. 

Arist.ecs,  observed  a  Sonoma  farmer,  to 
his  wife,  as  he  drew  the  nucleus  of  a  raven 
lock  out  of  the  butter,  compounded  this  ole- 
aginous substance  without  so  many  elastic 
filaments.  The  rolling  pin  soon  erected  a 
buinp  on  his  head  which  puzzled  the  most 
astute  phrenologists. 

If  Mr.  Edison  dies  without  inventing  a 
machine  capable  of  registering  the  number 
of  lies  a  man  will  tell  about  being  hard  up 
when  his  wife  wants  a  new  bonnet,  he  should 
be  hurried  at  the  cross  roads  with  a  stake 
through  his  body  and  have  his  memory  exe- 
crated by  all  good  little  girls. 

Acrisius,  King  of  Argos,  was  killed  by  a 
quoit  thrown  by  the  hand  of  his  grandson, 
Perseus;  but  that  fact  need  not  deter  other 
men  from  playing  quoits  with  their  grand- 
children. It  is  one  of  those  things  which, 
like  angels  visits,  only  occur  once  in  a  long 
while. 

There  are  certain  supreme  moments  in  the 
lives  of  men  when  they  feel  drawn  away 
from  the  hard  realities  of  life  into  the  ethe- 
rial  realms  of  higher  and  nobler  sphere  of 
existence.  For  example  when  a  hungry  man 
smells  tbe  perfume  of  the  coming  dinner  he 
lives  not  in  this  world,  but  in  the  world  of 
expectancy. 

Let  the  news  be  heralded  from  every  cab- 
bage garden  and  potato  patch  in  this  State: 
Tennyson  has  made  $500,000  by  writing 
poetry.  (In  explanation  of  this  paragraph  it 
is  but  right  to  state  that,  the  Workingmen's 
Party  and  the  Post  having  determined  to 
cremata  Secretary  Beck,  a  large  supply  of 
waste  paper  is  required.) 

Why  don't  you  teach  the  girls  to  do  some- 
thing useful  ? — Ex.  Well  there  is  a  young 
man  in  this  city  who  has  been  trying  to  teach 
one  of  them  that  it  is  right  for  her  to  come 
and  darn  his  socks,  pull  his  hair,  and  gener- 
ally to  regard  him  as  a  superb  specimen  of 
mankind.  But  she  wont  learn  worth  a  cent, 
and  it  may  be  that  the  majority  of  them  are 
troubled  with  the  same  complaint. 

We  love  most  things  because  they  are  lov- 
able, we  love  them  for  their  own  sakes;  all 
but  a  tooth — no  man  ever  loved  a  tooth  for 
its  sake — Ex.  Hard  facts  speak  for  them- 
selves. There  is  a  man  in  the  Palace  Hotel 
who  was  about  to  ask  a  young  lady  to  marry 
him,  and  on  the  very  evening  he  had  set 
apart  for  that  purpose  he  was  attacked  with 
a  violent  toothache.  Before  he  recovered 
some  other  fellow  stepped  in  and  carried  off 
the  prize.  Subsequently  he  had  that  tooth 
extracted,  and  now  when  he  meets  his  suc- 
cessful rival  hurrying  home  in  the  evening 
with  a  frightened  hen-pecked  air,  an  armful 
of  small  parcels,  and  a  bald  pate,  he  takes 
that  tooth  out  of  his  pocket  and  bestows 
upon  it  a  look  of  affection  such  as  would 
make  the  heart  of  Mary  Walker  glad. 


(^-Literary  Review 


The  Power  of  Gold. — It  has  often  been  a 
matter  of  wonder  to  us  why  some  person  did 
not  write  a  book  upon  this  subject.  And 
now  that  one  has  been  written  we  can 
thoroughly  understand  why  that  indefinite 
incomprehensible  wonder  should  have  taken 
possession  of  a  mind  which  is  usually  defi- 
nite and  comprehensible.  We  never  knew 
until  we  read  this  book  what  the  power  of 
gold  really  is.  We  have  always  understood 
that,  cut  into  convenient  pieces  and  stamped 
with  the  brand  of  some  realm,  it  would  buy 
a  piece  of  tobacco,  a  Court  of  Justice,  a  few 
peanuts,  a  seat  in  Congress,  a  plate  of  ice 
cream,  a  President's  chair,  a  woman's  smile, 
or  even  a  Presidency.  But  we  never  had  the 
faintest  suspicion  that  a  woman's  love,  a 
God's  pardon,  a  wife's  chastity,  a  parson's 
charity,  a  gentleman's  (i.  e.  a  man  who  has 
the  instincts  of  three  or  four  generations  of 
refinement  running  through  his  veins)  honor, 
all  had  their  value  in  gold;  that  nothing  was 
too  high  or  too  low,  too  sacred  or  too  pro- 
fance,  too  pure  or  too  impure,  too  noble  or 
too  ignoble,  to  have  their  equivalent  in  the 
"Almighty  Dollar."  Now  we  know  all  this. 
We  have  read  it  in  a  printed  book — and  prin- 
ter's ink  never  lies.  Our  faith  in  the  high 
destiny  of  mankind  is  beginning  to  shake 
upon  its  foundations;  we  no  longer  delight 
to  watch  the  nervous  twitching  of  the  muscles 
of  the  face  of  our  rival  when  an  untimely 
bend  has  sent  the  buttons  of  his  pantaloons 
flying  in  a  room  full  of  young  ladies;  we  are 
utterly  undone  and  destroyed.  Let  a  broken 
column  appropriately  mark  our  final  resting 
place. 

Money  To  Loan. — Is  a  neat  little  work  of 
fictional  nature,  the  plot  of  which,  the  au- 
thor assures  us,  rests  upon  a  granite  founda- 
tion of  fact  and  truth.  The  success  of  a 
book  now  a  days  depends  to  a  large  extent 
upon  an  attractive  title.  This  book  should 
therefore  be  a  success.  Its  title  will  draw  it 
to  the  hearts  of  nine-tenths  of  the  people  of 
this  free  and  ever  glorious  land.  "Money 
to  Loan!"  The  words  sound  like  the  gentle 
rippling  of  the  brook  to  a  heart  oppressed  by 
indigestion.  "Money  to  Loan!"  Thssilken 
rustle  of  the  sweet  zephyrs  among  the  silvery 
hairs  of  an  apple  woman  could  not  exercise 
the  same  soothing  influence  over  the  pre- 
turbed  soul  of  the  financially  distressed,  as 
those  simple  words  will.  They  will  enlist 
the  earnest  sympathy  of  the  most  bumptious 
editor,  and  stay  the  flippant  pen  of  the  most 
merciless  reviewer.  This  book  will  be  for 
sale  in  three  days  time  by  {ill  devout  chris- 
tians, loquacious  barbers,  and  marrying  wi- 
dows. 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,  $4  a  year.   Thirty- 
five  cents  a  month  by  carriers. 
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[Reprinted  from  the  Danbury  News."] 

Back  to  the  Old  Home. 


By  the  Author  of  "Nora's  Love  Test." 


THERE  was  a  little  pause  which  I  could 
not  bear  to  break,  because  it  was  filled  bo 
warmly  by  the  memory  of  that  time  her  words 
had  recalled  to  me,  when  first  a  child's  soft  baud 
caressed  me,  and  a  child's  lips  lay  upon  my  own.  It 
was  my  pet  herself  who  broke  the  pause  at  last,  lift- 
ing her  head  from  the  arm  of  my  chair,  and  looked 
straight  into  my  eyes,  a  little  defiantly,  perhaps,  yet 
rather  wistfully  too. 

"Those  wise  little  bits  of  advice  you  give  me, 
John,  didn't  come  a  bit  naturally  from  your  own  lips; 
and  when  you  tell  me  of  those  gorgeous  visions 
you  see  of  my  future,  your  eyes  don't  seem  a 
bit  to  see  anything  of  the  kind.  I  would  not  like  to 
hint  that  you  tell  fibs,  John,  but — but — well,  I  think 
other  subjects  are  more  in  our  line.  Are  you  so  ter- 
ribly afraid  of  having  me  too  longuponyour  hands?" 

"Dear,  I   am    only  afraid    of   keeping  my "  I 

broke  off  my  speech  in  haste.  It  would  have  been 
the  wildest  I  bad  ever  made  to  her,  and  never  before 
had  my  voice  shaken  as  it  shook  in  in  its  suppressed 
passion.  But  I  had  said  too  little  to  betraj' 
me  and  the  gathering  darkness  hid  from  her  that 
brief  flash  of  truth  upon  my  face.  She  should  have 
no  pain  of  mine  to  bear,  and  even  for  me — would  it 
not  be  harder  for  me  to  let  her  go  to  her  mother's 
home  if  she  had  guessed  the  desolation  she  would 
leave  in  mine  ? 

"I  cannot  be  surprised,"  poor  Leslie  had  said  to 
me,  humbly  and  dejectedly,  when  he  told  me  of 
May's  refusal,  "when  I  have  such  a  rival  as  Mr.  For- 
tescue.  Independent  of  his  really  good  qualities 
and  personal  attractions,  it  must  of  course  be  a  great 
temptation  to  May  to  go  and  reign  in  the  beautiful 
old  home  of  her  grandfathers." 

I  had  said  it  would  be  well  to  and  natural  for  it  to 
be  so,  and  I  thought  it  too,  for  what  other  home  was 
worthy  of  my  darling?  And  to  whom  could  I  give 
her  so  willingly  as  to  the  courtly  gentleman  who 
wooed  her  with  such  untiring  earnestness  ? 

One  thing  I  puzzled  over  a  great  deal.  Thoroughly 
as  May  always  enjoyed  Mr.  Fortescue's  society  at 
the  farm,  she  never  seemed  to  care  to  go  to  the  Hall, 
though  the  invitations  to  her  were  constant  and  per- 
suasive. Sometimes  they  would  come  for  both  of  us, 
and  then  May  always  said  she  would  go.  So  I  tried 
to  like  the  thought  when  she  said  that,  and  was  gen- 
erally ready  to  go  with  her,  because  she  would  enjoy 
it,  though  I  was  but  dull  company  for  Miss  Fortescue 
when  I  got  there.  My  thoughts  were  seldom  in  the 
present,  for,  if  they  were  not  resting  on  that  past, 
when  Miss  Mary  had  talked  so  kindly  and  so  help- 
fully in  the  dear  old  rooms,  they  were  ever  trying  to 
touch  that  future  when  my  pet  should  call  this  home 
and  make  it  sweet  and  bright  beyond  all  words — 
when  she  should  be  the  cherished  wife  of  a  man  who 
would  give  her  all  which  I  would  have  loved  to  lavish 
upon  her,  had  I  had  it  in  my  power. 

That  autumn  the  Squire  determined  to  give  the 
village  children  a  treat  in  his  park.  I  know  how  the 
idea  first  occurred  to  him  on  one  of  those  days  when 
he  found  May  in  the  school  play-ground,  starting 
the  children  at  their  games,  as  she  often  did,  because 
our  village  schoolmistress  was  lame;  but  no  one 
could  blame  him  if  the  plan  did  not  originate  solely 
in  his  desire  to  give  the  children  pleasure,  because 
he  was  so  energetic  and  happy  over  it,  and  labored 
so  very  indefatigably  to  impress  upon  May  the  fact 
that  he  liked  the  village  school  children  for  their 
own  sakes  alone.  One  thing  I  was  glad  to  see.  He 
never  teased  May  for  advice,  nor  made  her  the  re- 
cipient of  his  plans.  Perhaps  his  sister  helped  him 
taking  an  interest  in  the  feast  because  there  were  to 
be  private  guests,  too;  but  in  any  event  May  and  I 
were  only  invited  exactly  as  other  guests. 


I  don't  think  it  was  cowardice — though  I  felt  sure 
that  before  this  day  was  over  young  Fortescue  would 
ask  my  pet  that  question  which  I  dreaded — that 
made  me  wish  to  stay  away  from  the  Hall  that  day. 
I  think  it  was  the  old  shrinking  from  society,  com- 
ing back  to  me  with  the  inevitable  return  to  my  old, 
lonely  life,  which  so  surely  was  prepared  for  me 
now.  So  I  tried  to  take  it  for  granted  that  May  would 
go  without  me. 

"Such  things  are  so  little  in  my  way,  pet,"  I  said. 
"You  will  go  without  me  this  once?" 
"No,  John." 

There  followed  no  enticing  and  persuading.  She 
pretended  she  was  as  willing  to  stay  at  home  as  I 
was.  And  though  for  a  moment  I  longed  selfishly 
that  she  should  do  so,  knowing  our  happy  days  to- 
gether were  so  nearly  over,  I  could  not  let  her. 
Should  I  keep  my  bird  shut  in  this  old  cage  with  me, 
when  her  bright  voice  and  face  were  longed  for  and 
listened  so  eagerly  for  in  the  wide  pleasant  world  be- 
yond ? 

"But,  May,"  I  argued,  "Miss  Fortescue  needs  only 
young  people  about  her.  You  will  all  race  and  dance 
and  frolic,  and  make  yourselves  children  among 
children.  Of  what  use  will  I  be?  I  would  rather 
stay  away.     I  am  in  my  place  here,  darling." 

There  was  silence,  perfectly  contented,  easy  si- 
lence, while  my  child  hummed  a  little  over  the  new 
book  she  was  cutting  for  me.  It  was  utterly  in  vain 
to  try  to  read  her  face,  and  I  was  not  quite  comfoit- 
ably  certain  of  her  acquiesence,  so  I  came  round  to 
the  question  again,  gently  — 

"You  will  be  sure  to  enjoy  yourself,  my  pet." 
Still  silence. 

"And  I  shall  be  here  to  receive  you  when  you 
come  home." 

Still  no  answer,  and  though  I  felt  so  troubled,  I 
could  scarcely  help  a  smile,  as  in  that  quiet,  debo- 
nair way  of  hers,  (spoiled  child  that  she  was,  she 
drove  me  to  the  question  direct. 

"You  understand   that  I  decide  to  stay  at   home, 
May  ?" 
"Oh,  yes!" 

"You  look  forward" — I  had  come  to  her  side,  and 
was  stroking  her  hair  softly,  but  I  heard  the  wistful- 
ness  of  my  own  voice,  "to  enjoying  the  day,  my  dar- 
ling, don't  you  ?" 

"Very  much,  John.  I  always  do  enjoy  a  quiet  day 
at  home  with  you." 

I  started  from  her  almost  guiltily.  Had  I  been 
tempting  her  in  my  unconscious  dread  of  our  com- 
ing parting?  Had  I  too  plainly  shown  my  own  soli- 
tariness, that  she — so  bright  and  merry  and  so 
courted  ever  among  young  people — should  voluntary 
(in  her  pity  for  me)  forfeit  this  treat  which  I  knew 
she  would  so  thoroughly  enjoy,  and  to  which  her 
presence  would  give  such  extra  pleasure  ? 

May,  this  is  nonsense,"  I  said,  and  turned  away 
from  her;  "you  must  promise  me  to  go." 
"Not  without  you,  John." 

And  then  my  darling's  arms  were  around  my  neck 
and  her  warm  eyes  were  looking  into  mine — looking 
into  mine  with  such  intense  determination,  yet 
with  such  laughter,  too,  that  I  laughed  too.  And  I 
don't  know  where  all  the  sullen  mood  all  went,  for 
in  another  minute  I  had  pmmised  to  go  to  the  Hall 
with  May,  and  had  received  my  kiss  of  pardon. 

So  when  the  day  came,  we  walked  together  over 
the  fields,  just  in  our  own  way,  May  holding  up  the 
skirts  of  her  new  dress  in  a  way  which  filled  me  with 
conflicting  feelings,  the  daintiness  of  it  was  so 
womanlike,  her  pride  in  the  act  so  childlike. 

"Are  you  sorry  we  came,  John  ?"  she  asked  sud- 
denly, as  she  sat  down  on  the  last  stile,  with  certainly 
no  appearance  of  haste. 

Sorry!  "Was  I  ever  sorry  when  sho  was  with  me? 
Quietly  and  simply  dressed  as  my  child  was,  she 
shone  pre-eminently  in  her  grace  und  beauty  among 
the  guests  we  found  clustered  on  the  lawn,  not  quite 
knowing  apparently  whether  they  ought  to  venture 
among  the  school  children,  who  had  already  begun 
to  play  in  earnest  among  the  trees  of  the  park.  But 
of  course  May  settled  this  question  promptly,  in  her 
generous  self-forgetting  way;  and  by  ones  and  twos 
the  fashionable  ladies  saundered  in  her  wake;  and 
some  easily,  some  awkwardly,  but  none  ungraciously 
they  too  joined,  as  my  child  did,  in  the  simple  merry 
games. 

Sir.  Fortescue  hovered  at  her  side,  for  his  duties  as 
host  were  not  stringent  in  such  a  gathering  as  this; 
and  presently,  from  following  her  lead,  he  grew  to 
seem  almost  as  much  at  home  among  the  children  as 
my  darling  did,  and  certainly,  except  herself,  he  did 
most  and  thought  most  of  their  pleasure  and  amuse- 
ment. 

I  had  great  opportunities  for  noticing  everything, 
for  I  could  not  join  in  all  the  younger  ones  did.  Yet 
somehow — I  suppose  through  knowing  all  the  chil- 
dren and   their  parents,  as  of   course  I   did,  having 


lived  all  my  life  in  the  village — I  had  very  few  idle 
minutes;  so  I  noticed  how  the  young  Squire  was  al- 
ways near  my  child,  yet  that  she  never  seemed  to 
give  him  an  opportunity  of  talking  to  her.  Quite 
merrily  always,  yet  persistently,  and  probably  unno- 
ticed by  any  one  save  myself,  she  evaded  any  walk- 
ing or  conversing  with  him  apart.  Whether  it  was 
purposely  or  unconsciously  done  I  could  not  be  sure, 
but  that  it  was  so  I  was  certain  from  the  first.  No 
sooner  was  Mr.  Fortescue  at  her  side,  and  he  often 
was,  with  his  air  of  ready  appropriation,  than  she 
would  disappear.  But  it  was  only  to  start  a  race,  or 
help  a  tiny  child  in  the  game,  so  who  could  wonder 
at  her  swift  change  of  place,  when  her  refusals  to 
dance  with  the  young  Squire  were  only  that  she 
might  be  the  partner  to  some  shy  country  lad,  or 
pair  off  two  little  children  and  start  them  in  the  step? 
In  that  quiet  observance  of  her  which  had  grown  so 
natural  to  me,  I  saw  all  this.  But  I  never  wondered 
over  it,  because  I  knew  that  nothing  would  prevent 
my  darling  devoting  this  day  to  the  children,  and 
never  allowing  her  own  pleasure  to  interfere  in  any 
way  with  theirs. 

The  afternoon  games  were  over  and  the  children 
were  having  their  tea  upon  the  lawn — waited  ou  by 
many  pairs  of  willing,  .dainty  hands,  while  the  Hall 
servants  found  their  services  all  anticipated  by  their 
master  and  his  guests — when  I  standing  a  little  apart 
to  watch  the  tea,  was  joined  by  Miss  Fortescue.  I 
don't  understand  anything  about  ladies'  dresses,  but 
I  remember  to  this  day,  thinking  as  she  came  twards 
me,  how  beautiful  my  child  would  look  in  such  a 
dress,  and — how  soon  it  would  be  in  her  power  to 
wear  it. 

"A  curious  picture,"  Miss  Fortescue  said,  pausing 
beside  me  and  glancing  across  the  lawn'  "I  should 
think,  Mr.  Fearne,  that  you  never  saw  such  an  as- 
sembly before." 

"Twenty  years  ago,"  I  answered— quietly  and 
briefly,  as  I  always  spoke  of  those  old  times  to  any 
one  save  May — "I  often  saw  the  children  here  and 
all  the  villagers." 

"Twenty  years  ago!"  Miss  Fortescue  repeated, 
with  a  polite  forced  air  of  increduility.  "You  mean 
when  you  were  a  little  boy.  Who  entertained  the 
poor  people  then  ?" 

"Miss  Western's  mother." 
"Before  she  married  Major  Western?" 
"Yes,  certainly,  Miss  Fortescue." 
"Mr.    Fearne,   is  it   not  true  that  you  saw  Mrs. 
Western  after  her  husband's  death  ?" 
"Once,  yes." 

"So  far  I  had  thought  her  questions  mere  idle  chat 
crrried  on  for  my  benefit,  as  we  both  stood  apart 
idly  watching  the  busy  scene;  but  now,  glancing 
down  into  her  face,  I  saw  something  there  which 
made  my  heart  beat  faster.  She  was  troubled  and 
had  come  of  her  own  will  to  me  to  bring  this  trouble. 
With  her  questions  still  ringing  in  my  ears,  did  I 
not  know  that  this  trouble  must  touch  my  child  ? 
Without  stirring  a  muscle,  I  yet  felt  as  if  I  had  raised 
a  hand  to  ward  it  off"  as  I  asked  Miss  Fortescue  some 
trifling  question  about  the  gardens. 

"Will  you  \*alk  round  with  me?"  she  said,  for  all 
answer  to  my  remark.  "I  would  like  to  speak  with 
you  for  a  few  moments  where  no  one  can  overhear 
us." 

Like  a  man  in  a  dream  I  offered  my  arm  and  led 
Miss  Fortescue  down  a  quiet  shrubbery  path  on  the 
ou, skirts  of  the  lawn.  For  long  minutes,  that  seemed 
to  me  to  tell  an  hour,  she  kept  silence;  yet,  though 
the  silence  seemed  so  long,  I  dreaded  even  the  first 
word  that  should  break  it. 

"You  say,  Mr.  Fearne,  that  you  saw  May's  mother 
after  she  lost  her  husband?" 

Miss  Fortescue  had  t.iken  her  hand  from  my  arm, 
and  sat  down  upon  an  iron  seat  in  the  shrubbery, 
signing  to  me  to  seat  myself  beside  her;  but  I  stood 
opposite,  my  arms  folded,  as  if  I  could  win  strength 
by  my  stillness,  and  my  eyes  lowered  among  the 
dusky  leaves,  dreading  to  see  upon  her  face  any  sor- 
row that  my  child  might  have  to  bear. 

( 'Yes,  I  went  to  Paris  the  day  after  I  heard  of — 
after  I  read  of  the  account  of  Major  Western's  su — 
death." 

"In  what  paper  did  you  read  it?  Can  you  remem- 
ber ?" 

■ 'I  remember  almost  every  word  of  the  account, 
though  it  was  in  French.  And  I  have  the  papii 
still." 

"You  have?"  she  questioned,  with  a  change  of 
tone,  and  rising  a  moment  to  look  round  in  rather  a 
suspicious  way,  "Then  I  would  like  to  read  it,  if 
you  will  let  me." 

"Why,  Miss  Fortescue?"  lasked  really  astonished. 
'Surely  such  a  painful  subject  had  better  lie  undis- 
turbed, now  that  time  has  mercifully  buried  it.'1 

"If  time  had  mercifully  buried  it,"  still  with  such 
calm  self  possession,  yet  still  with  something  in  her 
tone  that  made  my  pulses  throb  like  a  coward's. 

"There  can  be  do  *if.'  "  I  said,  trying  to  grasp 
Miss  Fortescue's  meaning.  "The  death  happened 
nearly  nine  years  ago." 

"Mr.  Fearne" — she  had  lifted  her  face  to  mine, 
and  was  looking  sparchingly  at  me  as  she  spoke — 
"the  death — as  you  forbearingly  call   it — never  hap- 
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pened  at  all.  Major  Western  is  living  now,  and  is 
coming  here  to  claim  his  daughter." 

For  a  moment  the  trees  reeled  before  my  eyes, 
then    I  remembered   hasty   words   of  contradiction 

falling  passionately  from  my  lips,  while  I  felt  the 
muscles  lighten  iu  my  folded  anus,  and  a  pain  like 
an  iron  hand  press  my  forehead.  Yet  scarcely  a 
minute  could  have  elapsed  before  I  sat  down  near 
Mis-  Cortesoue,  and  told  her,  very  quietly,  but  with 
utter  certainly^  thm  it  was  impossible — that  may  had 
no  father  but — myself. 

The  words  siiuuded  easy  and  commonplace  enough. 
Who  need  ever  guess  the  struggle  that  it  cost  me  to 
speak  of  myself  so  to  Earnest  Fortescue's  sister? 

"It  would  be  well  iudeed  for  May  if  that  were  so," 
my  companion  answered,  "for  her  life  has  been  a 
very  happy  one,  I'm  sure,  since  you  have  taken  her 
father's  place,  as  you  have  done  iudeed,  Mr.  Feavne; 
though  of  course  we  know  there  can  be  about  sixteen 
or  seventeen  years  between  you,  and  so  it  would  be 
more  suitable  to  speak  of  you  as  her  elder  hrother." 
"Will  you  tell  me,"  I  interrupted — for  how  could  I 
care  to  hear  her  discuss  my  child  and  me? — "why 
you  had  that  fancy  that  Major  Western  was  not 
dead?" 

*'I  have,"  she  said  with  a  smile,  "his  own  words 
that  he  lives.  He  has  written  to  my  brother  from 
Berlin,  anil  he  speaks  of  being  here  in  the  course  of 
a  month.  Don't  think  that  I  am  unmoved  by  this 
unfortunate  occurrence;  I  have  been  most  troubled. 
But  it  is  two  days  now  since  I  heard  it  first." 
"Then  why — " 

"Why  I  did  not  let  you  1.  now  at  once?"  she  put  in, 
when  I  pausid.  "Because,  Mr.  Fearne,  it  is  so  diffi- 
cult to  fiud  you  alone,  out  of  May's  sight  and  hear- 
ing, and  it  would  be  such  a  pity  for  May  to  hear  of 
this — yet." 

This  mention  of  my  child,  and  my  child's  possible 
sorrow,  in  such  a  cold  and  studied  voice,  quickened 
my  own  impatient  reply  that  she  need  never  bear  of 
such  a  falsehood.  But  even  before  the  words  were 
uttered,  I  had  remembered  that  Miss  Fortescue  could 
have  no  motive  for  speaking  so  me  so,  unless  she 
did  it  on  her  brother's  beholf.  At  his  request  she 
must  have  left  her  guests  to  speak  tome  alone,  while 
my  child  was  with  him;  and  he,  who  loved  my  darl- 
ing so  well,  could  have  begged  his  sister's  help  only 
for  the  purpose  of  sparing  her  pain.  In  real  shame 
for  my  impatience  and  suspicion,  I  apologized  to 
Miss  Fortescue  for  my  words.  For  was  it  any  fault 
of  hers  that  she  could  not  speak  of  my  child  with 
"  such  love  and  tenderness  as  filled  my  heart,  and 
that  she  could  not  do  her  brother's  bidding  just  as 
he  would  have  done  it? 

"I  do  not  wonder  that  your  feeling  was  utter  in- 
credulity, Mr.  Fearne,"  she  said  gently,  accepting 
my  apology.  "It  was  mine  too,  and  my  brother's. 
Major  Western's  letter  took  us  so  utterly  by  sur- 
prise that  through  the  whole  day  we  never  once  be- 
lieved it  in  its  utter  genuineness.  Perhaps  we  both 
feared  too  much  to  allow  ourselves  to  look  into  it 
again.  At  any  rate  we  set  aside  that  day  the  very 
possibility  of  such  an  unfortunate  future  for  May. 
But  we  both  knew  it  would  be  cowardly  to  avoid  the 
truth,  whatever  it  might  be,  until  that  truth  might 
break  upon  us  all  erushingly.  So — but  what  need 
to  lengthen  what  I  wish  to  say  to  you?  I  will  giv^ 
you  Major  Western's  letter,  and  you  will  tnink  what 
is  wisest  to  do.  For  ourselves  we  see  but  one  way 
to  save  his  daugetet  pain  and — even  degradation." 

"That  would  be  impossible  for  May,"  I  said,  in  my 
quiet,  practical  way,  feeling  utterly  heavy-hearted  to 
hear  this  wore,  coupled  with  my  darling's  name, 
even  by  one  who  spoke  in  kindness. 

"From  all  such  feelings,"  she  went  on,  with  a 
brief  compassionate  glance  into  my  face,  "we  all  of 
us  would  like  to  spare  her.  I  have  learnt  to  feel  for 
her  almost  as  sister;  you,  we  all  know,  have  been  as 
a  brother  to  her  for  many  years;  and  Earnest" — she 
broke  off  here  with  a  smile,  and  shook  her  head — "I 
don't  know  what  to  say  of  Earnest,  exceot  that  he 
would  give  Ins  life  to  keep  hers  from  such  a  pain 
and  humiliation  as  this  would  be  for  her— as  this 
must  be,  unless  we  insure  her  happiness  in  the  only 
way  that  is  possible  to  us." 
"And  that  is — " 

I  asked  the  question  in  a  heavy,  listless  voice  that 
scarcely  sounded  like  my  own.  If  her  father  really 
lived,  and  chose  to  claim  his  child,  could  the  strength 
or,  depth  or  passion  of  our  love  for  her  withstand  his 
claim  ? 

"If  she  were  married,  Mr.  Fearne,  her  father 
could  not  take  her  from  here.  She  would  be  safely 
established  in  her  mother's  home." 

The  words  were  uttered  kindly  in  their  slow  dis- 
tinctness, though  to  me  tney  sounded  icily  cruel. 
Yet  had  I  not,  for  months  been  preparing  myself — ay 
and  even  preparing  May  too— for  this  future  of  hers, 
marked  out  to  me  so  clearly  now  as  wise  and  best  ? 
Was  I  to  flinch  at  the  last  moment  from  giving  my 
child  to  the  life  that  would  be  so  bright  to  her,  and 
to  the  husband  whom  her  own  mother  would 
have  chosen  ? 

[to   be   continued. 1 
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E^No  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plum?,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 


Detroit. - 
feet. 


-Shave  your  bead  and  wash  your 


Scotch  Jim. — Again  breaks  into  verse  and 
writes : 

My  heart  is  sore  and  I  feel  most  dead, 
I'm  a  son  of  a  cook  if  my  hair  isn't  red. 

Long  Nose. — We  don't  know  where  you 
can  find  "the  widow's  mite,"  but  Hallelujah 
Cox  can  put  you  on  the  track  of  half  a  dozen 
widows. 

Charles. — The  man  who  wrote  a  poem  un 
derthe  title  "The  Parson's  Horse  Race"  has 
been  arrested.  But  he  will  get  off;  the 
wicked  always  prosper  in  this  country. 

Doke. — We  don't  believe  that  the  Consti- 
tutional Convention  will  attempt  to  put  a 
clause  in  the  new  organic  law  forbidding 
cross-eyed  men  to  look  two  ways  at  once. 

Theadore. — The  quickest  time  ever  made 
by  Ten  Broeck  is  child's  play  compared  with 
the  speed  of  a  woman  in  taking  the  spare 
change  from  the  pocket  of  an  inebriated  hus- 
band. 

Hope- — You  can.  You  can  start  a  new  se- 
cret society  without  asking  General  Me 
Comb's  permission.  But  we  would  like  to' 
know  where  on  earth  you  are  going  to  get 
the  secrets. 

Sidney. — We  are  not  aware  that  the  Uni- 
versity of  California  has  conferred  the  de- 
gree of  L.  L.  D.  upon  a  man  who  can't  write 
his  name.     The  initials  L.  L.  D.  mean  Long 

Maine. — Tour  eyes  may  be  blue,  your  toes 
red,  and  your  cranium  bald,  but  still  you 
will  have  to  get  your  shirts  washed  or  wear 
them  dirty.  Presuming  always  that  you 
wear  shirts  at  all. 

Sailor. — You  may  sail  to  thunder  and  back 
again,  and  if  the  voyage  consumes  fifty  years 
you  will  come  to  soon  to  find  us  ready  to  ex- 
plain "the  reprehensible  requirements  of  th6 
rhetorician's  religion." 

Nunica. — The  King  of  Spain  is  twenty-one 
years  old,  parts  his  hair  in  the  middle,  eats 
gruel,  darns  his  own  socks,  and  subscribes 
for  the  Wasp.  In  due  time  he  will  die  and 
go  to  Heaven.     Such  men  always  do. 

Mineraz. — Yes,  stone,  under  some  circum- 
stances, is  a  mineral.     When  it  is  discharged 


from  the  hand  of  a  small  boy  and  fetches  up 
about  the  bridge  of  the  pedestrian's  nasal 
organ,  it's  not  a  mineral;  it's  a  battery. 

Themistocoles. — If  you  have  the  spondu- 
lux  you  can  buy  a  pair  of  draught  horses  in 
this  city.  You  car.  also  get  a  draft  from  a 
bank  if  you  have  the  coin.  And  to  crown 
all  you  can  geta  draught  from  an  opeu  window 
for  nothing. 

Dent. — If  you  are  playing  poker  in  the 
back  parlor  of  a  saloon  and  your  opponent 
says  "chip,"  he  means  put  up  some  more 
coin;  but,  if  you  meet  a  man,  with  consider- 
able of  an  abrasion  on  his  nose  and  the  side 
of  his  face,  and  he  says  "chip,"  he  means 
that  he  has  been  chopping  wood  in  an  un- 
scientific manner. 


The  Giraffe. 

BY  NATHAN  HASKELL  DOLE. 

All  tho  blosoms  greet  her 

As  she  passes  by; 
Roses  bend  to  meet  her, 

Daises  nod  and  sigh — 
"She  is  far  above  us; 

No,  she  will  not  care — 
Will  not  stoop  to  love  us, 

She,  so  tall  and  fair." 

As  she  comes,  the  thrushes, 

Swinging  on  the  tree, 
Break  the  noonday  hushes 

With  their  minstrelsy — 
"Will  she  deign  to  hear  us  ? 

No,  she  will  not  care, 
Will  not  draw  a-near  as, 

She,  so  tall  and  fair." 

And  I  wait  to  greet  her 

Coming  down  the  lane, 
Shall  I  dare  to  meet  her  ? 

Ah,  it  would  be  vain! 
Birds  have  songs  to  sing  her, 

Flowers  their  perfumes  bear; 
What  have  I  to  bring  her — 

She,  so  tall  and  fair  ? 

But  she  draweth  nearer; 
Roses  crown  her  brow, 
And  the  thrush  sings  clearer — 

He  is  answered  now! 
And  her  kindly  greeting 

Bids  me  not  despair. 
How  my  heart  is  beating! 
She,  how  tall  and  fair! 

.  »  i 

A  Hawkey e  Truth. 
It  isn't  Kearney  that  makes  communists  of 
men;  it  isn't  violent  harangues,  and  incendi- 
ary speeches;  it  isn't  the  vicious  teachings  of 
hot-headed  demagogues  that  makes  men 
communists.  It  is  when  the  president  and 
directors  of  a  solid  insurance  company;  when 
the  president  and  directors  of  a  Boston  or 
Chicago  savings  bank,  get  the  hard-earned 
dollars  of  laboring  men  and  working  women 
into  their  own  hands  and  then  devide  it  up 
among  themselves  and  retain  their  stations 
in  the  best  society;  these  are  the  things  that 
make  the  common  people  think  that  a  gen- 
eral division  of  all  property  would  benefit 
the  poor  quite  as  much  as  a  special  division 
of  the  savings  of  the  poor  among  the  few. 
We  started  out  to  say  something  funny  on 
this  theme,  but  somehow  or  other  when  you 
get  down  into  it  there's  nothing  funny  about 
it. 
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Tlie  Very  Freshest  Amerlcitii  Humor 

The  White  Mountain  range  don't  heat  up 
worth  a  cent. 

High  churchmen — Men  who  sit  in  the  gal- 
lery.— Camden  Post. 

Oysters  have  a  language  of  their  own,  and 
clams  stew. — Boston  Post. 

The  country  should  keep  its  blighted  faith 
with  the  Indians. — N.  Y.  Graphic. 

The  wind  often  makes  an  active  canvas  out 
of  the  circus  tent. — Keokuk  Constitution. 

Chinese  actors  differ  from  all  others  in  not 
following  their  queues. — Boston  Traveller. 

When  a  man  goes  out  of  the  ppultry  busi- 
ness he  tears  the  tattered  hen  sign  down. — 
Boston  Post. 

The  man  who  married  an  incorrigible 
shrew  declared  that  he  had  contracted  a  dan- 
gerous scold. 

The  disappearance  of  umbrellas  is  usually 
preceded  by  barometrical  depression. — New 
Haven  Register. 

Economy  is  wealth.  Even  the  stove-pipe 
is  coming  out  with  its  last  winter's  soot — 
Boston  Transcript. 

How  to  lose  flesh— Start  a  meat  market 
and  trust,  every  one  that  comes  along. — Inr- 
ners  Falls  Reporter. 

"Goats  consume  time,"  says  an  observant 
contemporary.  Yes,  they  consume  every- 
thing but  eternity. 

A  too-sensitive  lover  in  Burke  County,  Ga. 
has  broken  off  his  engagement  because  his 
sweetheart  named  her  pet  calf  after  him. 

"Aw,  Wooster  Moosical  Convention,"  said 
the  languid  swell;  "aw — yaas— vewy  moosi- 
cal bird  is  the  wooster!" — Boston  Transcript, 

Now  is  a  good  time  to  take  cabbage  leaves 
out  of  summer  hats. — Detroit  Free  Press. 
How  about  the   heads  ? — London   Advertiser. 

Tilden's  boys  who  went  off  with  those 
ledgers,  post-haste,  the  other  day,  were  prob- 
ably merely  posting  the  books  for  him. — 
Phila.  Bulletin. 

Dr.  Le  Moyne  has  promised  Miss  De  Voe, 
of  Steubenville,  that  he  will  cremate  the  re- 
mains of  her  father.  A  De  Voeted  daughter, 
indeed. — N.  Y.  Com.  Adv. 

Why  can't  we  have  nickel-plated  potato 
mashers? — Detroit  Free  Press.  Because  there 
are  already  enough  murders  committed  by 
women. — Phila.  Chronicle. 

The  woman  who  refuses  an  offer  of  marri- 
age should  do  it  by  postal  card.  By  this 
means  sbe  can  secure  several  hours  to  say 
prayers  before  being  murdered. 

If  you  ain't  an  Ohio   man  you   should   be 


very  glad  of  it.  True,  the  Ohio  man  gets  all 
the  fat  offices,  but'  when  he  dies  the  medical 
college  invariably  gets  him. — Ex. 

Texan  mustangs  can  kick  136  times  a  min- 
ute. They  have  done  it  under  the  watch. — 
Detroit  Free  Press.  Of  course  a  second-hand 
mule  would  kick  much  faster — Ex. 

Would  you  refer  to  the  religion  of  a  prin- 
ter's "devil"  as  imp  piety  ?  (This  is  not  a 
conuudrum,  and  a  book  will  not  be  given 
for  the  first  answer). — Norr.  Herald. 

In  some  places  '"  trade  dollar  will  buy 
only  eighteen  beers,  Is  anything  further 
needed  to  show  that  this  heathen  coin  is  not 
a  legal  tender? — New  Haven  Register. 

Jeanette — "Ma,  are  you  going  to  give  me 
another  piece  of  pie  ?"  Ma — "What  do  you 
want  to  know  for?',  Jeanette — "Because  if 
you  ain't  I  want  to  eat  this  piece  slowly." 

It  is  useless  for  physicians  to  argue  against 
short-sleeved  dresses.  The  Constitution  of 
the  United  States  says:  "The  right  to  bear 
arms  shall  not  be  interferred  with." — Boston 
Globe. 

When  statistics  show  that  a  pig  can  live 
thirteen  days  without  food  or  drink  farmers 
are  foolish  to  feed  them  so  often. — Detroit 
Free  Press.  Yes,  sir;  it's  a  pig  blunder. — 
Boston  Post. 

"How  shall  I  Earn  a  Living?"  is  the  title 
of  an  article  in  a  contemporary.  Perhaps  it 
never  occurred  to  the  writer  to  go  to  work. 
That  is  the  best  way  we  know  to  earn  a  liv- 
ing.— Norr.  Herald. 

An  old  maid  has  a  cat  and  a  canary.  The 
cat  dies  first.  She  has  him  stuffed  and 
places  him  in  the  cage  of  the  canary,  saying: 
"I  have  put  the  dear  creature  where  he  al- 
ways desired  to  be!" 

The  man  who  declaims  against  the  rail- 
roads and  says  they  have  ruined  the  country 
and  ought  to  be  wiped  out,  makes  the  big- 
gest kind  of  a  fuss  when  the  train  is  ten  min- 
utes late. — Cin.  Sat.  Night. 

Said  a  railroad  engineer  to  an  Irishman, 
whose  cow  had  been  killed:  "But  she  didn't 
get  out  of  the  way  when  I  rang  the  bell." 
"Faith,  thin,"  said  Pat.  "ye  didn't  shtop 
whin  she  rang  her  bell,  naythur." — Ex. 

Reminiscence  of  Berlin:  This  is  what 
Gortsehakoff  said  on  hearing  of  the  Anglo- 
Turkish  Convention:  He  wished  the  Eng- 
lish had  seized  the  Red  Sea,  because  he  was 
sure  Beaconsfield  would  have  been  at  the 
bottom  of  it. 

Glass  slippers  are  to  become  an  everyday 
reality.  A  Vienna  company  is  making  beau- 
tiful slippers  of  woven  glass.  The  invention 
is  not  entirely  new  Gouty  slippers  with 
panes  all  around  them  are  an  old  story. — 
Phila.  Bulletin. 

Jacob  served  seven  years  for  one  wife. 
Hoffman  is  to  serve  only  eight  years  for  two 
wives.  But  then  he  has  seven  more  wives 
in  reserve,  all  of  whom,  at  four  years  for 
each,  will  give  him  a  cycle  of  the  sun  at  Sing 
Sing.—  N.  Y.  Mail. 


She  Failed. 

Thf  other  day,  soon  after  a  C<  ngress  sti  eet 
woman  had  decided  to  build  a  big  strawberry 
shortcake  for  supper,  she  heard  the  musical 
voice  of  a  peddler  crying  in   the   wilderness: 

"Great  big  strawberries — eight  cents  a 
quart — three  quarts  for  twenty-five  cents!" 

"Nothing  like  taking  advantage  of  dis- 
counts," said  the  woman  as  she  ran  for  a 
dish,  and  in  five  minutes  she  had  her  three 
quarts  of  berries  and  the  peddler  had  her 
silver  quarter. 

Time  passed  on.  She  sat  in  a  rocking- 
chair  looking  over  the  luscious  fruit,  when 
all  of  a  sudden  she  turned  pale  and  began 
breathing  hard.  It  was  not  a  case  of  heart 
disease  or  spinal  meningitis,  nor  had  a  new 
wrinkle  suddenly  developed  itself  on  her 
forehead.     She  had  simply  figured: 

"Eight  cents  per  quart — three  quarts  for 
twenty-five  cents — three  times  eight  is  twen- 
ty four!" 

Her  son  came  in  just  as  she  had  slipped  a 
revolver  into  her  pocket  and  tied  her  bonnet 
strings  into  a  square  knot,  and  when  he  asked 
her  where  she  was  going  she  solemly  replied: 

"Harry,  I  am  going  out  to  kill  a  straw- 
berry peddler — a  seven-story  hypocrite  and 
deceiver  who  gave  me  wholesale  rates  on 
these  berries !  Tell  your  father  to  engage 
three  lawyers  and  be  at  the  Central  Station 
in  half  an  hour!" 

But  the  strawberry  man  had  passed  on — 
had  sought  other  shady  and  innocent  neigh- 
borhoods, and  she  returned  to  her  darkened 
home  with  a  toothache  under  her  her  ear  and 
her  heart  beating  at  115  degrees  in  the  shade. 
— Detroit  Free  Press. 


A  Mess  of  P's. 


A  young  lady  hesitating  for  a  word  in  de- 
scribing the  character  of  a  rejected  suitor 
said:  "He  is  not  a  tyrant,  not  exactly  domi- 
neering, but — "  "Dogmatic,"  suggested  her 
friend.  "No,  he  has  not  dignity  enough  for 
that;  I  think  pupmatic  would  convey  my 
meaning  admirably." 


Cage,  prenomened  Polydore,  a  peripatetic 
purveyor  of  postal  pabulum  plagued  and 
perturbed  the  peace  of  Pfefferkcrn  by  play- 
ing the  Philander  to  Pfefferkorn  plump  per- 
sonal property,  pretty  Lillie  Pfefferkorn,  and 
Pfefferkorn  peppered  Polydore  with  pinches, 
punchings  and  pummelings  till  Polydore, 
pallied  with  panic  and  pain,  precipitately 
"put  out"  and  placed  plenty  of  paces  be- 
tween Pfefferkorn's  ponderous  pedal  propel- 
lors  and  his  own  precious  person.  Polydore 
pleaded  with  the  Police  Court  for  protection 
from  the  pestering  perils  and  prolonged  per- 
turbations into  which  he  was  plunged  by  the 
promise  of  Pfefferkorn  to  pummel  the  pan- 
creas out  of  him,  likewise  the  pleura  and  the 
poplitical  gland,  if  he  persisted  in  thus 
poaching  on  his  preserves  and  profaning  his 
paradise  with  his  preposterous  and  profligate 
purposes.  But  the  peace  preservator  of  the 
Police  Court  pragmatically  and  peremptorily 
plunged  Polydore  down  the  perilous  preci- 
pices of  placidity  by  politely  proponing  to 
him  the  plea  that  the  promise  to  pummel  was 
partial,  not  positive,  and  was  pendent  on  his 
persistence  in  persuading  Pfefferkorn's  per- 
sonal property,  pretty  Lillie  P.,  to  part  from 
her  proprietor  and  protector,  and  therefore 
the  police  would  be  put  to  no  pains  to  pre- 
serve him  from  a  pounding. 

Polydore,  proh  pudor! 

Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,  $4  a  year.  35 
cents  a  month  by  carriers. 
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— A  native  Georgian  has  married  three 
times  in  the  same  socks. 

— An  Alabama  editor  boasts  that  his  corn 
yields  fifteen  bushels  to  the  acre. 

— John  Habberton,  the  father  of  "Helen's 
Babies,"  doesn't  know  a  diaper  from  a  gray- 
headed  rat. 

—  An  exchange  says:  "Man  goes  to  the 
dogs,"  utterly  forgetful  that,  sometimes,  he 
goes  to  the  dogmas. 

— Potter,  the  wheel-barrow  man,  will  dis- 
tinguish this  city  by  arriving  here  on  Sun- 
day next,  the  27th  inst. 

■ — Henry  Wadsworth  Longfellow,  a  fellow 
who  lives  somewhere  "down  east"  has  lately 
developed  a  fiendish  delight  in  smashing  bed 
bugs. 

— Ex-Governor  Moses  of  North  Carolina  is 
reported  to  be  so  hard  up  that  he  has  to 
sponge  for  food.  Holy  Moses  1  what  a  come- 
down. 

—Old  Mr.  Flippen,  of  Patrick  County, 
Va. ,  has  not  cut  his  nails  for  thirty  years  and 
in  consequence,  has  them  four  inches  long  on 
his  nippers. 

— The  editor  of  "the  live  paper"  having 
decided  that  the  Berlin  Treaty  was  a  sham 
the  various  European  powers  are  again  get- 
ting ready  for  the  fray. 

— A  Spanish  woman  walks  on  the  Paris 
Boulevards  leading  a  dove  by  a  ribbon.  At 
home  she  leads  her  husband  by  the  nose  and 
makes  him  get  up  in  the  morning  and  light 
the  fire. 

— Saturn,  we  are  told,  rises,  during  this 
month,  at  about  five  o'clock  in  the  afternoon. 
"With  a  Constitutional  Convention  in  full 
blast  measures  should  be  devised  to  make 
Mr.  Saturn  keep  better  hours. 

— An  exchange  asserts  that  "imported 
dresses  show  that  basques  and  waists  of  all 
kinds  are  still  very  long."  So  are  the  bills 
for  the  same — and,  it  might  be  added,  the 
faces  of  many  of  the  husbands  who  are  called 
upon  to  pay  them. 

— The  planet  Uranus  cannot  be  seen  in 
October — except  in  the  early  morning.  We 
are  moved  to  make  this  announcement  by 
the  fact  that,  during  the  recent  hot  spell,  we 
met  several  young  people,  wandering  around 
in  the  lonely  places  and,  apparently,  looking 
for  something  which  they  could  not  find. 


— It's  all  very  well  for  old  Mr.  Fitch  to 
write  nn  article  on  "The  Danger  of  Generali- 
ties" but  when  he  goes  home  in  the  evening 
and  finds  that  his  wife  has  traded  off  his  best 
Sunday  coat  for  a  new  statue  of  "General 
MeComb  at  the  battle  of  Solferino"  he  can 
appreciate  "The  Danger  of  Specialties"   too. 

—There  are  indications  of  a  coming  storm 
— at  least  as  we  passed  our  neighbor's  house 
this  morning  we  heard  a  harsh  female  voice 
singing  out  to  a  modest  absent-minded  little 
man:  "Now  don't  you  forget  to  bring  home 
that  five  yards  of  calico,  three  reels  of  cot- 
ton, one  box  of  candy,  and  the  fourth  volume 
of  "The  Knight  of  the  Brown  Curl,  ora  Wo- 
man's Tongue."  But  he  will  forget  all  the 
same.  And  that  is  the  reason  win-  we  think 
that  appearances  are  warlike  and  stormy. 

— A  recent  issue  of  the  Chronicle  contained 
a  very  spiteful  editorial  paragraph  anent  the 
recent  difficulty  between  the  Australian 
cricketers  and  their  Philadelphia  opponents. 
Inasmuch  as  the  the  special  commissioner 
whom  we  sent  on  to  inquire  into  this  impor- 
tant matter,  became  so  "full"  of  the  spirit  of 
1778 — of  an  excellent  brand — that  he  forgot 
to  send  us  his  report,  we  are  in  utter  ignor- 
ance of  its  merits.  It  may  have  been  that 
the  Australians  were  smarting  uncter  the  re- 
peated unjust  decisions  of  an  unfair  Umpire. 
We  do  not  mean  to  assert  that  it  was  so, 
though  we  think  it  extremelj"  probable.  We 
take  notice  of  the  matter  for  the  purpose  of 
pointing  out  one  or  two  facts  to  our  esteemed 
contemporary.  In  the  first  place,  a  casual 
glance  at  any  Atlas  would  disclose  the  fact 
that  Australia  is  not  an  island  but  a  conti- 
nent. In  the  second  place,  Australians  have 
always  extended  a  very  cordial  welcome  to 
such  Americans  as  have  gravitated  in  that  di- 
rection, and,  considering  the  fact  that  the 
combined  editorial  intellect  of  the  Chronicle 
could  not,  probably,  tell  a  wicket  from  a  lojig 
stop,  the  paragraph  alluded  to  betrays  an 
extremely  ungraceful — not  to  say  vulgar — 
spirit  of  national  jealousy.  In  the  third 
place  well  regulated  newspapers  usually  draw 
a  wide  line  of  demarkation  between  their  edi- 
torial and  their  news  columns,  and  the  Chro- 
nicle usually  expresses  its  views  in  an  open 
manly  way — not  be  covert  innuendo.  In 
the  fourth  place,  we  would  suggest  to  John, 
surnamed  the  bold,  to  shave  off  his  whiskers 
and  let  the  wind  blow  about  his  ears. 


"The  Homliest  Man  in.  the  World." 
A  few  years  ago  there  lived  in  an  adjoin- 
ing count}'  a  physician  who,  though  not  an 
Adonis,  was  not  the  less  respected  for  his 
professional  attainments  than  admired  for 
his  social  qualities.  On  one  occasion,  after 
a  consultation  in  a  neighboring  county,  and 
while  ot  dinner  with  his  host,  he  asked  him 
if  he  ever  saw  his  (the  doctor's)  wife,  and 
was  answered  in  the  negative.  "Then,"  said 
the  doctor,  "will  you  do  me  the  favor  to  call 
on  her  the  first  time  you  go  to  town?"  "Cer- 
tainly, sir,  if  you  wish  it,"  said  the  host  in 
some  surprise,  "but  why  ?"  "Why,"  repeated 
the  doctor,  "why  because  my  wife  insists  that 
I  am  the  homeliest  man  in  the  world,  and 
one  look  at  you  will  convince  her  of  her  mis- 
take." 


This  has  been   a  red   letter  week  in  the 
theatrical  world  of  San  Francisco.     At  the 

California  Theatre 
An  "operatic  spectacle"  called  "Fatinitza" 
has  been  produced  for  the  first  time  in  Ame- 
rica. The  piece  in  itself  is  neither  of  the 
highest  nor  the  lowest  class,  and  is  presen- 
ted in  a  manner  which  while  it  might  be 
much  better  might  be  a  great  deal  worse. 
It  has  served  as  a  vehicle  to  introduce  Miss 
Cottrelly  to  the  English  stage.  This  lady  is 
regarded  as  a  very  capable  actress  on  the  Ger- 
man stage  and  with  time  and  attention  may 
become  so  in  English.  Her  pronunciation 
is  even  now  very  much  superior  to  several 
foreign  actors  and  actresses  whom  we  can 
call  to  mind  and  is  the  result  of  two  months 
study  under  Mr.  Knoflach.  The  management 
of  the  California  have  displayed  unwonted 
liberality  in  the  mounting  etc.,  of  this  piece. 

At  Baldwin's 
"A  Woman  of  the  People"  has  proved  a  suf- 
ficient attraction  to  carry   the  house  over  a 
second  week.     There  is  no   observable  im- 
provement in  the  representation. 

At  the  Bush  Street  Theatre 
"The  Little  Duke,"  a  recent  production  Le- 
cocq,  has  been  given  throughout  the  week 
with  a  good  deal  of  fervor,  and  every  anxiety 
to  please,  but  without  the  same  ariistic  finish 
which  has  marked  the  rendition  of  the  time 
worn  pieces  hitherto  presented  by  Mrs. 
Oates  and  her  company. 


At  the  Grand  Opera  House 
"The  Red  Pocketbook,"  an  old  time  sensa- 
tional production,  has  formed  the  bill  of 
fare.  We  fancy  that  if  there  was  anything 
in  the  "Pocketbook"  there  would  be  a  lively 
scramble  among  that  crowd  for  its  contents. 


Woodward's  Gardens. 
What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Planles  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gvmnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 
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SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


A  limited  number  of  complete  second  vol- 
umes of  the  Wasp  may  be  purchased  at  the 
business  office,  602  California  Street. 


Watches,  Jewelry  and  Silverware,  at  the 
very  lowest  prices.  Watch  and  Jewelry  re- 
pairing a  specialty  all  work  warranted.  H. 
WEIJLE,  634  Market  St.,  opp.  Palace  Hotel. 


The  Stock  Indicator  Saloon  is  the  finest 
place  of  its  kind  on  the  Coast.  A  stock  in- 
dicator giving  the  latest  quotations  direct 
from  the  Board.  The  choicest  wines  and  li- 
quors kept  constantly  on  hand.  Open  from 
6  A.  M.  to  6  P.  M.  Prank  C.  Eemmington, 
Leidesdorff  Street,  between  Pine  and  Cali- 
fornia, below  Pacific  Stock  Board. 


Stock  Indicator  Oyster  and  Lunch  House, 
Leidesdorff  street,  bet.  Pine  and  California, 
below  the  Pacific  Stock  Board.  Oysters  in  all 
styles,  served  from  6  A.  M.  to  6  P.  M.  New 
York  Butter  Cakes  will  be  sold  only  at  the 
old  stand,  519  California  street,  under  Cali- 
fornia Market.      J.  H.  Burns,  Proprietor. 


— Recipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Eruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 


J.  S.  Stratton,  contractor  for  raising  and 
moving  brick,  stone,  iron,  and  wooden  build- 
ings. Office:  N.  E.  cor.  Kearny  and  Bush 
streets.  Shop,  No.  854  Harrison  street,  San 
Erancisco.  Eesidence,  No.  924  Harrison 
street. 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


Madame  Demorest's  cut  paper  patterns. 
The  most  stylish  and  reliable  of  any  patterns 
made.  Send  for  illustrated  Calalogue,  fiee. 
A  full  and  complete  assortment  of  patterns 
always  on  hand.  Will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress in  the  country  by  mail  on  the  receipt 
of  price  in  stamps.  Myron  Shew,  General 
Agent  for  the  Pacific  Coast,  No.  109  Dupont 
street,  San  Erancisco,  Cal. 


Delicious  candies  and  caramels  are  being 
manufactured  fresh  every  day  at  the  Paragon 
Candy  Store,  101  Dupont  street,  corner  of 
Geary.  Wright  &  Tham,  Proprietors.  De- 
pot of  the  celebrated  Paragon  Marsh  Mel- 
low Drops,  also,  agency  for  Brummell's  cele- 
brated Cough  Drops.  Wholesale  and  Re- 
tail. 


Alons.  Alexander  S.  ©e  Wolowski, 

The  well-known  pianist  and  vocalist,  honor- 
ary member  of  the  principal  Philharmonic 
Societies,  reopens  courses  and  classes  for 
piano  and  singing,  for  opera,  parlor  and  con- 
certs, by  his  new  simplified  method,  the 
shortest  and  best  in  existence,  saving  years  of 
practice  to  beginners,  reading  music  at  sight 
and  training  the  voice  to  its  highest  culture. 
Musical  time  by  his  new  invention.  At  Al- 
bemarle House,  No.  8  Mason  St. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  TJ.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


CENTRAL  SALOON 

244  SUTTER  ST.,  bet.  Kearny  and  Dupont. 

HOT    LUNGE 

From  1 1  to  1  o'clock. 

Beer,  Wines,  Liquors,  Cigars. 

FRANZ  FEEDER,  Manager. 


MERGER'S 

Marsh  Mallow  Candy 

FACTOR  If, 

WHOLESALE    AND    RETAIL, 

3fo.  17  POWEIX  ST.,  opn.  Baldwin's  Hotel,  San 
Francisco. 

Branch  of  518  KEARNY   STREET. 

S^PSpecial  Attention  paid  to  Country  Orders. J&$ 


■a?©  I.ET. 

Country  Hotel  ($25)  and  country  store  ($15),  at 
the  R,  R.  station  at  Korbel's  Mill,  in  Sonoma  Co  n- 
ty.  Particulars  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BEOS.,  cor  er 
Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KORBEL  &  BEOS.,  in 
Santa  Eosa. 


FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing. 


LAST  OPPORTUNITY! 

TO  SEE  THE  WON'DERFUL 


STRASBURC CLOCK! 

All  delighted  at  its  marvelous  movements,  aston- 
ished at  its  intricate  mechanism,  interested  in  its 
pathetic  history,  and  full  of  wonder  at  its  BEAUTY 
and  PERFECTION. 

Now   on   Exhibition    at    727 
Market   Street ! 

Open  from  10  A.  M.  to  9.36  P.  M.;  and  on  Sunday 
from  6  P.  M.  to  10  P.  M.  Admission  15  cents;  Two 
for  25  cents;  Children  10  cents. 


COLOMA  VINEYARD. 

Constantly  on 
band 

WINES  &  BRANDIES, 

Burgundy, 

Muscat,     Catawba, 

RED,   WHITE, 
and     other     WINES. 

Robert  Chalmers,  Coloma. 

FOR  SALE  BY 

ROBERT    BELL, 

General  Agent  for  San  Francisco,  also 
Dealer  in 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors, 

412  Sansome  Street,         -         •        San  Francisco. 


DOISTNTOLLY'S 

YEAST  POWDER 

FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 
Ask    Your    Grocer    For    It. 


CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .Alirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AEOHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block, 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 
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THE  ONLY  HOUSE  in  tho  city  that  receives  fresh  patterns  and  New  York  and  Paris  Fashions  weekly.     Samples,  with  instructions  for  self-nieasurnnicnt 


NICOLL,  THE  TAILOR, 

Branch    of   New    York 


The  Quickest .  Best  and  Cheapest  Tailor  in  the  World. 

Pants  to   Order  in  Six  Hours,  and  Suits  in  One  Day,  if  Required. 


TO  OHDER 

Pants,     -     from  $4 .0 
Suits,     -    trom  $15.00 
Overcoats,  from  §15. 0( 
Dress  Coats,  ."  $20.00 


TO  ORDER 

Black  Doeskin 

Pants,  -  from  $7.00 
White  Vests,  '•  $3.00 
Fancy  Vests,  "    $6.00 


from.    Tailors   and   the   public    supplied  with  cloth  aud  trimmings  at  wholesale  prices  by  th 


A  binul!  stock  on  hand,  of  our  own  make,  to  select 


yard;  cut. 


P.  KESIiIiir, 

Frlso  Boot  Maker 

OF   THE   PACIFIC   COAST. 

The  latest  and  greatest  im- 
provement in  shoe  making  is 
P.  KELLY'S,  the  Prize  Boot 
Maker's, 

PATENT 

BOOT  and  SHOE 

combined.      For  style  and  com- 
fort they  excel  all  others.     The 
elastic  is  so  placed    back   of 
the   ankle   as   to   protect   it 
from   wear  and  it 
does       not      bind 
around   the  ankle 

like  the  old  style  Congress  Gaiter.  The  gentle- 
men who  have  called  in  the  last  60  days  and 
could  not  be  supplied,  as  we  could  not  manufacture 
them  fast  enough  to  supply  the  demand,  can  call 
now,  as  we  have  just  received  FIFTY  CASES,  vary- 
ing in  price  from  ®8  to  $10.  Call  and  give  them  a 
trial.  Also,  just  received,  150  Cases  of  Ladies'  Fine 
French  Kid  Boots,  for  $5.00  ft  pair,  and  50  Cases  of 
Newport  Ties,  with  French  heels,  $3.50. 

I*.  KELLY,  Prize  Boot  Maker, 

327  &  329  Bush  Street,  San  Francisco. 


(IJC    4-^v    CiOO  l'cr  llav  at  homo.    Samples  worth  $5  free. 
<P*J    IU  tp^iV-J   Address  Stinsun  &  Co.,  .Portland,  Maine. 


xuMEiunufc, 

Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE:— Northeast    Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


President 

Vice-Pbesident 


M.  D.  Sweeny, 
P.  McAran, 
it.  J.  Tobi 


OFFICERS: 

M.  D.  SWEENY 

CD.  O'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES  ■ 
C.D.O'Sullivan, 


John  Sullivan, 

Peter  Donohue. 

Treasurer  .' EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 


M.  J.  O'Connor, 
G-us.  Touchard, 
Jo.  A,  Donohue. 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co'a  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
july21-tf  ' 


Candies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!     Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

El-  g£jsjrs*p°w  <5&  do., 

"Wholesale     and    Retail    Confectioners, 

107  MONTGOMERY  STREE1. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  our  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates.  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal,  Orders  from  the  interior  promply  and  care- 
fully attended  to.  Broken  Candy,  15  cents  a  pound. 
Mixed  Candy,  '20  cents  a  pound. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  BEST  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 


Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  THIRD  YEAR! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -         -     H  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

EfAll  Postmasters   are   Agents.      Liberal    Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


^abt[hnUnQ  (j^omyound 

AND    CUPS. 

One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cups. 

THE 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  bv  decreasing  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
add  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble. 

K.  HOE  &  CO\S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGER  SAWS, 

-5>\?£ — "Cv+y* '^     always  In    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
"V^-J^J'^v        out  any  °f  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saw    constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,   manufactories,   saw    mills,    etc.,  throughout  the    United 

States.    Send  for  Circulars.    Address 

TATUM  &  BOWEN, 

No.  3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market. 
P.  O.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 
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C\C\X  ~V\  A nv  worker  can  make  §12  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
VTVyjJ U  Outfit  free.     Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 


BACK    NUMBERS 

or  THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 
FOR    SALE, 


From  40  to  400  Acres  of  the  very  best  farming  land 
in  Sonoma  County.  Inquire  at  F.  KORBEL  & 
BEOS.,  corner  Fifth  and  Bryant,  or  at  F.  KOEBEL 
&  BEOS.,  in  Santa  Rosa. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between    8th    and    9th    Streets, 

M.  NUN  AN,  Proprietor. 


NOTICE. 

The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicious  nature  will 
hp  published  by  this  paper. 


C.  D.  O.    SULLIVAN.  JAS.  R.   KELLY, 

SULLIVAN,   KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 

^antedT 

In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,  CANVAS- 
SERS for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
"Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


$66 


a  week  in  your  own  town.   Terms  and  §5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing    MONDAY,    OCT.    7th,'  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 

3f"\i""V  P,  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Steamer  "James  M. 
•  W  Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),  connecting  with 
Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa, 
Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  con- 
nections at  Lakevills  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City, 
and  the  Geysers. 

^.Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  with  Ful- 
ton and  Guernevillh  K  R,  for  Korbel's,  Guerneville  and  the  Red- 
woods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  11.00  A.  M.] 

8(~\f\  A.  M.   [Sundays  only],  Excursion  Steamer  "James  M. 
•vV/   Donahue"  connecting  at  Donahue  with  trains  for  Clo- 
verdale and  way  stations. 

RETURNING  TRAINS  will  leave  Donahue  at 
4.40  P.  M.  and  arrive  in  San  Francisco  at  6.25  P.  M. 

tfoSLFr eight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  3.00  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 

A,  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Geu.  Manager.        Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 


b  ;/r/,£57^)P0^TF(AlTS&Vlr:vVS.^. 
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13.  HICKS   <Sc  CO.. 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANC — 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543   Clay   Street 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


vS^ 


4 


SP 


-^ 


^~o 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Holes,  effectually   cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEBSTEL   &   «ERARD,    from  Paris, 
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TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

033  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of 
all  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
erative organs,  and  all  physical  con- 
ditions of  weakness  consequent  upon 

ithe  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 

Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successfull  treated. 
The  sick  and  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospital  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  chargb  unless  he 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  maybe  CURED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 
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SATURDAY,  OCTOBER  2,  1878. 

'"Gainst  the  wrong 4hat  needs  redressing, 
For  the  weak,  the  strong  oppressing." 


There  is, a,  law,  which. renders  it  a  criminal 
offense  for  a  man  to  obtain  credit  by  falsely  rep- 
resenting himself  to  be  that  which  he  is  not. 
Should  not  that  law  be  put  in  force  against  a 
person  named  Bee,  who  has  been  obtaining 
attention  and  credence  in  Washington  by 
representing  himself  to  be  a  respectable 
member  of  this  community  ? 


"We  desire  to  make  a  little  explanation  in 
regard  to  some  remarkable  orthography 
which  appeared  on  one  of  our  illustrations 
last  week.  The  explanation  is  simply  this  : 
the  original  lettering  being  somewhat  indis- 
tinct, and  the  artist  having  gone  off  to  pay  a 
long  promised  visit  to  the  King  of  Portugal, 
a  young  man  connected  with  the  lithographic 
department  was  requested  to  rub  it  out  and 
replace.it..  This  young  man  is  what  might 
be  termed  an  unconscious  humorist,  and  the 
result  was  extraordinary.  We  have  to  express 
our  thanks  for  the  opurtesy  of  the  Coroner  who 
said  that,  the  city1  being  so  hard  up  and 
the  homicide  so  justifiable,  he  would  not  put 
us  to  the  inconvenience  of  attending  an  in- 
quest, nor  himself  the  inconvenience  of  col- 
lecting the  fee. 


OUR  GREATNESS  IN  CROOKEDNESS.' 

MUNICIPAL     GOVERNMENT. 

Last  week  .we  stated  that  our,  present  sys- 
tem of,  local  or  municipal  government  was 
founded  upon  a  wrong  principle,  and  we 
demonstrated,  to  our  own  satisfaction,  that  it 
was  not  even  consistant  in  the  execution  of 
that  error.  But  all  errors  of  principle  must, 
in  point  of  magnitude,  hide  their  diminished 
head  when  contrasted  with  the  gigantic  fraud, 
extravagance  and  negligence  which  marks 
the  administration  of  the  affairs  of  this  civic 
corporation.  New  York,  in  the  halcyon  days 
of  Tweed  and  Tammany  Hall,  was  not  more 
corrupt  than  our  City  Government  has  been 
for  many  years  past.  The  cost  of  maintain- 
ing the  government  of  this  city  we  have  be- 
fore characterized  as  amounting  to  a  princely 
income.  Three  hundred  thousand  dollars 
per  annum!  And  for  what?  We  maintain  a 
Tax  Collector  and  a  clerical  force  to  raise  a 
revenue;  we  maintain  a  Treasurer  and  a  cleri 
eal  force,  and  an  Auditor  and  a  clerical  force 
to  disburse  the  same;  but  what  becomes  of  it? 
It  comes  in  and,  doubtless,  goes  out,  but  what 
is  there  beyond  the  records  of  those  offices 
to  show  for  it  ?  Is  it  possible  that  the  people 
are  required  to  respond  to  the  call  of 
the  Tax  Collector  merely  for  the  pur- 
pose of  supplying  the  Treasurer  with  money 
to  pay  the  Tax  Collector  for  collecting,  the 
Treasurer  for  paying  away,  and  the  Auditor 
for  watching  that  the  latter  does  not  cheat? 
Doubtless  when  the  Solons  of  our  city  gov 
ernment  read  this,  they  will  exclaim  :  What 
an  idiot  the  Wasp  is !  Have  we  not  dozens 
of  other  departments  besides  the  three  he 
has  mentioned?  Have  we  not  a  Sheriff,  a 
County  Clerk,  an  Assessor,  a  Police  Force, 
Public  Institutions,  a  School  Department 
and  a  Street  Department?  Zo,  as  the  French- 
man observed  when  he  sat  down  on  a  crooked 
pin.  That  last  title  inspires  us  with  an  idea. 
We  have  a  Street  Department,  but  where  are 
the  streets  ?  We  have  been  told  that  that 
Department  can  cause  thousands  of  dollars 
to  disappear  enshrouded  in  mystery  far  more 
impenetrable  than  that  which  hides  the  sleight 
of  hand  of  the  East  Indian  juggler.  We  have 
a  Street  Department,  j'et  we  can  show  teams 
bogged,  daily,  in  the  so-called  streets,  within 
five  minutes  walk  of  the  centre  of  the  city  ; 
we  can  show  streets  and  sidewalks  within 
five  minutes  walk  of  the  centre  of  the  city, 
that  are  dangerous  to  life  and  limb;  we  can 
show  streets  within  five  minutes,  walk  of  the 
centre  of  the  city,  the  sidewalks  of  which  are 
impassable,  from  the  fact  that  they  are  occu- 
pied as  commercial  store  houses — where  in 
fact  the  whole  street  has.  been  boldly  appro- 
priated and  occupied  as.  a  free  workshop. 
Still,  when  citizens  feel  at  all  discommoded 
by  these  things,  they  can.  reflect  and  take 
comfort  from  the  fact  that  we  have  a  Street 
Department,  and  a  whole  army  of  contract- 
ors and  officials  who  are  rapidly  becoming 
millionaires;  and  that  the  Tax  Collector,  and 
Auditor,  and  Treasurer  have  something  else 
to  do  besides  collecting  and  distributing 
money  amongst  themselves.  Then  again  we 
have  a  School  Department.    We  will  venture 


to  assert,  without  fear  of  successful  contradic- 
tion, that  the  Public  Schools  of  San  Fran- 
cisco cost  more  and  accomplish  less  than 
those  of  any  city  in  the  Union.  The  School 
Department  offers  an  excellent  illustration  of 
the  difference  between  a  public  institution 
and  a  private  enterprise.  If  our  schools  were 
tinder  the  management  of  private  individuals 
as  a  commercial  speculation,  they  would  not 
cost  more  than  one-third  of  what  they  do 
:now,  and  yet  they  would  be  more  efficient. 
That  is  the  place  where  the  "crookedness" 
comes  in  We  have  a  Board  of  Education — 
in  fact,  it's  more  than  a  board,  it's  a  plank, 
it's  a  whole  tree.  If  things  were  properly 
arranged,  the  duty  of  that  Board  would  be  to 
see  that  a  proper  system  of  instruction  was 
used  in  the  schools,  that  the  teachers  were 
qualified,  and  that  they  performed  their  duties 
with  fidelity.  But  things  are  not  properly  ar- 
vanged,  and  so  the  members  of  the  Board  get 
so  engro.sed  in  the  more  important  work  of 
feathering  their  pockets  with  commissions, 
from  the  buying  and  selling  of  lots  and  the 
erection  of  buildings,  that  they  have  no  time 
to  attend  to  these  other  matters. 

We  might  keep  on  until  the  next  Fourth 
of  July,  pointing  out  the  absurdities,  the  cor- 
ruption, and  the  neglect  of  our  Municipal 
Government.  But  our  object  is  merely  to 
awaken  public  thought,  and  for  that  purpose, 
we  have  said  enough.  It  is  useless  to  repair  a. 
building  which  is  resting  upon  a  shaky  foun- 
dation.    We  must  remodel  and  rebuild. 


PARENTS,  LOOK  TO  TOUR  CHILDREN. 

The  case  of  that  misguided  young  boy, 
Merkle,  who  was  recently  killed  while  exer- 
cising his  violent  and  criminal  propensities  of- 
fers a  fit  illustration  to  point  a  moral  and  adorn 
a  tale.  That  there  are  hundreds  of  boys — 
perhaps  it  would  be  more  correct  to  designate 
them  young  men— -drifting  about  this  city  in 
in  idleness  and  vice  is  a  sad  fact.  The  pres- 
ence of  a  large  number  of  Chinese  in  our 
midst  has  been  alleged  to  be  the  cause 
of  this.  In  fact  Chinese  immigration 
has  been  alleged,  by  blatant  demagogues,  as 
the  cause  of  every  evil  from  which  this  com- 
munity is  suffering  until  we  are  sick  and  tired 
of  hearing  of  it.  We  are  opposed  to  Chinese 
immigration;  we  would  be  glad  to  hear,  in 
six  months  time,  that  every  Chinaman  at 
present  in  the  State  was  five  hundred  miles 
outside  the  Golden  Gate  on  his  way  else- 
where. But  when  it  was  alleged  that  the 
presence  of  the  Mongolians  in  any  way  eon- 
tributes  to  make  idle,  viscious,  lying,  thiev- 
ing, brutal,  bullies  out  of  such  young  men  as 
Merkle  was,  we  feel  called  upon  to  deny  the 
allegation  and  to  insinuate  that  the  person 
who  makes  it  is  mentally  inferior  to  an  allega- 
tor.  If  that  misguided  young  man's  parents 
had  taken  half  the  trouble  to  provide  him  with 
an  attractive  home  in  his  youth,  and  to  culti- 
vate the  gentler,  better  nature  which  even  he 
possessed,  that  they  did  to  'prosecute  the 
man  who  shot  him  down — as  any  good  citi- 
zen would  shoot  down  a  dangerous  mad  dog 
— he  would  now  be  filling  some  useful,  suita- 
ble, station  in  life  a  credit  and  a  pleasure  to 
them,  instead  of  lying  in  a  dishonored  grave. 
We  are   writing  no   idle  words  when  we  say 
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that,  if  the  young  people  of  this  community 
keep  on  in  the  present  track,  a  few  years  will 
suffice  to  bring  it  to  the  level  of  a  couimnnity 
of  wild  beasts,  each  one  eager  to  rend  the 
the  others  ;  each  one  devoid  of  chastity  or 
any  other  virtue.  Parents  look  well  to  your 
children  !  Teach  them  to  restrain  their  pas 
sions.  Force  them  to  do  so  until  they  are 
old  enough  to  do  right  of  their  own  accord. 
And  let  it  be  recollected  that  there  are  other 
hoodlums  than  those  appertaining  to  what 
Mr.  Enos  termed  "the  rougher  persuasion." 
Any  Saturday  evening  the}-  can  be  found  in 
the  crowded  thoroughfares  in  this  city,  clad 
in  a  plentitude  of  coat-tail  and  shirt  collar, 
pushing  one  another  about,  and  generally 
annoying  the  public.  They  are  not  so  violent 
and  drunken,  these  hobbledehoys,  as  their 
rougher  brethern,  but  they  are  just  the  same 
class  of  people,  animated  by  the  same  mo- 
tives— selfish  pleasure  and  sensual  indulg- 
ence. A  whippingpost!  Ah!  what  a  blessing 
it  wo  Id  be  to  th  is  community.  Parents, 
look  well  to  your  children ! 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
SHALL  WOMEN  VOTE? 

That  is  the  question,  but  where  is  the  an- 
swer ?  Shall  women  vote  ?  To  be  sure  they 
shall,  the  little  dears  !  They  shall  chew  to- 
bacco, too;  they  shall  smoke  clay  pipes;  they 
shall  chop  wood;  they  shall  curse  and  swear; 
they  shall  attend  "lodge"  and  come  home 
drunk;  they  shall  stay  late  at  night  at  the 
office,  and  call  in  at  the  can-can  on  their  way 
home;  they  shall  go  out  in  the  rain  and  slush 
and  rustle  around  for  a  living;  they  shall 
scratch  their  heads  over  the  serious  problem 
of  where  the  money  to  pay  the  rent,  and  buy 
the  baby  a  pair  of  shoes,  is  coming  from.  In 
short  they  shall  enjoy  all  the  privileges  which 
are  at  present  monopolized  by  the  sterner 
sex. 

This  grave  problem  of  "women's  rights" 
has  too  long  remained  in  abeyance,  We 
all  wondered,  the  winter  before  last,  why 
rain  did  not  come;  yet  none  of  us  recollected 
that  we  had  denied  to  womankind  the  rights 
of  the  ballot  box.  We  all  grumbled  the  next 
spring  and  summer  because  cattle  were  dy- 
ing, crops  were  failing,  and  stocks  going 
down;  yet  none  of  us  ever  thought  of  the  fact 
that  this  was  a  punishment  sent  by  divine 
Providence  because  we  refused  to  allow  wo- 
men to  settle  the  affairs  of  the  nation  over  a 
glass  of  beer  in  the  corner  grocery — as  we  do 
ourselves.  We  all  wondered  last  winter 
what  on  earth  was  to  be  done  when  it  seemed 
as  though  the  idle  and  the  viscious  had 
joined  with  the  unfortunate  and  were  about 
to  rend  asunder  the  social  structure;  yet  we 
never  thought  for  one  moment  that  the  simp- 
lest remedy  in  the  world  would  be  to  do 
simple  justice  and  allow  our  female  friends 
to  vote  at  elections — for  the  best  looking 
man. 

Shall  women  be  permitted  to  vote  ?  On 
certain  conditions,  we  think  they  should. 
The  conditions  are  as  follows:  Every  mar- 
ried woman  upon  claiming  the  right  of  the 
franchise  shall  be  obliged  to  abandon  the 
right  to  pull  her  husband's  hair,  to  search 
his  pockets,   and  to   ask  for  a  new  bonnet 


oftener  than  once  in  five  years.  She  shall  be 
obliged  to  make  a  solemn  affirmation  that  she 
will  not  gossip,  speak  slightingly  of  the  good 
looks  of  other  women,  or  sell  her  husband's 
clothes  before  he  has  done  with  them 
Every  single  woman  upon  claiming  the  right 
of  the  frunchise  shall  be  obliged  to  abandon 
the  right  to  ice  cream,  oysters,  the  theatre, 
or  other  expensive  recreations.  She  shall  be 
obliged  to  make  solemn  affirmation  that  she 
will  not  have  more  than  three  beaus  on  the 
string  at  once,  that  she  will  not  eat  candy, 
and  that  she  will  always  tell  the  truth  about 
her  age.  Under  these  conditions  we  think 
it  proper  and  right  and  just  and  equitable 
that  women  should  be  permitted  to  vote. 


[See   Double-page  Illustration."] 
THE    CONSTITUTIONAL   PUMP. 

At  a  good  round  cost,  the  Constitutional 
Pump  has  at  length  been  started,  and  it  can- 
not be  said  that  the  supply  of  fundemental 
fluid  is  at  all  deficient.  Constitutional  Con- 
ventions, from  which  great  things  were  expect- 
ed, have,  before  this,  met,  but  never  has  an 
assemblage  come  together  which  has  yielded 
such  a  vast  supply  of  new  and  striking  ideas. 
There  is  indeed  just  a  bare  possibility  that 
the  multiplicity  of  ideas  may  prove  the  weak 
spot  in  the  organization.  It  is  within  the 
limits  of  possibilities,  that  in  the  conflict 
between  tetotallers  and  rednosers,  neither 
whisky  nor  tea  may  be  declared  the  Consti- 
tutional beverage.  It  may  occur  that  "The 
Chinese  Must  Go"  crowd  being  unable  to 
agree  among  themselves  as  to  whether  they 
shall  go  head  first  or  heels  first,  the  celestial 
visitor  shall  manage  to  stay.  That  the  con- 
test between  religion  and  irreligion  may  re- 
sult in  Sunday  being  changed  to  Daughter- 
day,  and  the  price  of  broadcloth  reduced  to 
the  level  of  sack  cloth  and  ashes. 

Those  are  speculations,  however,  as  to  the 
ultimate  result,  while  the  chief  interest,  at 
the  present  time,  is  centered  in  the  awkward 
movements  of  the  man  who  is  working  the 
Pump.  It  is  quite  evident  that  he  is  a  curi- 
ous admixture  of  ability  and  inability,  of 
willingness  and  unwillingnes-i,  of  refinement 
and  coarseness,  of  laboriousness  and  laziness. 

There  is  one  point  where  the  utmost  vigi- 
lance should  be  displayed,  and  that  is,  in  the 
keeping  of  the  sewer  open  when  the  Pump  is 
working  lively.  If  it  were  to  get  choked  up, 
the  consequences  might  be  serious.  Another 
point,  is  to  see  that  the  machine  is  kept  prop- 
erly lubricated  with  the  contents  of  the  little 
can  which  will  be  seen  in  right  hand  corner 
of  the  illustration.  The  latter  is  a  point, 
however,  which  will,  without  doubt,  be  well 
attended  to. 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 
HALLELUJAH  ! 

Whatever  views  a  man  may  hold  regarding 
the  philosophical  questions  involved  in  the 
contest  between  free  thought  (our  goody 
goody  friends  would,  perhaps,  rather  call  it 
infidelism)  and  orthodox  religion,  he  will  sel- 
dom be  found  wanting  in  respect  for  real 
bona  fide  religion.  It  may  commend  itself  to 
his  judgment  as  being  tinctured  with  the 


flavor  of  superstition,  but  so  long  as  it  com- 
ports itself  modestly,  lives  purely,  and  la- 
bors, in  a  quiet  unassuming  way,  to  accom- 
plish good,  he  must  think  and  speak  well  of 
it.  But  when,  with  a  sleek  and  well  fed  air 
oi  arrogance  and  superiority,  it  places  itself 
upon  the  street  corners  and  talks  nonsense  of 
a  semi-religious  semi-political  nature  to 
those  who  will  pause  to  listen  to  it,  he  must 
necessarily  liken  it  unto  the  pharisaism 
which  prayed  often  and  long  in  public  places 
when  the  great — and  superstitiously  deified 
— Reformer  came  upon  earth. 

Our  friend  "Hallelujah"  is,  perhaps,  la- 
boring to  attain  a  laudable  purpose,  but  he 
must  excuse  us  for  suggesting  to  him  that 
there  is  an  air  of  insincerity  about  his  actions, 
an  offensive  flavor  of  pharisaism,  which  good 
men  will  condemn  and  bad  men  scoff  at. 


[See  Illustration  on  Page  212.] 
BLACKGUARDLY. 
In  the  difficulty  which  has  existed  for  some 
time  past  between  Recorder  Taylor  and  the 
Printing  Committee  of  the  Board  of  Super- 
visors, our  sympathies  have  been  with  the 
Recorder.  So  far  as  we  could  judge,  it  was 
a  mere  dispute  over  some  trifling  pickings,  in 
which  he  managed  to  cut  the  ground  from 
under  his  opponents  feet  by  effecting  a  little 
saving  for  the  city.  We  are  bound  to  ap- 
prove of  anything  in  the  way  of  legitimate 
saving  in  the  Municipal  expenditures,  no 
matter  how  small;  consequently,  as  we  have 
said  before,  Colonel  Taylor  had  our  sympa- 
thies. But  he  can  have  them  no  longer. 
When  a  public  official  undertakes  to  suppress 
the  free  discussion  of  his  official  acts  by  em- 
ploying the  arguments  of  the  bully  and  the 
hoodlum,  he  degrades  himself,  he  disgraces 
the  position  which  he  holds,  and  the  commu- 
nity in  which  he  holds  it.  Recorder  Taylor 
objected  to  Supervisor  Danforth  characteriz- 
ing his  letter  as  being  "ungentlemanly;"  we 
have  laid  the  whole  vocabulary  under  contri- 
bution, and  the  only  word  which  we  can  find 
to  fittingly  designate  his  attack  on  the  Super- 
visor is — blackguardly. 


ALLEGRO. 

Some  philosopher  has  written  it  down  that 
there  are  three  paramount  duties  in  life.  The 
first  is  to  build  a  house,  the  second  is  to  mar- 
ry a  wife,  and  the  third  is  to  take  in  your 
mother-in-law  to  live  with  you.  Mr.  Keller, 
the  genial  artist  of  this  paper,  has  been  pon- 
dering over  these  things  while  pointing 
his  crayons,  and  has  eventually  come 
to  the  conclusion  that,  life  without  some 
one  to  scratch  his  eyes,  is  a  dull  common 
place  affair.  For  this  reason  he  has  re- 
solved to  complete  his  anatomical  propor- 
tions by  taking  unto  himself  a  seventh  rib 
on  this  the  second  day  of  November.  We 
don't  exactly  expect  the  sun  to  stand  still  or 
the  President  to  stand  on  his  head  in  conse- 
quence of  this  occurrence;  nevertheless  the 
Wasp  thinks  it  meet  and  proper  to  offer  to 
his  trusty  pencil  wielder  his  sincerest  con- 
gratulations on  the  auspicious  occasion,  and 
to  wish  him  many  happy  returns — not  ex- 
actly of  the  event,  but — of  the  anniversary  of 
it. 
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Unapprecuted  music — a  protested  note. 

Strange  a  pack  of  cards  may  be  cut  a  hun- 
dred times  and  remain  whole. 

A  colored  doll  baby  has  been  invented, 
and  the  Southern  Democrats  are  awful  mad 
about  it. 

One  swallow  will  not  make  a  summer,  but 
three  swallows  will  make  a  drunk — if  they 
are  large  enough. 

"Love  is  blind,"  perhaps  that  is  the  rea- 
son why  so  many  lovers  can  get  along  just  as 
well  in  a  dark  room. 

Bex.  Buttler  differs  from  the  Cyclops,  in- 
asmuch the  latter  had  there  one  eye  located 
in  the  middle  of  the  forehead. 

"Cress  can  be  grown  by  sprinkling  seed 
over  a  wet  [blanket  in  a  warm  place." — Ex. 
Isn't  there  an  "a"  left  out  in  that  first  word? 

Cricket  dates  back  as  far  as  the  fourteenth 
century. — Norr.  Herald.  Does  it  ?  The  next 
time  you  see  cricket  you  had  better  tell  it  to 
date  forward. 

Knowledge  is  power,  observed  the  mule, 
as  he  lit  out  at  the  centre  diamond-stud  that 
adorned  the  breast  of  the  city  gent  who  was 
examining  him. 

A  pushing  business  man,  without  any 
poetrj-  in  his  soul,  advertises  ladies'  charms 
for  sale.  But  who  wants  a  confounded  lot 
of  old  pads,  paints,  and  false  hair. 

The  Westminster  Confession  of  Faith  has 
been  translated  in  Chinese,  the  price  of 
onions  maintains  its  position,  and  the  coun- 
try is  getting  ripe  for  revolution. 

•A  young  lady  enquires  in  the  Detroit 
Household,  for  "a  nice  pattern  for  pillow 
shams."  He,  he,  he!  Perhaps  if  she  would 
lay  her  head  upon  a  pillow — nuf  sed- 

A  society  item  says :  "  Miss  Cider  is 
visiting  Miss  Pepper."  If  the  visitor  is  kept 
long  enough,  they  will  be  able,  with  the 
addition  of  a  little  mustard,  to  start  a  small 
cruet. 

-  "Whatever  you  broil,  grease  the  bars  of 
the  gridiron  first." — Ex.  Ah,  just  so!  But 
suppose  you  have  nothing  to  grease  the  bars 
of  the  gridiron  with?  This  is  not  a  joke;  it's 
merely  a  supposition. 

Los  Relign  is  what  the  letters  of  Inger- 
soll's  name  will  make,  which  goes  to  show 
that  his  parents  were  bad  spellers  or  they 
would  have  added  the  three  missing  letters. 

A  contemporary  asserts :  "Mrs.  Dodge  thus 


thrown  upon  her  own  resources,  turned  her 
attention  to  literature."  The  p  resumption 
is  that  Mr.  Dodge  dodged  or  she  would  have 
been  thrown  upon  him. 

Small  things  please  small  minds,  and  Gen- 
eneral  McComb  is  immensely  tickled  over 
the  fact  that  Miss  Hazeton  won't  marry 
President  Tilden.  John,  did  it  never  strike 
you  that  the  old  buffer  mighn't  have  asked 
her. 

The  resources  of  true  science  are  said  to  be 
illimitable,  nevertheless  the  genius  which 
successive  ages  have  produced  has  been  un- 
able to  devise  a  safety  pin  which  will  not  be- 
belie  its  name  occasionally. 

Tue  one  is  the  name  of  a  mathematical  fig- 
ure and  the  other  is  that  part  of  a  plant 
which  shoots  into  the  earth.  That  is  the  an- 
swer, and  now  a  conundrum  is  wanted  which 
can  step  into  a  shoe  of  that  size. 

George  C.  Gorham  professes  to  be  a  Green- 
backer  notwithstanding  the  last  time  his  wife 
licked  him,  with  a  slipper,  his  back  showed 
just  the  same  red  marks  that  would  have  fol- 
lowed the  operation  had  he  been  a  hard 
money  man. 

"Always  shoot  quail  on  the  wing,"  says  a 
sporting  journal.  That  is  all  very  well,  but 
if  you  want  to  have  a  real  nice  delicacy,  you 
should  shoot  them  in  the  eye  so  that  they 
can  be  cooked  without  the  flavor  being 
spoiled  by  the  addition  of  lead. 

When  a  carrier  pigeon  arrives  from  a  long 
journey,  it  takes  a  drink  and  then  a  nap. 
When  a  man's  wife  returns  from  a  long 
journey,  she  takes  a  smell  at  the  parlor  cur- 
tains and  then  asserts  that  the  place  is  reek- 
ing with  the  smell  of  tobacco  and  whisky. 

"  Bread  which  is  cast  upon  the  waters  will 
return  after  many  days,"  is  a  statement  of 
an  allegorical  nature,  which  is  is  partly  true 
and  partly  untrue.  A  man  borrowed  two- 
bits  off  the  paragrapher  of  this  journal  yes- 
terday and  returned  this  morning  to  make  it 
four.     He  didn't  wait  for  many  days. 

A  small  boy  peeped  into  the  parlor  and 
saw  his  sister's  beau  kiss  her.  Than  he  ran 
through  the  house  howling:  "A  fire  in  the 
parlor!"  He  explained  the  matter  to  his 
mother,  after  the  spanking  portion  of  the 
programme  was  finished,  by  stating  that  they 
were  fanning  the  little  flame  all  they  knew 
how,  and  he  thought  that  by  the  time  he 
had  given  an  alarm  the  pesky  thing  would 
have  burst  into  a  fire. 

It  may  possibly  be  a  mistake,  but  as  yet 
no  invitation  to  the  wedding  of  the  Duke  of 
Connaught  has  reached  this  office.  It  is  but 
right  that  this  young  man  should  have  timely 
notice  of  this  neglect.  Many  marriages  have 
taken  place,  in  the  the  Royal  Family  of  Eng- 
land— during  the  past  three  centuries  or  so — 
to  which  the  Wasp  has  not  been  invited;  but 
where  are  the  married  ones  now  ?  Echo  an- 
swers, where  ? 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,  $4  a  year.   Thirty- 
five  cents  a  month  by  carriers. 
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From  Gallipoli  to  Humboldt  Bay. — This  is 
a  work  of  travel  written  in  the  choicest  Eng- 
lish left  to  us — after  Pixley  has  had  his 
choice — and  should  be  read  with  avidity  by 
every  telegraph  boy  and  love  lorn  maiden  in 
the  land.  Next  to  traveling,  there  is  nothing 
in  the  world  so  calculated  to  open  and  en- 
large the  mind  and  improve  the  appetite  as 
to  read  the  utterances  of  those  who  have 
travelled.  This  writer  is  an  elderly  spinster, 
who  proceeded  to  Gallipoli  last  Spring,  in 
order  to  sell  a  bottle  of  the  Balm  of  Gillead 
to  the  defeated  General  Osman  Pasha.  When 
she  got  there,  however,  she  found  that  the 
great  soldier  was  away  in  that  far  off  chilly 
country,  Russia.  This  was  the  fiftieth  time 
she  had  been  disappointed  in  life — by  a  man. 
While  she  was  debating  in  her  mind  as  to 
whether  she  would  follow  the  gallant  leader 
of  the  hosts  of  Islam,  or  retire  in  disgust  into 
a  nunnery,  the  American  Consul  of  that  port 
sent  her  word  that  the  editor  of  the  Eureka 
Sign,  having  recently  had  an  increase  of  six 
subscribers,  was  inclined  to  adventure  on  the 
stormy  sea  of  matrimony.  This  literary  gen- 
tleman was,  the  Consul  explained,  a  little 
deaf,  bald-headed,  wall-eyed,  and  game- 
legged,  but  still  he  was  better  than  nothing. 
So  the  lady  came,  and,  in  the  language  of  the 
great  Roman  pie-eater,  now  exclaims :  Veni  1 
Vidi  I  Vicil  Which  expression,  being  briefly 
translated  into  the  current  vernacular,  means: 
"The  world  is  large  !  Possibilities  are  num- 
erous !  At  last  I  have  a  man  !"  If  you  want 
to  improve  your  complexion,  cure  your 
chilblains  and  ease  your  rheumatism,  you 
should  read  this  book,  which  is  for  sale  at 
the  rooms  of  the  Young  Men's  Christian  As- 
sociation. 


DeWitt  Talmage. — This  is  a  biographical 
sketch  of  the  life  of  the  great  New  York  pas- 
tor. Everyone  will  be  interested  in  this  book 
immediately  upon  opening  it.  The  first  lines 
which  catch  the  eye  convey  the  information 
that  the  Reverend  infant  was  borne  into  this 
world  of  sin  and  sorrow  with  a  yell  of  an- 
guish upon  his  lips.  Which  yell,  it  may  be 
added,  he  has  kept  up  pretty  effectually  ever 
since.  There  were  other  circumstances  of 
interest  attending  the  birth  of  the  great 
apostle.  The  tide  was  at  the  flood,  the  moon 
was  on  the  wane,  the  cat  was  on  the  wood- 
shed, and  the  infant's  sister  was  stealing  pre- 
serves. Necromancers,  and  even  astrologists, 
are  agreed  that  these  circumstances  indicate 
beyond  doubt  that  the  Reverend  gentleman 
will  never  be  choked  to  death  with  a  piece  of 
gooseberry  pie,  nor  accused  of  chicken  steal- 
ing, nor  convicted  of  whistling  on  Sunday; 
but  he  may  be  sold  into  slavery,  and  will 
surely  die  of  shortness  of  breath. 


214 


THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


[Reprinted  from  the   Danbury  News.'] 

Back  to  the  Old  Home. 


By  the  Author  of  "Xora's  love  Test." 


T    T     b 


f  * '  1  *  TILL    you    tell    me,"    I    asked 
merely  to    gain    time    before    I    was 
brought  face  to  face  with  that  other 
question,  "how   Major  Western   explains  what  oc- 
curred eight  years  ago?" 

"It  is  a  long  story,  he  says,"  Miss  Fortescue  an- 
swered quickly,  as  if  all  this  were  no  more  pleasant 
to  her  to  tell  than  to  me  to  hear,  "and  he  postpones 
entering  into  full  particulars  until  he  sees  us.  He 
was  tempted  to  practice  fraud  to  escape  his  creditors; 
and  circumstances  and  chance — as  well  as  his  land- 
lady— assisted  him.  He  speaks  lightly — indeed  I 
may  say  flippantly — of  the  transaction,  and  seems  to 
think  there  can  be  but  little  blame  attached  to  him, 
because  it  was,  as  he  describes  it,  a  desperate  emerg- 
ency. He  has  been  hiding  ever  since,  abroad,  but 
now  has  determined  to  run  all  risks  and  return  to 
England,  if  only  to  fetch  his  daughter.  He  had  heard 
of  her  having  been  brought  back  here,  and  I  suppose 
concluded  unquestioningly  that  she  had  lived  ever 
since  in  her  grandfather's  old  home.  It  was  a  not 
unnatural  fancy,  was  it?  He  found  out  that  the 
house  had  been  occupied  by  a  Mr.  Fortescue,  and  so 
wrote,  as  he  says,  directly  to  him  about  May.  I  can 
Bee  that  he  fancies  Mr.  Fortescue  an  old  gentleman 
with  a  wife  and  family,  among  whom  May  "Western 
has  been  adopted  and  brought  up  as  a  daughter. 
My  brother  and  I,  Mr.  Fearne,  think  it  just  as  well 
that  this  should  be  his  certainty  until  he  comes  him- 
self, when,  it  is  to  be  hoped,  his  daughter  will  be 
beyond  his  governance.  T.m  sure  you  will  be  as 
anxious  as  my  brother  is  to  make  quite  sure  of  this." 

I  as  anxious!  The  blood  seemed  boiling  in  my 
veins,  and  my  heart  ached  to  take  my  child  from  this 
planning.  Sternly  I  had  told  myself  that  this  was 
only  my  own  hope  for  her;  the  reiteration  in  my 
own  thoughts,  while  it  calmed  me,  only  made  that 
iron  grasp  upon  my  forehead  all  the  heavier. 

"This  is  so  sudden,"  I  said,  as  quietly  as  I  could. 
"I  scarcely  yet  realize  it.  When  may  I  see  this  let- 
ter?" 

"To-morrow,"  Miss  Fortescue  answered,  rising 
now  as  I  had  done,  but  pausing  beside  me.  "My 
brother  hopes  that  you  will  give  him  an  interview 
to-morrow,  and  allow  all  arrangements  to  be  made 
for  a  speedy  marriage.  Then  they  will  go  abroad 
and  thus  May  will  be  spared  this  misery,  you  see, 
Mr.  Fearne.  When  Earnest  calls  on  you  to-morrow, 
he  will  tell  you — " 

She  was  saying  this  to  me,  in  a  lowered,  earnest 
voice,  standing  at  my  side,  when  she  stopped  abrupt- 
ly, her  eyes  turning  suddenly  from  my  face.  Then 
I,  following  her  glance,  saw  my  child  coming  to- 
wards us  along  the  shrubbery  path,  and  in  the 
same  moment  ^aw  her  pause  and  start,  while  the 
soft,  bright  blush  I  knew  so  well  rose  slowly  to  her 
very  hair.  In  my  own  sad  consciousness  of  what  we 
had  been  saying,  I  seemed  to  understand  this  blush 
upon  my  child's  wistful,  questioning  face;  but  I  saw 
how  it  astonished  my  companion,  and  how  she 
moved  from  my  side  with  uncharacteristic  eagerness, 
and  spoke  at  once  to  May.  But  I — I  could  say  noth- 
ing to  my  darling. 

"I  wondered  where  you  were,  John,"  she  said, 
without  coming  a  step  nearer  to  me.  "I  will  go  back 
now." 

Before  she  could  have  understood  MissFortescue's 
prompt  answer,  the  young  Squire  had  come  among 
us  in  search  of  May,  and  a  swift  smile  broke  upon 
her  lips  as,  without  a  moment's  hesitation,  she 
turned  to  walk  back  with  him.  Quite  silently  Miss 
Fortescue  and  I  followed  them,  until,  just  as  we 
were  about  to  leave  the  shrubbery  and  turn  into  the 
open  lawn,  my  companion  stopped  me  with  a  touch 
upon  my  arm. 


"Mr.  Fearne,"  she  said,  "I  am  afraid  I  have  awk- 
wardly and  imperfectly  fulfilled  my  brother's  com- 
mission, or  pleaded  his  cause  with  you.  But  you 
yourself  made  it  almost  needless  for  me  to  do  so,  as 
you  saw  it.  I  may  tell  Earnest,  may  I  not,  that  you 
will  see  him  to-morrow  morning,  and  will  help  him 
to  shorten  the  time  for  any  secrecy  between  us  and 
May  ?" 

"Why  does  he  wish  to  see  me?"  I  asked  in  uncon- 
trollable rebellion,  though  I  knew  well  that  there  was 
but  one  favor  the  young  Squire  would  sue  from  me 
in  my  plain  simple  home. 

"Your  question  proves  how  clumsy  I  am  at  expla- 
nation," Miss  Fortescue  said,  smiling,  but  with  a 
rather  searching  and  doubtful  glance  up  into  my 
face. 

"My  brother  wishes  to  see  you,  Mr.  Fearne,  that 
he  may  win  you  thoroughly  to  his  side  in  advocating 
a  very  early  marriage  between  himself  and  May 
Western.  You  see,  do  you  not,  that  if  her  father 
finds  her  living  simply  under  your  guardianship,  as 
she  is  now,  we  can  offer  not  the  slightest  resistance 
to  his  taking  her  with  him  where  and  when  he 
chooses?  Of  course  he  now  has  every  right  to  do  so. 
And  it  will  be  very  hard  for  you,  after  your  care  for 
her,  to  send  her  out  into  such  a  life  as  that  of  the 
professed  gambler,  and  a  world  that  would  be  worse 
than  death  to  a  pure,  shy,  truthful  girl  like  May. 
You  are  very  patient  with  me,  Mr.  Fearne,  while  I 
say  so  much  that  need  not  be  said  at  all,  and  which 
you  understand  in  your  thoughts  so  much  more 
clearly  and  readily  than  I  do  myself.  I'm  sure  that 
without  a  word  of  mine  you  saw  at  once  the  danger 
in  which  May  stands,  aiid  the  one  sure  way  of  escape 
that  is  open  to  her.  If  she  is  married — and  especially 
if  she  and  Earnest  have  left  England — her  father's 
coming,  even  when  she  knows  of  it,  will  cause  her 
very  little  sorrow,  and  certainly  no  fear  or  misery. 
Even  when  they  return  she  will  be  safe  in  her  hus- 
band's home  here." 

"Of  course,"  I  put  in,  with  a  strange  unnatural 
quietness,  "she  would  be  safe  in  her  husband's  home 
— anywhere." 

"Anywhere — yes,"  assented  Miss  Fortescue  rather 
hastily — "but  of  course  more  so  here  where  Earnest's 
position  is  unquestionable,  and  his  influence  so  great. 
Then,  now,  Mr.  Fearne,"  she  concluded,  walking 
slowly  on,  "we  understand  each  other  perfectly,  do 
we  not  ?  And  we  shall  both  guard  this  secret  from 
the  poor  child  herself,  for  we  cannot  help  sparing 
one  we  love  so  well.  Even  I,  who  certainly  do  not 
know  her  as  you  do,  feel  most  anxious  that  she  shall 
be  guarded  from  such  a  terrible  fate  as  living  with 
her  father;  and  I  shall  leave  home  happily  this  win- 
ter if  she  is  established  in  the  position  I  vacate — in 
a  higher  position,  I  ought  to  say,  as  my  brother's 
wife." 

I  knew  Miss  Fortescue  thus  alluded  to  her  own 
approaching  marriage,  and  in  a  vague,  bewildered 
way  I  felt  grateful  to  her  for  doing  so.  To  touch 
upon  any  subject  that  was  not  my  separation  from 
my  child  was  such  a  relief  to  me.  I  think  I  spoke  of 
it,  telling  her,  in  my  quiet,  clumsy  way,  that  I  had 
been  glad  to  hear  of  it,  and  wished  her  every  happi 
ness,  and — and  was  gratefui,  I  said,  to  feel  that  she 
would  not  be  solitary  after  her  brother  had — married. 
I  know  now  that  what  I  said  must  have  sounded 
strange  to  her,  for  my  thoughts  were  selfishly  filled 
with  my  own  solitariness;  but  she  was  very  patient 
with  me,  and  even  showed  no  surprise  upon  her  face 
while  she  offered  me  her  hand  and  gave  me  smiling 
thanks  for — I  suppose  for  what  she  knew  that  I  had 
meant  to  say. 

Then  we  sauntered  on  to  join  the  other  guests, 
among  whom  I  looked  in  vain  for  May  and  and  Mr. 
Fortescue. 

It  was  not  until  the  children  had  been  dismissed 
and  we  had  assembled  in  the  entrance-hall  where  tea 
was  laid  for  us,  that  I  began  to  feel  a  little  uneasy 
about  my  child's  continued  absence.  Ever  since  that 
minute  in  which  she  had  both  joined  and  left  us  in 
the  shrubbery,  I  had  felt  intensely  lonely,  even 
though  I  had  purposely  mixed  in  the  crowd  much 
more  than  I  had  done  before,  with  a  strange,  absurd 
fancy  that  I  might  act  for  her,  perhaps,  in  her  ab- 
sence. How  strange  it  was,  that  intense  solitariness 
of  mine,  while  all  the  scene  around  me  was  so  gay 
and  noisy  and  active!  I  talked  to  the  children  with 
ease,  and  even  merriment;  I  proposed  and  led  one 
of  the  best  games  of  the  evening;  I  led  them  through 
the  National  Anthem  and  helped  to  unite  the  little 
groups  for  their  dismissal.  I  found  they  all  laughed 
when  I  spoke  to  them,  as  if  I  jested,  and  I  found 
them  giving  me  especial  good-byes,  and  I  knew  that 
I  was  taking  May's  place,  and  that  presently  I  should 
be  my  own  quiet,  practical  self  again,  and  this  dream 
would,  have  passed.     But  then — ah,  no,  it  did  not  do 


to  think  of  that,  for  a  sadder  awaking  was  to  follow 
— the  awaking  to  a  loneliness  of  which  this  night 
must  be  a  forecast,  or—  or  to  a  sadder  knowledge  for 
my  child  than  I  could  ever  dare  to  give  her. 

I  heard  Miss  Fortescue  asking  for  her  brother  many 
times  while  we  loitered  round  the  tables;  but  I 
seemed  to  hear  more  clearly,  still— more  distinctly 
even  than  the  questions  directly  addressed  to  me, 
and  which  I  answered  with  such  apparent  pleasure 
— those  few  words  Miss  Fortescue  had  said  to  me — 
"I  know,  of  course,  that  you  have  nothing  at  heart 
more  earnestly  than  the  welfare  of  your  adopted 
child."  Surely,  when  I  allowed  myself  to  think,  it 
was  my  own  misery  I  had  at  heart;  so — I  must  not 
think. 

The  lamps  were  being  lighted  in  the  hall,  and  the 
trees  growing  dim  and  dark  against  the  sky,  when 
some  one  near  me,  looking  from  the  window,  ex- 
claimed that  Mr.  Fortescue  and  Miss  Western  were 
coming  at  last.  I  was  glad  to  have  heard  this,  for  it 
prepared  me  to  see  them  come  in  together,  as  I  knew 
they  would— he  with  such  pride  and  hope  in  his 
young  handsome  face,  she  with  that  soft  pink  color 
in  her  cheeks.  I  knew  that  he  had  told  her  of  noth- 
ing but  his  love,  and  I  knew  too,  what  had  been  my 
great  fear  in  their  absence — not  that  he  should  win 
my  child  from  me,  but  that  he  should  give  her  any 
other  motive  for  accepting  him  beyond  her  answer- 
ing love.  In  all  my  selfishness  I  loved  her  too  well 
for  that. 

Almost  as  surely  as  if  I  had  heard  him  speak,  I 
knew  what  the  young  Squire  Bad  asked  my  child 
out  in  the  gloaming,  and  with  a  smile  of  ready  sym- 
pathy, if  not  of  real  gladness,  I  met  the  lovely  eyes 
she  shaded  as  she  came  towards  me,  laughing  that 
that  the  lamplignt  dazzled  her. 

I  did  not  hasten  her  from  the  Hall.  I  let  them 
tempt  her  to  stay  on  and  on,  later  and  later,  because 
I  knew  that  when  we  had  said  good-night  that  she 
would  only  have  me.  Not  of  course  that  Earnest 
Fortescue  would  ever  be  likely  again  to  leave  her 
long  alone  with  me.  And  that  would  be  well,  for 
what  a  difference  it  would  be  for  her — in  my  hum- 
drum quietness,  he  in  his  fervor  of  love  and  hope 
and  happiness,  hanging  on  every  word  she  said, 
prizing  every  smile,  able  to  show  her  in  every  tone 
and  glance  how  much  he  loved  her,  willing  already 
that  every  guest  within  his  house  should  read  this 
honest  love  of  his  as  plainly  as  I  read  it. 
"John,  are  we  ever  going  home  again?" 
My  darling  had  come  up  to  me  as  I  stood  apart, 
trying  to  talk  and  laugh  as  I  had  done  before  her 
return  ;  and  she  asked  the  question  demurely,  guess- 
ing nothing  of  course  how  I  stayed  for  her  sake,  at 
the  Squire's  so  earnest  request.  Even  now  he  fol- 
lowed her,  pleading  that  it  was  very  early  yet,  but 
naturally  I  took  my  child's  hint. 

"I  was  just  intending  to  start  alone,"  I  answered 
her.  "For  hours  I  have  been  trying  in  vain  to  make 
you  understand  that  it  was  time  to  leave." 

"For  hours,  John,"  she  answered  gravely,  "I  have 
been  trying  in  vain  to  signal  you  homewards.  How 
fond  you  are  of  dissipation  and  late  hours!" 

"Let  me  drive  you,  Mr.  Fearne,"  urged  the  young 
Squire,  when  he  found  we  were  quite  determineu  to 
leave. 

"If  May  wishes  it,"  I  said — "if  she  is  tired."  And 
I  tried  to  speat*  as  if  it  did  not  signify  to  me  in  the 
slightest. 

"I  would  rather  walk,"  May  answered  gently. 
"There  is  moonlight  for  us.     Please  let  us  walk." 

And  I  think  she  knew  what  I  should  like  best — 
though  I  had  tried  to  prevent  her  thinking  so — for 
she  smiled  in  that  grave,  quiet  way  of  hers,  which 
always  seemed  to  tell  me  that  she  understood  me. 
And  indeed  what  wonder  that  my  da-rling,  with  that 
clear  gaze  of  hers,  should  see  through  all  my  clumsy 
subterfuges? 

Then  we  said  good-night  to  our  host  and  hostess, 
and  to  the  lingering  guests,  and  May  slipped  her 
hand  within  m'  arm — as  even  yet  it  was  so  natural 
for  her  to  do — and  we  started  together  out  into  the 
peaceful  beauty  of  the  night.  And  the  October  moon 
was  at  its  full. 

I  had  a  strange,  sad  longing  to  be  left  in  silence 
through  that  walk — a  feeling  most  unusual  with  me 
when  my  child  and  I  were  together.  I  longed  to- 
night to  feel  her  beside  me,  her  hands  locked 
around  my  arm  in  the  old  childish  way,  and  her 
pure,  grave  face  so  near  me  in  the  silence. 

I  knew  what  she  had  to  tell  me,  and  I  was  covet- 
ous of  this  sweet  restful  silence,  while  I  tried  to  pre- 
pare myself  for  what  this  walk — ay,  and  all  other 
walks  would  be  with  me  when  I  might  never  again 
hear  her  sweet  voice,  or  feel  tier  clinging  touch,  or 
even  have  her  silent  presence  near  me. 

I  tried — ah,  how  hard  I  tried! — to  fancy  what  go- 
ing home  would  mean  to  me  when  I  was  once  more 
utterly  alon^,  as  I  was  before  Heaven  sent  my  pet  to 
me.  Then  I  tried  to  feel  grateful  that  she  would 
even  then  would  live  near  me,  and  would  be  so 
happy.  But  even  in  this  sweet,  calm  hour,  my  self- 
ishness held  stronger  sway,  and  in  my  jealousy  and 
my  rebellion  I  grudged  my  darling  to  the  man  who 
loved  her  with  such  a  different  love  from  n  iae,  and 
whose  love  would   have   such  a  different  fulfillment. 
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What  right  had  he  to  feel  it  such  a  natural  thing  that 
he  should  win  her  from  me,  as  if  my  life  was  worth 
no  thought  of  others?  It  would  be  less  erne]  to  Blab 
me  to  the  heart  to-night  than  to  come  presently  to 
take  my  treasure  from  me,  after  these  dear,  huopy 
years  through  which  she  had  grown  so  closely  into 
my  heart  that  to  tear  her  from  it  would  be  worse 
than  death. 

Such  bitter,  selfish  thoughts  these  were  to  hold  on 
such  a  sweet  and  peaceful  night  that  I  paused  a  mo- 
ment in  my  walk,  while  I  shook  them  from  me,  with 
a  longing,  strong  as  prayer,  that  I  should  prove  Miss 
Fortescue's  words  true,  and  have  indeed  nothing 
more  earnestly  at  heart  than  the  welfare  of  my 
adopted  child. 

"John,"  May  questioned,  bat  with  no  glance  of 
surprise  at  the  momentary  pause  of  mine,  "you  are 
not  vexed  at  our  not  talking,  are  you?  The  silence 
of  the  night  is  so  very,  very  beautiful." 

All  the  covetous  anger  died  from  my  face,  when 
presently  her  eyes  were  raised  slowly  to  read  my 
answer.  All  the  bitter  selfishness  melted  from  my 
heart  as  her  clasp  tightened  on  my  arm.  All  my  old 
bad  feelings  died  to  my  darling's  gentle  words. 

So,  in  silence  still,  but  for  me  a  different  silence 
now,  we  walked  od,  until  at  last  we  reached  the  gate 
at  the  hill  orchard  where  we  always  turned  to  give  a 
last  long  long  look  at  the  Hull.  And  while  we  stood 
there  I  broke  the  long  sweet  silence,  just  softly 
touching  the  linked  fingers  on  my  arm,  and  speaking 
words  that  were  far  harder  to  utter  than  she  could 
ever  guess,  but  words  that  I  hoped  would  help  her, 
knowing  what  Bhe  had  to  tell  me. 

"And  often,  May,  when  you  are  living  in  your 
mother's  beautiful  old  home.  I  shall  stand  just  here 
aud  picture  to  myself  the  life  within." 

The  old  Hull  lay  like  a  picture  in  the  moonlight, 
and  after  my  long  gaze  I  looked  from  it  down  into 
my  darling's  thoughtful  face.  Her  eyes  had  not  come 
back  to  mine,  nor  did  she  answer  me.  But  I — on 
this  spot  where  her  mother  had  rescued  me  from 
selfishness  and  discontent  so  many  years  before — 
could  bury  here  the  thoughts  which  had  been  fight- 
ing me  so  hard  that  night,  and  could  remember  how 
I  ought  to  have  nothing  more  earnestly  at  heart 
than  the  welfare  of  Miss  Mary's  child. 

"Yes,  dear.  Often  and  I  shall  stand  here  and  pic- 
ture you  within  those  old  gray  walls;  and  it  will  seem 
so  real  to  me,  my  pet,  that  I — I  shall  be  almost  as 
well  off  as  if  I  were  there  too." 

"While  you  will  take  care  to  stay  very  far  away 
yourself,  John." 

May  said  it  lightly — I  think  because  she  heard  my 
voice  faltering  a  little,  and  so  wished  to  break  the 
pause.  But  I  was  brave  to  go  on  now  thinking  only 
— so  much  easier  it  was  upon  this  spot  than  it  could 
have  been  anywhere  else — of  what  my  darling's  fu- 
ture ought  to  be — the  future  of  Miss  Mary's  child. 

"Dear,"  I  said,  "no  one  has  such  a  right  to  reign 
in  such  a  beautiful  old  house  as  yon  have.  But  don't 
let  the  grass  grow  upon  this  little  field-path.  I  would 
like  it  trodden  then,  dear,  as  we  tread  it  now.  I  had 
it  made  for  your  mother,  May,  and — don't  look  sad 
to-night,  my  darling" — for  the  old  sorrow  was  upon 
her  face  at  my  mention  of  her  mother — "I — I  feel 
sure,  dear,  that  not  only  your  feet  coming,  but  my 
going,  will  keep  it  worn  aud  neat,  as  we  have  done 
lately — you  and  I  together." 

There  was  a  long  pause — to  me  it  seemed  a  long, 
long  pause — and  then  my  child  questioned  me  gently, 
looking  still  before  her  with  something  glistening  on 
her  lashes. 

"Did  you  guess,  John,  or — or  did  Mr.  Fortescue 
tell  you?" 

"Neither  exactly,  dear,"  I  answered  as  lightly  as  I 
could.  "Mr.  Fortescue  made  it  too  plain  for  me  to 
guess;  but  he  has  not  told  me — yet." 

I  had  helped  her  in  the  telling;  but  I  could  say  no 
more  just  yet.     So  again  there  was  a  silence  between 
us,  while  we  still  stood  against  the  orchard  gate,  look- 
ing back  upon  the  quiet  moonlit  Hall  aud   park,  un- 
til at   lust  May  broke  the  silence,  just  as  if   she  only 
finished  aloud  the  thought  my  words  had   given  her. 
"Yes,  John,  he  asked  me — " 
"I  know,  my  pet." 
"You  seem  to  know  everything." 
The  tone  was  even  a   little  unsteady  it  its   impa- 
tience, and  I  saw  she  would  rather  speak   frankly  to 
me  than  that  I  should  anticipate  all  she  had   to  tell. 
So  I  waited  for  her  next  words,    though    they   were 
very  long  in  coming. 

"You  wish  me  to  go  to — to  go  and  live  there, 
John?"  she  asked,  with  her  wistlul  eyes  upon  the 
moonlit  Hall. 

But,  looking  down  upon  her  so,  the  answer. that  I 
wished  to  give  her  would  not  come. 

"You  wish  me  to  go,  John?  Very  soon,  you  seem 
to  say." 

Still  I  could  give  no  answer  in  this  brief  fit  of  cow- 
ardice, and  so  she  saised  her  eyes  and  questioned  me 
me  differently. 

"Why  do  you  hurry  me,  John?  Why  do  you  want 
me  to  go  so  soon?" 

*'I  want  you  to  be  happy,  dearest.    That  is  all." 
"And  do  you  think  1  shall  be  happier  there  ?" 

[TO    BE     CONTINtTEn."! 


GPNo  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  now  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Sophia. — If  you  'would  live  happy  and  di^ 
contented,  wash  your  face,  wear  striped 
stockings,  avoid  candy,  and  sing  "Tommy 
make  room  for  your  uncle." 

Patty. — Your  argument  is  correct,  and,  if 
your  eyes  are  blue  and  your  handkerchief 
clean,  we  can  see  no  reason  why  you  should 
not  succeed  as  the  keeper  of  a  peanut  stand. 

High  Flier. — You  can  buy  a  book  on 
architecture  for  one  dollar,  but,  if  you  want 
to  learn  how  to  put  a  roof  over  a  man's  eye, 
you  will  have  to  study  pugilism  not  archi- 
tecture. 

Signor. — The  Revolutionary  War  began  in 
1776  and  the  War  on  the  Federal  Ring  be- 
gan in  1877.  General  Washington  took  no 
part  in  the  latter  struggle  but  General  La 
Grange  did. 

Rose  Bud. — The  exact  difference  between 
Chief  Scannell  and  a  salamander  has  never 
been  determined,  but,  presumably,  it  lies  in 
the  fact  that  the  former  puts  out  conflagra- 
tions while  the  latter  eats  fire. 

Sandy. — We  don't  know  the  author  of  the 

lines : 

Listen  to  Miss  Windymill, 
All  the  live  long  day- 
How  the  chirping  of  her  tongue 
Wears  the  hours  away. 

Hunter. — The  difference  between  Bouci- 
cault  and  Beecher  is  simply  this:  Beecher 
does  not  attempt  to  distinguish  between 
meum  el  taum  in  regard  females,  while  Bou- 
cicault  does.  Otherwise  they  are  very  much 
alike  being  both  in  the  show  business  and 
very  successful. 

Sylvia. — We  don't  doubt  but  what  you  can 
wear  a  number  eight  shoe,  eat  ice  cream  by 
the  gallon  or  oysters  by  the  peck,  snore  like 
a  sick  porpoise,  and  cry  like  an  eight-dollar 
fountain;  but  nevertheless  and  notwithstand- 
ing, we  entertain  a  very  grave  suspicion  that 
you  are  not  a  poet.  The  lines, 
"Detroit  ?  Detroit  is  a  flourishing  town, 
Full  of  humor  and  jaundice — all  done  very  brown." 
are  very  doubtful  as  verse,  though  we  believe 
accurate  as  to  fact. 

Scotch  Jim. — The  money  which. you  ex- 
pend in  cigars  would,  if  invested  in  soft  soap, 
a  scrubbing  brush,  and  a  pair  of  sissors,  be 
sufficient  .to  cleanse  your  hands  and  trim 
your  nails  into   something   approaching   the 


color  and  shape  of  those  belonging  to  the 
ordinary  run  of  mankind.  Besides,  James. 
dear,  you  did  not  smoke  so  many  cigars  in 
the  "auld  lang  syne.". 

Sand  lot. — General  Butler,  having  chal- 
lenged an  examination  of  all  his  doings,  cer- 
tain inquiries  are  being  made  as  to  his  own 
manner  of  treating  the  laboring  man  for 
whom  he  professes  so  much  regard  and  sym- 
pathy. The  Middlesex  Woolen  Mills,  in 
Lowell,  Mass.,  are  owned  by  Butler  and  his 
family.  He  owns  250  shares  personally  and 
200  as  trustee;  his  daughter,  Mrs.  Ames, 
owns  50  shares,  and  his  mother-in-law  45. 
The  average  annual  dividend  on  this  stock 
since  1862  has  been  twenty  per  cent.  The 
total  dividend  since  Butler  went  into  the  cor- 
poration in  1858  is  at  least  three  hundred 
and  fifty  per  cent.  It  is  shown  that,  assum- 
ing that  he  has  drawn  the  dividends  on  600 
shares,  he  has  received  at  least  $210,000  on 
a  par  investment  of  about  $60,000.  In  such 
a  profitable  enterprise  it  would  naturally  be 
supposed  that  the  friend  of  the  laboring  man 
would  pay  liberal  wages,  what  are  the  facts  ? 
Skilled  laborers  in  the  Middlesex  Mills  re- 
ceive $1.02  a  day,  and  the  ordinary  laborer 
eighty-six  cents  a  day  for  ten  hours'  work, 
and  board  himself.  These  are  the  prices 
that  Kearney  and  Butler  complain  of,  and 
both  are  great  advocates  of  the  eight-hour 
law. 


Dot  Kearney. 

Who  came  to  Boston  from  der  West 
To  say  some  dings  of  inteiest 
To  dose  who  do  in  ponds  invest? 

Dot  Kearney. 

Who  bawled  so  loud  as  he  could  yell 
Und  called  me  slimy  imp  of  hell 
Undoder  dings  I  don't  vill  dell  ? 

Dot  Kearney. 

Who  said  dot  he  would  mash  my  nose 
Und  hang  me  by  a  line  of  clothes 
Becose  I  hold  some  ponds  and  dose 

dings? — Kearney. 

Who  told  me  dings  he  know,  and  oh! 
Some  leedle  dings  he  don't  know, 
Und  oders  he  forgot,  also? 

Dot  Kearney. 

Who  said  dot  it  vas  very  clear 

Der  shtars  would  shine  and  disappear, 

Und  dot  der  vorkingmen  vas  here? 

Dot  Kearney. 

Who  said  dot  Butler  vas  der  shtar, 
Der  glorious  Rupert  of  der  bar 
Der  roosder  hlame  of  der  Navarre? 

Dot  Kearney. 

Who  said  he'd  dell  dose  vorkingmen 
To  vode  by  dot  white-feadhered  Ben 
Who'd  gife  dem  dtwenty  cents  for  den? 

Dot  Kearney, 

Who  said  dot  he  would  gome  some  more, 
Und  shdump  der  Sdate  vrora  shore  to  shoie, 
Dwice  petter  as  he  did  pefore  ? 

Dot  Kearney. 

Who  ven  he  gomes  again  vill  find 

Some  vorkingmen  hafe  changed  deir  mind — 

Dot  Easdern  sand-lods  ain't  der  kind 

for  Keasney. 
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The  Very  Freslicst  Amcrlciin  Humor* 

It's  not  tea,  but  it's  nice — coffee. — New] 
Haven  Register. 

When  a  man's  help  don't  do  right,  the  la- 
borer is  worthy  of  his  ire. — Whitehall   Times. 

What  all  thinking  men  want  to  know  now 
is,  if  a  venerable  goat  is  a  moss-covered  buck 
it. — Syracuse  Times. 

The  stories  of  Pat.  Gilmore  not  making 
money  abroad  are  a  reflection  on  his  income- 
Pat-ability. — Phila.  Bulletin, 

It  is  the  season  of  fairs,  and  there  is  a 
young  man  in  town  who  holds  one  every 
Sunday  night. — Fond  du  Lac  Reporter. 

"When  you  wake  up  at  night  and  hear  the 
baby  crying,  lookout  for  danger — for  there's 
a  rock  ahead. — Baltimore  Every  Saturday. 

There  are  two  comforts  in  owning  a  saw- 
horse.  You  can  either  borrow  your  neigh- 
bor's saw  or  loan  him  the  horse. — N.  Y.  News. 

Suppose  the  women  of  this  country  would 
refuse  to  work  over  eight  hours  a  day,  what 
would  man  do  for  his  supper? — Phila.  Chro- 
nicle. 

Observing  a  white  farm  house  with  its 
end  painted  red  and  yellow,  a  trifler  re- 
marked, "What  a  gay  bl-end-ing  of  colors!" 
— N.  Y.  Graphic. 

An  exchange  has  a  column  of  "Gossip  for 
the  Fair  Sex."  We  should  say  that  the  fair 
sex  didn't  need  any  of  the  readj^-made  ar- 
ticle.— lurners  Falls  Reporter. 

Just  before  Uncle's  will  was  read,  their 
lawyer  sent  them  a  notice  concluding: 
"Friends  of  the  family  are  respectfully  invi- 
ted to  contend." — Ulica  Observer. 

Men  of  scents — perfumers.  A  trial  bal- 
ance —the  scales  of  justice.  Now  that  a  milk 
tree  has  been  discovered  the  cow  can  be 
cream  mated. — Boston  Com.  Bulletin. 

The'Connecticut'law  on  woodcock,  quail 
and  partridge  is  now  off.  These  birds  should 
keep  very  close  to  Danbury  if  they  would 
preserve  themselves  from  being  shot. — Dan- 
bury  News. 

What  is  the  difference  between  a  man  hug- 
ging a  light  haired  girl  in  a  boat  and  the  bete 
noir  of  D.  K.  ?  One  is  a  bloated  bondholder 
and  the  other  is  a  boated  blonde-holder. — 
N.  Y.  Express. 

Ladies  will  wear  fancy  aprons  now,  be- 
cause they  cost  $2  apiece,  and  some  of  them 
would  wade  through  their  kitchens  once  in  a 
while  if  they  had  to  pay  $10  for  the  privilege. 
— Detroit  Free  Psess. 

A  crowning  debt — An  unpaid  for  hat. 
Who  hath  redness  of  eyes? — He  who  lighleth 
his  furnace  fire.  The  Afghan  is  not  exactly 
"all  the  rage"  in  England,  but  it  is  the  cause 
of  a  good  deal  of  it. — N.  Y.  Mail. 


Professor  Swing,  of  Ohicago,  says  he  will 
never  allow  a°  paragraph  to  go  into  his  paper 
that  he  does  not  know  is  founded  on  fact. 
His  paper,  will,  of  course,  be  issued  every 
five,  years. — N.  Y.Com.  Adv. 

Bound  to  come  out  a  Head — The  next  Go- 
vernor of  New  Hampshire. — A  rocky  place — 
Tlie:  nursery. — People  in  search  of  a  chiropo- 
dist usually  walk  as  if  they  were  corned. — M 
padlock — One  of  Biddy's  ringlets. — Bos'tori 
Traveller. 

■'■  li  a  boy  comes  to  his  mother  on  Saturday 
arid  wants  holes  in  his  pockets  mended  it  is 
best' to  keep  him  thoroughly  in  hand  next 
day, 'for  he  wants  to  go  chestnuting,  and  will 
not'hesitate  to  run  away  from  Sunday  school. 
-^iBingliamplon  Republican. 

In  order  to  allay  any  suspicions  that  may 
redound  our  discredit  among  the  meat  shops 
and  grocery  stores  at  our  end  of  the  town, 
we  will  simply  say  that  we  had  no  funds  in 
the  suspended  First  National  Bank  of  Glas- 
gow.— St.  Louis  Journal. 

Common  Pleas  Court — Where  pa  and  ma 
are  both  agreeable.  Circuit  Court — The 
longest  way  round  to  her  b'otne  after  evening 
meeting.  Superior  Court — What  every  fel- 
low thinks  of  his  own  experience.  Supreme 
Court — It  is  always  supreme.  —Boston  Trans- 
cript. 

"What  is  this  ?"  asked  Kearney,  in  a  Bos- 
ton restaurant,  the  other  day,  where  he  had 
oidered  pudding  and  milk.  "Chinese  mush," 
replied  the  waiter.  "All  right,"  said  Kear- 
ney, too  hungry  to  be  particular,  "the  Chi- 
nese mush  go."  And  down  it  went. — Gin. 
Sal.  Night. 

The  goat  is  a  pensive  and  thoughtful  ani- 
mal, and  some  philosopher  says  that  when 
he  looks  saddest  he  is  thinking  of  eternity. 
We  don't  believe  this:  we  believe  that  at 
such  a'  time  the  goat  is  trying  to  satisfy  him- 
self whether  Beaconsfield  will  die  a  Jew  or  a 
Christian. — Ex. 

We  shan't  contribute  a  cent  toward' a  mon- 
ument for  Mr.  Edison,  if  he  dief  without  tel- 
ling a  curious  public  wiry  it  is  that  a  woman, 
who  can  never  tell  where  her  husband's 
night-shirt  is,  knows  to  a  dot  what  every 
other  woman  wears  at  a  large  party. — Keo- 
kuk Constitution.  ., 

They  were  looking  at  the  fall  style  of  bon- 
nets. Said  she:  "Oh I  dear,  look  at  that  bird 
in  the  crown;  what  a  pretty  bill!"  And  be- 
cause he  turned  away,  wiped  his  eyes  with 
his  handkerchief,  and  murmured,  "I  should 
say  it  was  a  pretty  bill."  she  became  melan- 
choly and  threatened  to  leave  him  and  go 
home  to  her  mother. — N.  Y.  Express. 

"What  a  piece  of  work  is  man!  How  noble 
in  reason!  How  infinite  in  faculties!  In 
form  and  moving,  how  expressive  and  ad- 
mirable? In  action,  how  like  an  angel!  In 
apprehension,  how  like  a  God!"  And  yet, 
somehow  or  other  he  never  looks  like  that 
when  he  is  backed  up  to  a  peon  lit  stand  tak- 
ing in  a  tail-pocket  cargo  of  peanuts. — Hawk- 
eye. 

At  a  Newark  concert,  if  the  husband  who 
is  sitting  with  his  wife  in  the  audience  ex- 
presses his  admiration  for  the  soprano,  the 
wife  elevates  her  nose  disdainfully,  remarks 
that  she  can't  see  what  there  is  to  admire  in 
such  a  dowdy,  and  then  directs  her  lord's  at- 
tention to  handsome  legs  of  the  tenor. — New- 
ark Call. 

We  like  to  sit  and  listen  to  a  church  or- 
gan. In  fact,  we  generally  become  so  inter- 
ested in  the  performance  of  the  organist,  and 


so  anxious  about  the  healfclfof  the  tl'ow-boy, 
that  we  generally  .overlook  the  little  cross 
eyed  man  who  peddles  around  through  the 
congregation  on  a  little  silver  plate  with  a 
velvet  bottom,  so  people  can't  hear  how 
many  you  take  off.—Elmira  Gazette. 


A  Newsboy  in  Luck. 

,  "Yere's'yer  mor-r-n-ihg  p-a-p-u-r-r-s !  All 
about  the  m-u-r-r-der!"  was  the  chorus  sang 
by  the  newsboys  Tuesday  morning. 

"Look'ee  yere,  Squealer,"  said  one  of 
them,  crossing  over  to  another,  after  about 
the  twentieth  rebuff.  "What's  comin'  over 
folks  anyhow  ?  They  don't  seem  to  care  no- 
thin'  about  these  killin'  scrapes  any  more — 
w'at's  gittin'  into  'em  ?  They  used  to  gobble 
'em  up  faster'n  I  could  make  change,  but 
they  don't  no  more — not  half  as  much  as 
they  would  for  a  fire.  It  don't  do  no  good 
at  all  to  holler.  Bang  ding  it  all,  yere  I've 
yelled  an'  yelled  till  my  throat's  all  husky, 
an'  I  ain't  sold  but  six  papers.  Somethin' 
else  has  got  to  be  did,  an'  now,  says  you, 
w'at  is  it ■?" 

"I  guess  murders  is  out  o'  style,  now," 
said  Squealer.  "That  bizniss  is  gittin'  over- 
done like  every  thing  else.  It's  time  to  drop 
on  it,  an'  git  somethin'  fresh.  Wat  folks 
wants  now  is  for  somebody  to  nail  a  big  pile 
an'  scud  for  Canada  with  some  other  feller's 
wife.  That  jist  suits  'em  an'  makes  things 
hum;  but,  dog-gone  it,  there's  mighty  few 
that's  got  the  grit  to  try  it  on.  We  must  hit 
on  some  new  kind  of  a  dodge,  Chinny — that's 
w'at  we've  got  to  do,"  and  Squealer  looked 
sober  as  he  squirted  a  mouthful  of  tobacco 
juice  into  the  eyes  of  a  couniry man's  dog 
slinking  by. 

"That's  jest  it,  we  have — but  how,  an' 
w'at?-  says  you." 

"Hist!  Ease  up,  Chinny,  w'at's  that  Flu- 
ker's  a  yellin'  of,  over  there  on  t'other 
block  ?"  And  the  two  started  quickry  up 
street  to  get  nearer  the  new  cry. 

"He's  a  singin'  'all  about  the  trajiddy,' 
said  Chinny.  'W'at  in  the  Sam  Hill  is  a 
trajiddy,  anyhow  ?  He  ain't  sellin'  no  pa- 
pers on  it.  though.  Nobody  looks  at  'im — 
see  ?" 

"A  trajiddy,"  said  Squealer  impressivly, 
giving  the  little  fellow  a  piteous  look;  "is 
a  sort  of  a  row  that's  kicked  up  when  a  feller 
git's  into  a  scrape  with  a  woman  an'  her  ole 
man  cowhides  'im." 

"W'y  that's  w'at  they  call  a  scandul,  ain't 
it?"  exclaimed  Chinny  with  brightening 
eyes. 

"That's  jest  about  thesize  of  it,  little  'un," 
replied  the  big  boy.    ■ 

A  minute  later  the  little  chap  was  back  on 
his  beat,  spreading  his  mouth  wide  open 
with — 

"Yere  ye  are!  All  about  the  big  sc-a-n-n- 
d-u-1 !  Three  fellers  hosswhipped  an'  a  gal 
takes  pizen!" 

The  papers  were  sold  as  fast  as  they  could 
be  handed  out,  and  very  shortly  afterward 
a  small  boy  with  a  pocketful  of  nickels  was 
making  rapid  tracks  toward  the  newspaper 
office  for  more  supplies.  And  yet  many  peo- 
ple wonder  why  newspapers  are  becoming 
more  and  more  sensational. — Gin':  Breakfast 
Table. 
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— The  Fusileer  Guard  will  give  a  ball  at 
Piatt's  Hall  on  November  Gtb. 

— A  Philadelphia  printer,  aged  forty-two, 
has  just  hung  himself.  Philadelphia  whisky 
must  be  awful  weak. 

— George  Hazzard  is  the  name  of  an  Indi- 
ana embezzler  who  has  just  been  arrested. 
Hazzard  us,  ain't  it  George  1 

— The  Scandinavian  Ladies'  Society  will 
giTe  a  fancy  dress  ball  at  Piatt's  Hall  on  No- 
vember 9th.  The  proceeds  to  go  to  the 
"Scandinavian  Home." 

— In  Texas  they  have  just  hung  a  man  for 
committing  eight  murders.  Law  seems  to 
be  very  strict  in  Texas.  In  this  State  thir- 
teen is  the  minimum. 

— What  is  the  world  coming  to?  If  the 
Eastern  press  ain't  talking  about  introduc- 
ing a  German  law  prohibiting  boys  under 
sixteen,  from  smoking  in  the  streets.  Pixley, 
where  you  ?  Are  our  American  liberties  to 
be  thus  wiped  out  and  no  effort  made  to  de- 
fend them  1 

—  A  horse  thief  from  Ohio  has  escaped 
from  jail  in  Irwin  county,  Ga.,  by  burning  a 
hole  in  the  floor  of  his  cell.  The  Savannah 
Niws  remarks  thereat:  He  will  probably 
place  himself  under  the  protection  of  Gov. 
Bice  until  his  claim  to  a  foreign  mission  can 
be  considered  by  Mr.  Hayes. 

— There  are  many  ways  of  settling  a  diffi- 
culty, but  some  people  in  North  Carolina 
have  struck  one  which  should  be  patented. 
Two  rival  factions  were  disputing  as  to 
whether  religious  exercises  should  be  held  in 
a  school-house.  Eventually  they  settled  the 
matter  by  burning  the  building  down. 

— A  New  York  man  bought  a  phonograph 
the  other  evening  and  started  home.  On  the 
road  he  met  his  pastor,  and  the  two  walked 
along  a  little  way.  Being  a  little  absent- 
minded  and  not  knowing  that  the  thing  was 
loaded,  he  gave  the  crank  a  turn.  The  re- 
sult was   astounding.     A  voice   came   from 

under  his  hi3  arm,  saying:     "You 

baldheaded  old  chicken  thief  of  a  soul  saver, 
why  don't  you  go  and  wash  your  face  and 
leave  off  sparking  your  wife's  hired  girl.  We 
left  then — and  so  did  the  clergyman. 


A  FRIEND. 

Some  person  signing  himself  as  above,  has 
teen  good  enough  to  send  us  a  paper  marked 
with  a  number  of,  what  he  conceives  to  be, 
errors.     According  to  Dr.  Morrell,  the   best 


authority  upon  English  known  to  us,  there 
are,  and  can  be,  no  arbitrary  rules  for  punc- 
tuation; each  writer  must  suit  his  own  taste, 
style,  and  expression,  taking  care  always,  of 
course,  not  to  interfere  with  the  gramatical 
construction  of  the  sentence.  Therefore,  we 
feel  obliged  to  follow  our  own  ideas  upon 
the  subject,  crude  and  imperfect  though  they 
be,  in  preference  to  those  of  our  "Friend" — 
at  lea  it  until  such  time  as  he  can  give 
stronger  evidence  of  the  possession  of  the 
elements  of  an  English  education.  Our  criti- 
cal friend  objects  to  our  spelling  demarka- 
tion  with  a  k,  asserting  that  it  should  be  c  ; 
also  to  our  spelling  ycleped  with  the  final  ed, 
asserting  that  it  should  be  I.  Now,  if  this 
person's  information  equaled  the  one-hun- 
dredth part  of  his  insufferable  self-conceit,  he 
would  know  that  those  words  are  correctly 
spelled  both  ways.  We  give  prominence  to 
this  person  for  the  purpose  showing  him  that 
he  is  an  ignorant,  impertinent  fool,  without 
common  sense  enough  to  know  that  he  ia  an 
idiot. 


Tough. 
"I  conversed,"  says  a  writer,  "with  a  rac- 
ist to-day.  He  told  me  how  he  won  a  race  in 
New  Haven.  For  four  weeks  he  mixed  soft 
rubber  with  the  horse's  oats,  and  every  day 
he  hitched  the  horse  to  a  post  and  opened  a 
blue  umbrella  in  his  face,  making  him  pull 
back,  stretching  his  neck  awfully.  Then  he'd 
shut  his  umbrella,  the  horse  would  stop  pull- 
ing, and  his  neck  would  resume  its  original 
length.  He  got  the  horse's  neck  very  elastic, 
and  on  the  day  of  the  race,  as  his  horse  and 
the  other  horses  were  on  the  home  stretch 
side  by  side,  just  at  the  finish,  the  driver 
struck  his  horse  a  blow  behind  his  ears  and 
his  neck  shot  out  almost  a  rod,  winning  the 
race  by  a  neck.  It  is  said  to  be  the  biggest 
home-stretch  on  record.  I  believe  the  story 
to  be  true,  because  the  man  is  the  only  son  of 
a  deacon." 


Somebody  Lied  to  Him. 

A  pale,  emanciated  man,  with  tow-colored 
blond  whiskers,  tottered  through  the  door, 
and  dropped  hysterically  into  a  chair. 

"Merciful  mythology  I"  he  gasped,  wiping 
his  face  with  a  handkerchief. 

"Whence  these  agitation  ?"  we  enquired  in 
a  pitying  tone,  for  the  mau  was  evidently  suf- 
fering intensely  in  his  mind. 

"This  is  horrid  news — it  is  too  much,  too 
much,"  he  ejaculated,  in  an  agitated  voice. 

"Just  got  a  despatch  ?"  we  enquired  with 
sympathy,  inferring  that  he  had  lost  a  near 
relative  in  the  fever-stricken  South. 

"No — no,"  he  said;  "not  that.  But  I  was 
only  this  moment  informed  of  the  dreadful 
fact  that  the  Bostons  had  lost  the  base  ball 
championship.  It  is  too  horrible — too  horri- 
ble," and  he  shuddered  with  the  violence  of 
his  emotion. 

But  we  saved  him,  We  produced  the 
record  showing  that  the  club  in  questisn  won 
the  important  game  that  gave  them  the  head 
for  another  year.  We  labored  for  an  hour  to 
convince  him  that  his  information  had  been 
basely  fabricated,  and  when  his  outraged 
feelings  had  calmed,  and  happy  reason  clothed 
his  mind,  he  sailed  out  of  the  office  like  a  god 
walking  on  clouds,  and  went  up  the  street, 
beaming  a  smile  of  such  refulgence,  that  it 
prematurely  blossomed  a  house-plant  with  a 
five-syllable  name,  in  a  store  window. — Rock- 
land Courier. . 


The  most  exacting  theatres  goer  in  this 
city  cannot  complain  of  any  lack  of  variety 
at  the  present  time,  though  the  quality  may 
may  be  a  little  mediocre.     At  the 

California  Theatre 
"Fatinitza"   has   continued   to   run   to   fair 
houses  and   with  much  improvement  in  the 
manner  of  its  presentation. 

At  Baldwin's 
A  drama  entitled  "Proof  Positive"  has  been 
given  with  a  fair  degree  of  success.  It  is  not 
a  very  high  class  piece,  but  that  is  not  alto- 
gether a  disadvantage,  inasmuch  as  it  brings 
it  more  within  the  reach  of  the  actors. 


At  the  Bush  Street  Theatre 
"The  Little  Duke"  has  been  found  sufficient 
attraction  to  fill  a  large  number  of  the  seats. 
The  performance  runs  much  more  smoothly 
than  it  did  at  first. 


At  the  Grand  Opera  House 
"The  Bed  pocketbook"  is  still   being  scram- 
bled for,  but  there  is  nothing  in  it. 

The  Standard. 
The  event  of  the  week  has  been  the  opening 
of  this  house.  And  after  all  it  has  been  a 
very  small  event.  Paint  and  upholstery  may 
make  the  inside  of  a  theatre  look  bright  and 
nice,  but  people  don't  go  to  see  paint  and 
upholstery.  They  want  a  performance,  Mr. 
Kennedy;  they  want  to  be  amused.  They 
can  see  paint  and  upholstery  outside,  and  for 
nothing.  You  must  give  them  a  show,  Mr. 
Kennedy,  and  the  thing  you  have  there  now 
is  not  a  show.  It's  a  fraud,  a  delusion,  and 
a  snare. 


Ques. 
Miss  Lena  Tettenhorn  has  just  made  her 
first  appearance  in  English,  in  Cincinatti. 

Woodward's  Gardens. 
What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Planles  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  S5n  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

(~*  f\X  T\  Any  worker  can  make  312  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
VTl-'JJ U  Outfit  free.    Address  Truk  Sl  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 
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E  tok  Wasp. — Some  four  months  or  so 
ago,  the  British  residents  of  this  city  raised 
a  large  sum  of  money  for  the  purpose  of 
presenting  Lord  Beaconsfield  with  a  testimo- 
nial as  a  mark  of  their  approval  of  the  vigor- 
ous manner  in  which  he  had  directed  the 
the  foreign  policy  of  the  Empire  during  the 
Eastern  troubles.  It  was  intended  that  the 
testimonial  should  take  the  form  of  an  ele- 
gantly designed  golden  casket,  the  same  to 
be  made  of  gold  produced  on  this  coast  and 
inlaid  with  gold  quartz  and  precious  miner- 
als. -  .  . 
As  is  very  often  the  case,  the  management  of 
this  movement  got  into  the  hands  of  men 
whose  qualifications  were,  principally,  a 
large  degree  of  self-esteem.  And  after  the 
expenditure  of  a  great  deal  of  valuable  time, 
and  a  great  deal  of  what  is  vulgai"ly  termed 
"chin-music,"  the  thing  has   been  produced. 

Being  a  subscriber  to  this  fund,  I  am  not  a 
little  surprised  to  find  on  exhibition  a  silver 
instead  of  a  golden  casket.  I  am  simply 
amazed  to  find  it  inellegant  in  design  and  o  f 
poor  workmanship.  "Upon  looking  at  the 
design  and  appearance  of  this  costly  article 
one  cannot  but  wonder  why  the  managers  of 
this  testimonial  did  not  purchase  a  nicely 
japanned  coal  scuttle,  which  would  have 
been  far  more  useful,  and  a  good  deal  less 
expensive.  One  cannot  but  be  lost  in  the 
deep  mazes  of  astonishment,  to  think  that 
this  committee  should  spend  such  a  large 
sum  of  money,  when  dry  goods  boxes,  can- 
ned fruits,  cigar  boxes,  candy,  and  other 
local  productions,  could  have  been  obtained 
so  much  more  cheaply. 

To  be  serious,  I  think  the  subscribers  to 
the  fund  which  purchased  this  testimonial 
have  very  strong  grounds  for  dissatisfaction. 
In  the  face  of  the  fact  that  the  committee 
were  offered  designs  of  a  much  superior  pat- 
tern, to  be  executed  in  gold,  for  the  same 
amount  of  money,  they  persisted  in  obtain- 
ing this  article,  which  is  neither  creditable  to 
the  subscribers  nor  to  the  Pacific  Coast. 

Of  course  I  expect  to  hear  it  said  that  this 
was  the  design  accepted  by  the  subscribers 
themselves.  So  far  as  that  is  concerned,  I 
am  quite  willing  to  admit  that  a  meeting  of 
the  subscribers  was  held  at  which  this  design 
was  approved  of.  But  everything  was  cut 
and  dried  beforehand.  As  a  matter  of  fact 
the  design  was  approved  of  by  the  loud- 
mouthed few,  who,  if  they  lacked  taste,  were 
not  at  all  bashful  over  it,  while  the  more 
modest,  more  cultured,  and  more  tasteful, 
stood  back. 

Now  that  "the  thing"  is  seen  in  all  its  hid- 
iousness,  I  would  suggest  to  my  fellow  sub- 
scribers that  it  should  be  melted  down  and 
the  price  of  the  bullion  turned  over  to  the 
Benevolent  Society.  The  old  man  is  report- 
ed to  be  nearing  the  greatest  of  all  his  tri- 
umphs— death.  To  him  it  can  give  but  little 
pleasure — and,  if  he  chanced  to  be  critical, 
none  at  all — his  successor  will  probably  kick 
it  aside  as  a  piece  of  worthless  thrash,  and 
eveiy  person  who  happens  to  see  the  inscrip- 
tion, will  read  the  disgrace  of — not  merely 
the  British  residents,  but  the  whole  Coast. 

I  am,  Sir, 

One  of  the  Victimized. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


A  Beautiful  picture  is  what  we  all  admire.  The 
photogrhphs  taken  at  the  Imperial  Gallery,  724% 
Market  Street,  are  unsurpassed  in  finish  and  artistic 
merit.  *nov2-lm 


The  Mammoth  Tree.— A  section  of  the  larget  tree 
in  the  world  is  now  being  exhibited  by  Messrs. 
McKearuan,  H.  H.  Tuttle  and  Hubbs,  at  a  vacant  lot 
on  Market  Street,  near  Sixth,  for  a  few  days,  before 
being  exported  to  New  York  and  Europe.  This  tree, 
called  "Old  Moses,"  from  a  mountain  of  that  name 
near  which  it  grew,  was  discovered  by  Professor 
Knowles  in  1874,  on  the  Tulo  Eiver,  Tulare  County, 
75  miles  from  Visalia.  It  was  considerably  over  240 
feet  in  height  and  measured  111  feet  at  the  base. 
The  section  on  exhibition  measures  100  feet  in  cir- 
cumference. The  age  of  this  tree  is  estimated  to  be 
4824  years.  This  gigantic  wonder  will  be  found  an 
object  of  admiration  and  no  one  should  fail  to  see 
this  monarch  of  the  forests.  *tnov2-4t 


A  limited  number  of  complete  second  vol- 
umes of  the  Wasp  may  be  purchased  at  the 
business  office,  602  California  Street. 


Watches,  Jewelry  and  Silverware,  at  the 
very  lowest  prices.  Watch  and  Jewelry  re- 
pairing a  specialty  all  work  warranted.  H. 
WEULE,  634  Market  St.,  opp.  Palace  Hotel. 


Stock  Indicator  Oyster  and  Lunch  House, 
Leidesdorff  street,  bet.  Pine  and  California, 
below  the  Pacific  Stock  Board.  Oysters  in  all 
styles,  served  from  6  A.  M.  to  6  P.  M.  New 
York  Butter  Cakes  will  be  sold  only  at  the 
old  stand,  519  California  street,  under  Cali- 
fornia Market.         J.  H.  Burns,  Jr.,  Prop. 


— Becipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 


J.  S.  Stratton,  contractor  for  raising  and 
moving  brick,  stone,  iron,  and  wooden  build- 
ings. Office:  N.  E.  cor.  Kearny  and  Bush 
streets.  Shop,  No.  854  Harrison  street,  San 
Francisco.  Kesidence,  No.  924  Harrison 
street. 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


Madame  Demorest's  cut  paper  patterns. 
The  most  stylish  and  reliable  of  any  patterns 
made.  Send  for  illustrated  Calalogue,  fiee. 
A  full  and  complete  assortment  of  patterns 
always  on  hand.  Will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress in  the  country  by  mail  on  the  receipt 
of  price  in  stamps.     Myron   Shew,    General 


Agent  for  the  Pacific  Coast,  No.  109  Dupon 
street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


.lions.  Alexander  S.  De  Wolowski, 

The  well-known  pianist  and  vocalist,  honor- 
ary member  of  the  principal  Philharmonic 
Societies,  reopens  courses  and  classes  for 
piano  and  singing,  for  opera,  parlor  and  con- 
certs, by  his  new  simplified  method,  the 
shortest  and  best  in  existence,  saving  years  of 
practice  to  beginners,  reading  music  at  sight 
and  training  the  voice  to  its  highest  culture. 
Musical  time  by  his  new  invention.  At  Al- 
bemarle House,  No.  8  Mason  St. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Beport,  "CJ.  S.  In- 
ternal Kevenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


DONNOLLY'S 

YEAST  POWDER 


FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 


Ask    Your     Grocer    For    It. 


FOR  THE  LADIES. 

And  a  Little  Advice  to  Their  Husbands 
About  Buying  a  Home. 

I  would  say  to  every  man,  buy  a  home  if  you  can, 
and  own  it.  If  a  windfall  has  come  to  you,  buy  a 
home  with  it.  If  you  have  laid  up  enough  by  toil, 
buy  a  home.  If  you'  have  made  money  in  stocks, 
buy  a  home.  Bo  not  let  anybody  tempt  you  to  put 
all  your  winningt  back  into  the  pool.  Put  the  rest 
back  if  yon  will.  Gamble  on  it  if  you  must,  but  buy 
a  home  first.  Buy  it  and  sell  it  not.  Then  the  roses 
that  bloom  there  are  yours.  The  jessamine  and  the 
clematis  that  climb  upon  the  porch  beloug  to  you. 
You  have  planted  them  and  seen  them  grow.  "When 
you  are  at  work  upon  them  you  are  working  for  your- 
selves and  not  for  others.  If  children  be  there,  then 
there  are  flowers  within  the  house  and  without.  Buy 
a  home. 

PALMER  BROTHERS 

726  to  734  MARKET  STREET, 

Have  a  full  Assortment  of 

Ladies9  and  Gents'  Furnishing  Goods, 

Toilet  Articles,  Corsets,  Embroideries,  French  any  Valenciennes 
Laces,  a  ffne  Assortment  of  Veilings  and  Rushings,  and  the  larges 
stock  of 

MILLINERY  GOODS, 

And  the  best  stock  of 

BOYS'  CLOTHING  and  HATS  &  CAPS 

IN  THE  CITY. 
nov2-lm 


KOHLER  &  CHASE, 

Agents  for  the  well  known 

DEGKER  PIANOS, 

REMOVED  TO 
137  and  139  Post  St. 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED     AVASP. 


LAST  OPPORTUNITY! 

TO  SEE  THE  WONDERFUL 


STRASBURG  CLOCK! 

All  delighted  at  its  marvelous  movements,  aston- 
ished at  its  intricate  mechanism,  interested  in  its 
pathetic  history,  and  full  of  wonder  at  its  BEAUTY 
and  PERFECTION. 

Now   on  Exhibition    at    727 
Market   Street ! 

Open  from  10  A.  M.  to  9.30  P.  M.;  and  on  Sunday 
from  6  P.  M.  to  10  P.  M.  Admission  15  cents;  Two 
for  2j  cents;  Children  10  cents. 


CENTRAL  SALOON 

244  SUTTER  ST.,  bet.  Kearny  and  Dupont. 

HOT    JmJJNGH 

From  11  to  1  o'clock. 

Beer,  Wines,  Liquors,  Cigars. 

FRANZ  FELDER,  Manager. 


MERCERS 

Marsh  Mallow  Candy 

FACTORY, 

"WHOLESALE   AND    RETAIL, 

No.  17  POWELL  ST.,  opp.  Baldwin's  Hotel,  San 
Francisco. 

Branch  of  518  KEARNY    STREET. 

[^•Special   Attention  paid   to  Country  Orders. ,,23 


COLQMA  VINEYARD. 


/^M)E-:-MA/?^ 


Constantly  on 
hand 

WINES  &  BRANDIES, 

Burgundy, 

Muscat,     Catawba, 

RED,   WHITE, 
and     other     WINES. 

Robert  Chalmers,  Coloma. 

FOR  SALE  BY 

ROBERT    BEIUX., 

General  Agent  for  San  Francisco,  also 
Dealer  in 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors, 

412  Sansome  Street,         -         .        San  Francisco. 


W.    SCHEHB, 
FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing. 


Candies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!     Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

D.  OANTY  <8te  OO.v 

"Wholesale     and    Retail    Confectioners, 

107  MONTGOMERY  STREE1. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  our  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates.  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal,  Orders  from  the  interior  promply  and  care- 
fully attended  to.  Broken  Candy,  15  cents  a  pound. 
Mixed  Candy,  20  cents  a  pound. 


CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .A-lirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 

602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  BEST  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 


Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  THIRD  YEAR ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -         -    $4  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

Eg*"All  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


HIBERNIA 

Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE  :-Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICERS: 


President 

Vice-President  . 


M.  D.  SWEENY 

.CD.  O'SDLLIVAN 


TRUSTEES- 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touchard, 

it.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donuhue, 

Treasurer EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  Bent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co'b  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  §2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
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dJC  4-f\  flSO/"\  Per  uav  a'  home.  Samples  worth  Sf>  free. 
<J)tl    IU   <p^i\J   Address  Stixbos  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 

A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block, 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andr'osD, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  buildinp:. 


ALBANY 

^uhiicating  (Compound 

AND   CUPS. 

One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cups. 

THE 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
add  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  iB  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble, 

R.  HOE  A  CO'S 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGER  SAWS, 

'*Av"j-"'u+ y'*'     always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
•^V«MA5-/<?*       out  any  of  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saw   constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  Bteam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
StateB.    Send  for  Circulars.    Address 

TATUM  &  BOWEN, 

No.  3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market. 
P.  O.  Box  61G,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 
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San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing    MONDAY,    OCT.    7th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  "Washington  Street  "Wharf.) 

3r\f\  P.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted)  Steamer  "James  M. 
•  vV/  Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),  connecting  with 
Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Petaluraa,  Santa  Rosa, 
Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  con- 
nections at  Lakevills  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City, 
and  the  Geysers. 

?3L Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  with  Ful- 
ton and  Guernevillh  R  R.  for  Korbel's,  Guemeville  and  the  Red- 
woods.     t 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  11.00  A.  M-] 

8C\Ci  A.  M.   [Sundays  only],  Excursion  Steamer  "James  M. 
•  "w   Donahue"  connecting  at  Donahue  with  trains  for  Clo- 
verdale and  way  stations. 

RETURNING  TRAINS  will  leave  Donahue  at 
4.40  P.  M.  and  arrive  in  San  Francisco  at  G.25  P.  M. 

£=E,Freiffht  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  3.00  P.  M..  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN, 
Gen.  Manager.        Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 


BACK    NUMBERS 

or  THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


a  week  in  your  own  town.  Terms  and  $5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


$66 


HOW  OFMNEB, 


FREE   TO   AIXI 

Rules  of  the  People's  public 

STOCK  EXCHANGE 

311  and  313  Pine  Street. 

It  is  Optional  whether  we  accept  orders  or  not. 

Orders  Received  from  Five  Shares  to  One  Hun- 
dred. 

MARG-INS. 

The  Lowest  Margins  received  on  Stocks  selling 
below  $5|per  share  will  be  50  cents  per  share. 

Above  $5  and  not  over  $10  will  be  $1  per  share. 

Above  $10  and  not  over  $20  will  be  $2  per  share. 

Above  $20  and  not  over  $30  will  be  $3  per  share. 

Above  $30  and  not  over  §100  will  be  $5  per  share. 

Above  $100  and  not  over  $300  will  be  $10  per 
share. 

Parties  can  Operate  direct  from  the  prices  of  the 
indicators,  and  close  on  same  as  the  prices  come  out 
providing  the  quotations  are  not  out  too  long. 

Customers  must  be  governed  by  the  quotations  of 
the  San  Francisco  Stock  Exchange,  subject  to  official 
corrections. 

Commissions  will  be  one-quarter  of  one  per  cent, 
for  buying  and  the  same  for  selling  on  all  transac- 
tions over  $200. 

Those  wishing"  to  remargin  Stocks  must  do  so  be- 
fore their  first  margins  are  exhausted. 

Interest  charg'ed  for  carrying  Stocks  will  be  one 
per  cent,  per  month. 

Stocks  carried  as  long  as  margins  are  kept  good. 

Those  desiring1  Stock  will  please  notify  us  when 
the  order  is  given. 

No  further  Liability  to  the  customer  than  the 
amount  of  margin  put  up. 

No  notification  will  be  given  when  your  contracts 
are  exhausted. 

Stocks  are  not  sold  out  until  the  entire  margin 
is  exhausted. 

This  Exchange  opens  and  closes  the  same  hours 
as  the  San  Francisco  Stock  Exchange 

Fifty  cents  commission  on  all  transactions  be- 
low $200. 

Orders  by  mail  promptly  executed. 

WM.  G.  STEDMAN  &  CO. 


HIBERMIA 

BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between    8th   and    9th   Streets, 

M.  NUN  AN,  Proprietor. 


NOTICE. 

The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicious  nature  will 
be  published  by  this  paper. 


C.  D,  O.   SULLIYAN.  JAS.  K.   KELLY 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 

WANTED. 

In  every  City  and  Town  in    California,   CANVAS- 
SERS for  the      ' 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
"Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 
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D.  HICKS  «5c  CO.. 

.BOOK  BINDERS 

AXD 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 


54:5    Clay   Street 

SAN   FRANCISCO. 
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Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,   eilectually   cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEIST EL    &   GERARD,    from  Paris, 

8^8  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    ParlorB  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

B.  S.  BUENS, 

Agent  for 


Office  in  E.  F.  Haawell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,   between  J   and  K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
M&wspaper!  BaQk^JfebPrimtem 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  "Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 

Printers  of  the  WASP. 
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YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 
FREE 

Worn®  mndi  luiQlligQUG®  Bureau 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LAD^ 
FOE,  ANY  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges tc 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours*  9  A.  M.  to 
IP.  M. A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 


TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

633  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
>  in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of 
kail  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
Herativo  organs,  and  all  physical  con- 
[  ditions  of  weakness  consequent  upon 
gthe  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 
Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successfuJl  treated. 
The  sick  and  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospital  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  he 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  may  be  CURED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 
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"  'Gainst  the  wrong  that  needs  redressing, 
For  the  weak,  the  strong  oppressing. " 

In  consequence  of  the  pressure  upon  our 
space  this  issue,  we  are  obliged  to  hold  over 
our  usual  instalment  of  "Our  Greatness  in 
Crookedness." 


The  signs  of  the  times  are  suggestive. 
"When  the  "  leedsr"  has  to  decline  five  dol- 
lars as  a  quid  pro  quo  for  his  weekly  supply 
of  nonsense,  and  to  admit  that  wild  talk  will 
not  make  the  Chinese  go,  it  is  safe  to  affirm 
that  we  are  reaching  the  bed-rock. 


"We  do  not  believe  in  religious  intoler- 
ance. We  believe  that  every  man  is  enti- 
tled to  hold  his  own  religious  convictions,  and 
to  have  them  respected.  But  if  a  religious 
sect  claiming  the  right  to  practice  murder, 
arson,  or  cannibalism,  were  to  spring  up,  we 
think  it  would  not  be  out  of  the  way  for  So- 
ciety to  apply  remedial  measures  in  the 
shape  of  the  jail  and  the  hangman's  noose, 
to  the  members  of  that  sect.  In  the  same 
way  we  think  that  the  time  has  now  arrived 
for  the  people  of  this  country  to  stamp  out 
that  foul  blot  known  as  Mormonism. 


TILDEN. 

That  the  highest  order  of  talent  which  this 
country  produces  is  not  found  in  public  life 
is  a  fact  which  observant  men  are  beginning 
to  notice  and  comment  upon.  Many  and 
various  are  the  causes  which  we  have  heard 
assigned  as  being  responsible  for  this  effect, 
but  for  our  own  part  we  are  inclined  to  think 
that  it  arises  from  a  combination  of  circum- 
stances, and  that  the  case  of  Samuel  J.  Tilden 
offers  an  excellent  illustration  of  one  of 
them. 

Since  the  moment  that  Mr.  Tilden  became 
a  candidate  for  the  Presidency,  there  has 
been  no  scandal  too  vile,  no  lie  too  palpable, 
no  defamation  to  abhorrent,  for  his  oppo- 
nents to  circulate  about  him.  A  thousand 
malicious  pens,  and  a  thousand  chattering 
tongues,  have  been  busy  ever  since,  villify- 
ing  and  defaming  his  good  name.  Up  to  a 
very  late  period  in  his  life  he  had  kept  out  of 
public  affairs.  As  a  lawyer  he  had  been  in 
the  enjoyment  of  a  very  lucrative  and  exten- 
sive practice.  The  presumption  is,  therefore, 
that,  as  a  professional  man,  he  was  well 
known  and  well  thought  of  ;  because  shrewd 
business  men  do  not  entrust  important  mat- 
ters involving  large  sums  of  money  to  men 
who  are  unknown  or  who  enjoy  doubtful 
reputations.  As  we  said  before,  up  to  a  very 
advanced  period  of  his  life  he  had  taken  no 
part  in  public  affairs,  and  there  can,  conse- 
quently, be  but  one  cause  assigned  for  his 
doing  so  at  all,  and  that  is — patriotism.  Had 
he  entered  the  list  as  a  young  man,  a  middle 
aged  man,  or  as  a  poor  man,  it  might  be  said 
of  him,  as  it  could,  with  truth,  be  said  of  so 
many  others,  that  he  was  attracted  by  the 
desire  for  loot.  But  as  it  was,  he  could  only  be 
credited — or  charged — with  a  laudable  ambi- 
tion to  occupy  the  most  prominent  position 
in  the  nation.  All  these  things,  however, 
weighed  as  naught  with  the  argus-eyed  con- 
scientious newspaper  editors  who  differed 
from  him  in  political  opinions.  If  their 
ideas  are  at  all  correct,  there  is  but  one 
course  to  be  pursued  toward  a  Presidential 
aspirant  who  thinks  differently  from  them 
and  that  is — hound  him  down,  slander  him, 
defame  him,  lie  about  him,  throw  mud  and 
filth  at  him,  until  he  becomes  a  loathesome 
object;  until  he  shrinks  from  himself. 

Mr.  Tilden  having  been  elected  to,  and  de- 
frauded out  of,  the  office  for  which  he  was  a 
candidate,  now  presents  himself  to  the  un- 
derstanding of  these  gentlemen  as  a  danger- 
ous and  probable  aspirant  for  the  same  office 
before  a  chivalrous  people  at  the  nest  elec- 
tion. Inspired  therefore  by  their  natural 
and  vindictive  antipathy  towards  a  man  who 
was  once  an  opponent  and  who  may  be  so 
again,  and  also  by  the  malicious  promptings 
of  that  degraded  and  corrupt  faction  of  the 
Democratic  Party  known  as  Tammany  Hall, 
the  Republican  papers  have  once  more  en- 
tered upon  the  congenial  work  of  character 
assassination. 

The  New  York  Tribune  some  weeks  ago 
published,  with  a  great  flourish  of  trumpets, 
what  purported  to  ,be  a  number  of  cipher 
telegrams  which,  it  was  claimed,  had  passed 
between  Mr.  Tilden's  confidential  friends  in 
New  York  and  certain  Democratic  politicians 


who  were  then  sojourning  in  Florida  and 
South  Carolina.  The  object  in  this  publica- 
tion was  to  show  that  Tilden  entered  into 
negotiations  with  corrupt  Returning  Boards 
for  the  purchase  of  the  electoral  votes  of 
these  States.  From  first  to  last  it  was  as- 
serted that  Mr.  Tilden  was  prepared  to  spend 
fabulous  sums  of  money  in  order  to  obtain 
the  Presidential  chair.  But  if  these  tele- 
grams are  genuine  and  prove  anything  at  all, 
it  is  that,  instead  of  being  prepared  to  pay 
hundreds  of  thousand  of  dollars  for  the 
equivocal  honor  of  holding  a  purchasable 
position,  he  did  not  even  regard  it  as  a 
proper  equivalent  for  $30,000!  But  are  they 
genuine  ?  Mr.  Tilden  has  issued  a  card 
fairly  and  squarely  denying  all  knowledge  of 
these  telegrams.  That  card  has  been  pro- 
nounced by  his  opponents  as  unsatisfactory 
because  it  is  not  supported  by  evidence.  .  It 
never  struck  these  critical  gentlemen  that  the 
great  trump  card,  the  celebrated  telegrams 
themselves,  are  un.  upported  by  any  evidence. 
It  seems  to  have  escaped  their  observation 
that,  in  the  face  of  the  point  blank  denial  by 
Manton  Marble — the  only  man  of  any  stand- 
ing whose  name  appears  in  connection  with 
them — of  any  knoweledge  of,  or  connection 
with  these  documents,  they  (the  telegrams) 
will  present  themselves  to  impartial  minds 
as  savoring  of  a  gigantic  and  deliberate  con- 
spiracy to  ruin  an  honorable  man's  reputa- 
tion. But  supposing  these  telegrams  to  be 
genuine,  what  do  they  prove  ?  Supposing 
that  Colonel  Pelton — who,  beyond  having 
the  good  fortune  to  be  the  favorite  nephew 
of  an  illustrious  uncle,  is  a  nonenity — in  con- 
junction with  some  other  pot-house  states- 
men of  the  Democratic  persuasion,  was  pre- 
pared to  purchase  the  Presidency  off  the 
Republican  officials  who  had  it  for  disposal, 
what  does  it  prove  ?  Why  it  proves  that  the 
great  need  of  this  country  is  a  President  like 
Samuel  J.  Tilden,  who  will  not  only  reform 
the  abuses  and  corruptions  which  the  Repub- 
lican party  have  brought  upon  the  adminis- 
tration of  public  affairs,  but  who  will  cleanse 
and  purify  his  own  party. 

"We  have  paused  thus  long  before  taking 
any  notice  of  this  important  topic  in  order  to 
gather  the  returns  all  in.  When  we  heard 
the  deep  bay  of  the  bloodhound,  as  he  struck 
the  trail,  we  know  that  from  every  hill  and 
dale  in  the  land  there  would  emerge  a  few 
howling,  yelping,  mangey  curs  to  join  in  the 
chase — and  we  have  not  been  disappointed. 
From  the  Burlington  Sawkeye  to  the  Nan- 
tucket Squash,  from  the  S.  F.  Fuss-and-feather 
to  the  Evening  Jackson,  from  the  California- 
street  Kid  Glove  to  the  Dunghill  Gulch  Illu- 
minator, they  have  all  chimed  in.  From  one 
end  of  the  land  to  the  other  the  filthy  work 
has  been  entered' upon  with  a  cordial  will. 
A  thousand  fulsome,  frowzy,  slanderous 
pens,  have  flashed  in  the  sunlight  as  the  gal- 
lant cavalcade  advanced  to  the  charge,  but 
none  of  them  have  had  sufficient  manliness 
to  pause  and  enquire:  "May  we  not  be  do- 
ing this  old  man  an  injustice  ?" 

And  now  in  conclusion  we  have  to  add 
that  this  paper  belongs  to  no  party.  In  pol- 
itics we  are  independent.  "We  defend  Tilden 
now,  not  because  we  believe  him  to  be  an  in- 
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carnate  angel,  but  because  we  believe  him  to 
be  persecuted  and  villified ;  because  we  be- 
lieve there  is  more  honesty  and  integrity  in 
his  little  finger  than  there  is  in  the  whole 
crowd  of  slanderers  who  have  been  criticising 
him.  Because  we  despise  that  which  is  dis- 
honorable, and  love  fair  play. 


[See   Double-page  Illustration .] 
HOW  IT'S  DONE. 

Who  is  there  who  would  not  be  a  bold  cir- 
cumnavigator, in  command  of  one  of  the  P. 
M.  S.  S.  boats.  If  there  is  such  a  man  we 
would  like  to  see  him,  because  we  feel  sure 
that  he  must  have  a  wart  on  his  chin,  a  boil 
on  his  nose,  and  be,  otherwise  marked  in  a 
very  distinct  manner  from  the  ordinary  run 
of  mankind. 

The  P.  M.  S.  S.  Co's  service  seems,  from 
all  accounts,  to  be  a  kind  of  perennial  paradise 
where  gin  cock-tails  and  pretty  women  soothe 
the  troubled  spirit  of  the  storm  tossed  mari 
ner.  A  sort  of  home  where  the  enchanting 
smile  of  the  siren  takes  the  place  of  the 
chart,  where  the  champagne  glass  is  found 
more  serviceable  than  the  telescopic  g^ass, 
where  the  Captain's  wliisky  bottle  often  takes 
a  far  more  interesting  observation  than 
his  sectant.  A  home  where  the  compass  may 
be  occasionally  boxed,  but  the  Captain  al- 
ways— up  in  his  own  cabin. 

The  question  arises  in  our  mind,  is  it  right 
that  sea  Captains  should  be  subjected  to  such 
temptations.  We  all  know  that  ladies  usu- 
ally admire  the  brave,  and  what  is  more  na- 
tural than  that  they  should  be  overcome  with 
admiration  for  the  gallant  seaman  who  stands 
upon  the  "bridge" — such  a  grand  picture  of 
heroic  bravery — as  the  ship  carts  off  from 
the  wharf.  And  what,  we  urge,  is  more  na- 
tural, than  that,  when  the  ship  gets  into 
troubled  waters,  those  ladies  should  seek  the 
protection  of  the  boss  mariner  who  is  carrying 
their  bark  safely  through  the  perils  of  the 
deep.  Is  it  right,  we  again  ask,  that  the 
poor  soft-hearted  sailor  should  be  subjected 
to  such  allurements  ?  We  think  not.  We 
think  that  steamships  should  be  prohibited 
from  carrying  females  and  gin  cock-tails. 
We  think  that  steamship  Captains  should  be 
enclosed  in  glass  cases  and  marked :  "Hands 
off!  Beware  of  the  Dog!  Poison!  Danger- 
ous! Look  out  for  the  Locomotive!  Paint!" 
And  we  would  suggest  to  Brother  Kalloch 
that  he  should  emulate  the  example  of 
Brother  Talmage  and  investigate  this  matter, 
with  a  view  to  enlightening  a  careless  ani 
thoughtless  world  as  to  the  pitfalls  which  be- 
set the  path  of  the  steamship  commander. 

The  illustration  to  be  found  on  our  double 
page,  presents,  in  a  graphic  manner:  "How 
it's  Done."  This  picture  should  be  kept  for 
future  reference.  It  will  be  a  source  of  com- 
fort to  any  person,  who  having  entrusted  the 
life  of  a  dear  child,  a  loved  wife,  or  an  ob- 
streperous mother-in-law,  to  the  tender  mer- 
cies of  a  P.  M.  S.  S.  Captain,  has  lost  the 
same,  to  be  able  to  turn  up  this  picture  and 
learn  "How  it's  Done."  It  will  be  an  indes- 
cribable gratification  to  the  merchant  whose 
goods  have  gone  to  feed  the  fishes,  to  learn 
from  it  that  women  and  wine  not  only  wreck 


men  and  empires,  but  also   P.  M.  S.  S.  CoV 
ships. 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
COL.  B'S  HOBBY  HOUSE. 

The  rider  of  the  Mongolian  looking  steed 
which  will  be  found  upon  our  first  page  is 
not  the  Colonel  Bee  of  to-day.  We  thought 
it  would  form  a  more  pleasing  contrast  to 
give  the  gallant  soldier-lawyer  as  he  appeared 
in  his  younger  days  before  constant  associa- 
tion had  produced  such  a  striking  resemb- 
lance between  his  skin  and  features  and  those 
of  the  animal  he  is  astride  of. 

Col.  Bee  is  a  man  of  keen  perceptions;  it 
is  said  indeed  that  he  can  see  the  glitter  of  a 
trade  dollar  almost  as  far  off  as  a  special  of- 
ficer can.  He  is  not  only  a  man  of  keen  per- 
ceptions, he  is  also  a  philosopher;  he  can  tell 
on  which  side  his  bread  is  buttered  without 
the  aid  of  any  very  complex  system  of  mathe- 
matics. He  is  also  a  gentleman — at  least  he 
is  generally  believed  to  be  a  male;  conse- 
quently he  must  be  a  man,  and  if  there  is 
any  difference  between  a  man  and  a  gentle- 
man (in  this  enlightened  age)  we  would  like 
to  hear  of  it.  The  Colonel  is  also  a — well, 
we  pause  before  making  that  assertion;  he 
may  be  a  scholar,  but  we  don't  care  to  risk 
our  veracity  so  far  as  to  assert  that  he  is. 
We  have  no  hesitation,  however,  about  de- 
claring that  he  is  an  entire  horse  and  a  dog 
under  the  wagon.  He  is  also  attorney  for 
the  Chinese  Six  Companies. 

It  is  said  that  as  a  lawyer  he  is  a  trifle  in- 
ferior to  Blackstone.  We  make  the  state- 
ment very  guardedly  because,  as  Mrs.  Part- 
ington remarked,  comparisons  are  odorous, 
and  also  because  we  do  not  care  to  be  called 
upon  to  answer  a  libel  suit  for  some  million 
dollars  damages.  There  is  one  point,  how- 
ever, in  which  he  gets  away  from  all  lawyers, 
ancient  and  modern,  whom  we  have  ever 
heard  of,  and  that  is  in  thorough  devotion 
to  his  clients'  cause.  When  he  says  his  pray- 
ers at  night  the  first  object  he  calls  Divine 
attention  to  is  his  poor  and  much  abused 
client.  Even  when  resting  gently  in  the 
arms  of  Mrs.  Morpheus  his  thoughts  wander 
away  to  their  natural  home  amid  the  stinks 
of  Chinatown.  As  he  stows  away  the  matu- 
tinal beefsteak  and  biscuit,  he  wonders 
whether  the  great  mandarin  Chong  Pong 
Fong  is  breakfasting  off  snails  ears  or  rat 
pie.  In  short  he  is  absorbed  in  this  client 
— and  a  good  deal  of  the  client's  money  is 
absorbed  by  him.  All  that,  is  excusable; 
viewed  from  some  stand  points,  it  is  even 
right  and  proper.  But  there  is  and  can  be 
no  excuse  for  the  Colonel  so  far  forgetting 
truth  and  veracity  as  to  assert  that  the  more 
intelligent  portion  of  the  people  of  this  com- 
munity would  prefer  a  Chinaman  to  our  dis- 
tinguished Irish  fellovt-cilizens — Messrs.  Wel- 
lock  and  Kalloch. 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 

WHERE  SICKNESS  AND  DEATH  LURKS. 

The  illustration  on  our  last  page  is  a  high- 
ly suggestive  one.  If  parents  had  any  idea 
of  the  deadly  nature  of  the  component  parts 


of  the  trash  which  they  permit  their  children 
to  eat  and  drink,  there  would  not  be  so  many 
little  graves  in  the  cemetery;  nor  yet  so  many 
^tomachless,  toothless,  sickly,  men  and  wo- 
men occupying  space  in  the  ranks  of  those 
who  are  fighting  the  battle  of  life. 

There  is  nothing  laughable  in  this  picture 
and  there  is  nothing  funny  to  be  said  about 
it.  The  subject  is  too  deadly.  Nobody 
wants  to  laugh  or  joke  about  death— except 
the  sleek  undertaker.  At  the  same  time,  we 
think  it  is  appropriate  under  this  heading  to 
offer  a  little  advice.  We  would  say  to  the 
girls,  avoid  the  candy  shop.  In  so  doing  you 
will  save  your  own  stomach  and  teeth  and 
you  will  also  save  your  beau's  money.  If 
your  beau  saves  from  four  bits  to  two  dollars 
every  time  he  takes  you  out — and  does  not 
afterwards  gamble  it  away  at  pedro — he  will 
soon  be  able  to  buy  a  little  house.  And 
when  he  gets  that  little  house  furnished  he 
will  want  somebody  to  go  and  live  in  it  with 
him.  A  wink,  it  is  said,  is  as  good  as  a  nod 
to  a  blind  horse.  And  to  the  boys  we  would 
say,  avoid  waxing  your  mustache.  A  stick 
of  pomatum  only  costs  two  bits,  but  if  that 
two  bits  were  invested  at  eight  per  cent  it 
would  buy  you  a  comfortable  arm-chair  by 
the  time  you  are  getting  old  and  feeble. 
And  any  old  man  will  tell  you  that  the 
amount  of  solid  comfort  to  be  taken  out  of 
an  easy  arm-chair  is  enormous.  And, 
though  you  are  young  and  hearty  now,  you 
will  be  old  by  and  bye— that  is  if  you  are  not 
hung  or  drowned  or  killed  by  drinking  swill 
milk.  This  is  truth  which  stands  through 
all  weather  and  will  not  wash  out  the  first  time 
the  rain  touches  it — as  Mission  blue  does. 


THE  NEW  CONSTITUTION. 

The  Constitutional  Convention  has  not  as 
yet  made  such  progress  with  its  work  as  will 
enable  us  to  speak  with  any  certainty  as  to 
what  the  result  will  be.  But  while  we  can- 
not say  with  any  degree  of  accuracy,  what 
clauses  the  New  Constitution  will  contain, 
we  can  give  a  few  which  it  will  not  contain : 

That,  inasmuch  as  the  education  of  the 
people's  representatives  is  the  first  duty  of 
all  free  governments,  it  is  deemed  advisabla 
that  all  members  of  this  Convention  who 
cannot  write  their  names  and  spell  cat  shall, 
at  the  termination  of  the  time  for  which  a 
per  diem  allowance  has  been  provided,  be 
sent  to  school.  And  this  clause  shall  be  en- 
forced by  appropriate  birchings. 

That,  this  country  being  a  free  and  ever 
glorious  .  one,  the  right  to  collect  postage 
stamps  and  coins  shall  not  be  denied  to  any 
old  maid  who  owns  three  cats. 

That,  the  "Bcathing  satirist"  having  loud- 
ly proclaimed  himself  to  be  a  man  of  truth, 
any  person  who  can  swallow  the  statement 
— without  a  surgical  operation — shall  be  per- 
mitted to  do  so. 

That,  the  sale  of  English  muffins  shall  not 
be  permitted  in  this  State,  until  such  times 
as  Her  Brittannic  Majesty  shall  make  peace 
with  the  editor  of  the  Chronicle. 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,  $4  a  year.   Thirty- 
five  cents  a  month  by  carriers. 
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THE  FATE  OF  THE  EVIL  DOERS. 


1.     Kerchunker  and  Tobias  observe  the  young  2.    The  path,  of  wickedness  is  soft  but  dan-  3.     They  sink  into  the  mire  and  are   encom- 

nightingales  and  climb   a  dangerous  ladder  to        gerous.     Adam  fell — so  did  the  boys.  passed  with  filth, 

obtain  the  same. 


4.     The  hunter  passeth  by  and  observeth  their  5.     He  sendeth  his  dog  to  their  relief   and  6.     The   sagacious  canine  liketh  not  the  job. 

sad  condition.  looketh  on  himself.  It  smells  too  odoriferous. 


7.     The  hunter  goeth  to   the   rescue   himself  8.     But   they   are   like   unto   the  Federal  9.     And   the   unfeathered    songsters    rejoice 

and  the  boys  are  saved.  Ringsters — in  a  very  dirty  and  slimy   condi-         over  the  fall  of  thtir  enemies  and   sing  a   song 

tion.  of  gladness. 
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Burning  words — Cremating  the  contents 
of  the  editor's  waste  basket. 

Some  men  are  bred  bakers. — Port  Chester 
Journal.     Atad  others  are  born  Borneons. 

Apples  are  plentiful  this  fall  and  all  the 
sons  of  Adam  had  better  look  out  for  colic. 

Ten  dollars  paid  for  a  waistcoat  may  not 
be  an  investment,  but  it  is  certainly  money 
put  in  a  vest. 

The  reigning  belle  of  St.  Louis,  who  re- 
fused to  marry  Tilden,  is  to  be  united  to 
Emperor  Norton  next  Christmas. 

Why  is  an  Australian  steamer,  about  to 
sail,  like  the  back  of  a  fashionable  woman's 
dress  ?    Because  everything  is  in  a  bustle. 

Miss  Ciaba.  P.  Boss  is  the  name  of  a  new 
lecturess.  She  may  change  her  name  when 
she  gets  married,  but  it  is  safe  to  affirm  that 
she  will  still  try  to  be  boss. 

Who  killed  Tecumseh  ? — Buffalo  Express. 
Why  he's  not  dead,  you  thick  headed  old 
apple  chewer.  He's  commander  of  what  the 
Indians  have  left  of  the  U.  S.  army. 

It  has  been  discovered  by  careful  compu- 
tation that  there  are  fourteen  thousand  grass 
widows  in  this  State,  which  fact  may  in  some 
measure  account  for  the  large  crop  of  hay 
this  season. 

Scientific  savants  have  discovered  that  a 
woman  may  not  possess  either  a  fondness  for 
domestic  cookery  or  an  aptitude  for  supervi- 
sing that  department  and  yet  enjoy  an  ex- 
cellent appetite. 

The  New  Hampshire  tramp  law  hasn't  left 
above  a  hundred  vagabonds  in  the  whole 
State,  and  that  hundred  are  on  the  "git." — 
Ex.  He,  he,  he!  How  many  Savings  Bank 
Presidents  are  left  ? 

The  Detroit  Free  Press  asserts  that  good 
manners  will  be  fashionable  this  fall.  The 
fashionable  public  is  respectfully  informed 
that  it  is  an  important  part  of  "good  man- 
ners"  to   subscribe  to  this  journal. 

A  eeench  scientist  says  that  no  person  has 
ever  been  struck  by  lightning  while  facing 
the  North,  from  which  it  is  to  be  inferred 
that  Providence  was  on  the  side  of  the  South 
during  "the  late  unpleasantness." 

"That  boy  will  make  his  mark  in  the  world 
some  day,"  observed  a  parent  of  his  dullest 
child.  So  he  did,  and  that,  too,  in  a  half  an 
hour  afterwards,  when  he  chopped  a  section 
of  the  old  man's  front  fence  into  kindling. 

One  of  the  most  inscrutable  enigmas  of  this 
world  is  the  fact  that  people  will  continue  to 


die  while  five  hundred  thousand  patent  me- 
dicine men  are  bursting  to  sell  remedies 
which  will  cure  every  conceivable  ill  to  which 
the  flesh  is  heir. 

A  Western  editor  has  discovered  that  two 
acres  of  sunflowers  will  supply  a  family  with 
fuel  through  the  long  winter,  but  the  man 
has  yet  to  be  heard  from,  who  has  discovered 
the  reason  why  lightning  has  never  struck 
the  Old  City  Hall. 

There  were  only  two  species  of  earwigs 
known  to  Linmeus,  but  he  cursed  and 
jumped  around,  when  he  felt  one  of  them 
running  up  his  back  bone,  just  as  bad  as  he 
would  had  it  been  one  of  the  two  hundred 
and  fifty  species  known  to  naturalists  of  the 
present  day. 

"Why  do  I  weep,"  asks  a  poetic  young 
lady.  Well,  perhaps,  it's  because  you  ob- 
served your  beau  scootiug  round  the  corner 
with  another  girl,  or  it  may  be  that  that 
Smith  girl  has  got  a  new  hat  and  you  haven't, 

or but  then  life  is  short  and  our  space  is 

limited. 

In  the  Troy  district,  N.  Y.,  there  are  two 
candidates  for  Congress,  Walter  A.  Wood 
and  William  A.  Wood.  They  are  brothers, 
but  one  is  a  Democrat  and  the  other  a  Re- 
publican. The  question  which  is  now  agita- 
ting the  mind  of  that  eonstituancy  is,  which 
Wood  make  the  best  representative. 

The  editor  of  a  Georgia  paper  spent  his 
enthusiasm  in  a  two  column  article  about 
this  "free  and  ever  glorious  country,"  and 
then  be  went  out  to  look  up  a  little  liquid 
nourishment.  While  he  was  gone  a  tramp, 
came  in  and,  seeing  nothing  else  around  worth 
having,  took  the  manuscript  to  wrap  his  to- 
bacco up  in.  When  that  literary  man  came 
back,  he  used  language  which  indicated  that 
he"  has  lost  a  great  deal  of  confidence  in  hu- 
man nature. 

If  it  takes  one  hog  to  make  a  ham  how 
many  hogs  will  it  take  to  make  hammer  ? — 
Whitehall  Times.  If  it  takes  one  egg  to  make 
a  nogg  how  many  eggs  will  it  take  to  make 
an  augur  ? — SI.  Louis  Dispatch.  If  it  takes 
one  horse-shoe  to  make  a  pitch  how  many 
shoes  will  it  take  to  make  a  pitcher  ? — The 
People.  If  it  takes  one  baby  to  make  a  waif 
how  many  babies  will  it  take  to  make  a 
wafer  ! — Des  Moines  Leader.  If  it  takes  one 
boy  to  make  a  din  how  many  boys  will  it  take 
to  make  a  dinner. — Keokuk  Constitution.  If 
it  takes  one  male  infant  to  make  a  man  how 
many  male  infants  will  it  take  to  make  a 
manor. 


Sad  But  True. 


Terapin's  wife  delights  in  wearing  a  large 
bustle  and  last  Sunday,  when  they  were  wen- 
ding their  way  to  church,  he  asked  Mrs. 
Terapin  why  she  resembled  a  telegraph  wire. 
Mrs.  Terapin  gave  it  up  and  Terapin  said  it 
was  because  she  carried  the  news  around. 
Terapin  says  he  don't  know  whether  it  was 
Mrs.  Terapin  or  a  pile  driver  that  struck  him 
but  the  next  minute  he  was  out  in  the  street 
rolling  in  the  mud.  And  now  he  gets  mad 
when  people  call  him  "the  mud  turtle." 


1  he  Secret  of  Three  Generations. — For  three 
long  generations  it  remained  a  dark  hidden 
mystery  unfathomed  and  unfathomable.  For 
three  wearysome  ages  it  defied  the  prying 
eyes  of  the  unmarried  spinster,  the  tongue 
of  the  garulous  matron,  and  the  penetrative 
mind  of  the  village  oracle.  Yet  the  simplest 
accident  disclosed  it.  For  three  sucessive 
generations  the  Brookville  manor  and  estate 
had  descended  from  maiden  aunt  to  maiden 
niece,  and  the  secret  was,  why  did  not  some 
of  these  maidens  get  married?  Subsequent- 
ly it  turned  out  that  they  didn't  because  no- 
body asked  them.  We  pronounce  this  book 
a  five-story  fraud.  The  author  takes  four 
hundred  and  three  pages  to  tell  what  we  do 
in  six  lines.  "We  feel  that  we  are  exercising 
a  privilege  if  we  are  not  performing  a  duty" 
in  exposing  him.  He  owes  his  landlady  for 
three  months  rent  and  his  washerwoman  for 
three  weeks  washing.  He  who  would  thus 
defraud  the  weak  and  confinding  widow,  has 
no  good  in  him.  He  is  as  incapable  of  writ- 
ing a  pure  thought  as  he  is  of  harboring  any 
desire  to  go  to  heaven.  In  the  immortal 
language  of  Cicero:  "Encourage  not  the 
bilk." 


Tom  Gower's  Mistake. — This  is  a  touching, 
a  pathetic,1  a  tender,  yet  withal  humorous, 
tale.  We  follow  Tom  through  thirty  years 
of  life  which,  if  it  is  comparatively  unevent- 
ful has  about  it  an  air  of  sweet  calm  repose 
that  soothes  our  soul.  And  then  when  we 
get  to  the  interesting  part  of  the  narrative, 
our  nerves  begin  to  thrill,  and  our  blood  to 
course  rapidly  through  our  veins,  and  our 
mind  becomes  oblivious  to  the  cares  and  dis- 
appointments of  life.  Tom's  great  mistake 
was  not  marking  with  sufficient  accuracy  and 
clearness  the  exact  limit  which  prudence 
placed  upon  his  watermelon  capacity.  But 
surely  the  penalty  of  that  mistake  was  fear- 
ful. Ah!  the  night  of  anguish  that  followed 
it.  The  turning  and  the  writhing  and  the 
twisting  and  the  groaning  of  those  sad  sad 
midnight  hours.  The  unutterable  pain  and 
misery  and  woe  of  that  awful  colic.  We 
close  this  book  with  tears  in  our  eyes  and  a 
pain  in  our  head.  We  wonder  and  wonder 
why  it  is  that  clergymen  always  have  large 
families;  why  it  is  that  editors  always  have 
small  salaries;  why  it  is  that  men  prefer  to 
go  to  the  picnic  instead  of  the  church;  and 
more  than  all  we  wonder  why  Tom  Gower 
eat  too  much  watermelon. 


.  It  is  all  well  enough  for  the  city  to  levy  a 
tax  on  dogs;  there  is  some  revenue  in  that, 
but  what  does  the  city  make  out  of  attacks  on 
cats  ?  And  yet  they  are  made,  unsuccessfully 
every  summer  night. — Hawkeye. 
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[Reprinted  from  the  Danbury  News.~\ 

Back  to  the  Old  Home. 


By  the  Author  of  "Nora's  love  Test." 


T 


4  6  ~H~F  you  did  not  think  so,  I  would  not 

let  you  go,  my  pet. 

"You  call  it  my  home.  You  say  I  shall 
be  happier  there,"  May  said,  with  a  new  quiet  earn- 
estness in  her  tone  and  a  grave,  direct  glance  into 
my  eyes;  "then  why  did  you  not  call  it  my  home 
when  I  was  a  child  and  homeless?  Why  did  you  not 
say  I  should  be  happier  there,  when  you  first  tried 
to  make  me  happy  years  ago?" 

My  cowardly  hesitation  was  all  gone  now,  and  once 
more  I  had  simple  the  welfare  of  my  child  at  heart. 
"All  is  different  now,"  I  answered,  every  word  a 
pain  in  its  utterance,  as  my  thoughts  went  back  to 
that  dear  time,  and  I  knew  that  I  had  had  the  power 
to  make  her  happy  in  her  child-life — even  I. 
"Different?     How? 

"What  childish  questioning,  May!"  I  said,  smil- 
ing a  little,  knowing  that  I  could  not  answer  her 
steadily  in  any  other  way. 

You  gave  me  the  life  you  thought  best  for  me 
then,  John.  Why  has  it  ceased  to  be  the  life  you 
think  best  for  me  now?" 

"My  child,"  I  answered,  just  a  little  brokenly — 
for  what  question  in  the  world  could  she  have  asked 
me  that  would  have  been  harder  to  answer? — "the 
home  I  gave  you  then  was  but  for  a  little  time.  The 
one  offered  you  now  is  for  life." 

"How  do  you  know?"  May  inquired,  with  a  flash 
of  petulance  which  was  most  unlike  her.  '  'My 
mother's  old  home  does  not  belong  to  Earnest  For- 
tescue.  He  may  give  it  up  any  day.  You  have  no 
more  reason  to  suppose  that  that  would  be  my  home 
for  life  than  you  had— ' ' 
The  quick  impetuous  words  were  broken  as  suddenly 
as  they  began;  and  who  can  ever  know  how  grateful 
I  was  that  that  impatient,  childish  question  had  been 
left  unfinished? 

There  was  a  little  silence  between  us  which  I 
could  not  break,  then  May  spoke  even  more  gently 
than  usual,  and  with  a  dreamy  slowness. 

"Yes,  John,  you   were   right.     Earnest  Fortescue 
wants  me   to  go  and  live   in   the  home   my  mother 
loved.     She  did  love  it — oh,  how  tenderly!" 
"I  know  it  May." 

"Yes,"  my  child  went  on,  in  her  quiet  dreamy 
way,  "you  know  it.  Have  you  not  often  told  me  of 
it.  Have  you  not  often  told  me  of  it?  And  so  lov- 
ingly she  used  to  remember  it,  John,  that  she  made 
me — even  before  I  had  seen  it — love  it  too  Was  it 
strange?" 

"Strange,  my  darling?  It  was  most  natural."  And 
then,  in  my  old-fashioned,  fatherly  way,  I  put  my 
arm  about  her,  as  we  stood  there,  so  still  in  the 
peaceful  moonlight. 

"Was  it  strange,"  she  went  on,  unheeding  both 
my  question  and  my  caress,  "that  in  those  dreary 
Paris  rooms  of  ours  the  memory  of  such  a  home  as — 
as  hers  had  been,  and  of  the  life  she  led  there, 
should  be  passing  sweet  to — my  mother,  and  that  I 
should  love  it  too — for  her  sake?" 

'To  whatever  life  she  might  have  gone,  May,"  I 
said,  looking  down  into  the  tender  moonlit  face  I 
loved,  and  longing  for  power  to  brighten  these  sad, 
childish  memories,  "all  remembrance  of  the  life  she 
had  lived  here  must  have  been  passing  sweet  my  pet. 
because  her  life  was  one  of  usefulness  and  helpful 
ness'  and  sympathy — for  all." 

"I  could  never  live — even  there,"  May  said — "such 
a  life  as  hers.  How  can  I  dare  take  her  place  and 
be  so  different? 

"Leave  us — leave  the  young  Squire — to  judge  of 
that,  my  love,"  I  said  unbrokenly,  even  almost  cold' 
ly,  in  the  great  strain  I  put  upon  myself. 

"Yes;  it  was  very  dear  to  my  mother,"  May  went 
on,  still  in   that  dreamy,  wondering  way,  and   still 


with  her  wistful  gaze  upon  the  beautiful  home  where 
she  was  wanted. 

"It  will  be  dearer  to  yon,  my  child." 
"And  you  can  spare  me,  John?" 
The  thoughtful  quiet  question  came  unexpectedly, 
even  though  I  had  for  so  long  been  reading  how  her 
pity  for  myself  had  saddened  even  her  own  dear 
dreams  to-night  yet  I  had  tried  hard  too  to  hide  any 
dreary  glimpse  of  my  own  selfish  pain.  What  a  re- 
turn for  all  she  had  been  to  me  that  now,  in  her  first 
awakening  to  happy  love,  it  should  be  my  gloomy 
solitary  figure  which  darkened  the  snnny  picture! 

"The  young  Squire  knew  that  I  could  spare  you, 
May.  Was  it  not  plain  that  he  was  sure  of  that, 
dear,  before  he  won  your  answer?" 

"My  answer!"  She  echoed  swiftly,  with  an  entire 
change  of  tone,  and  even  of  expression,  as  her  eyes 
came  back  from  their  far,  rapt  gasze,  and  flashed  one 
frightened  glance  into  mine.  ''He  did  not  make  me 
answer  him  in  such  haste.  All  men  are  not  so  im- 
patient as  you  are.  I  would  have  answered  him  if 
he  had  wished  it,  of  course.  Why  not?  It  is  but 
natural,  as  you  say,  that  I  should  be  very  glad  to 
take  my  mother's  place.  It — it  is  but  a  silly  whim 
of  mine  to  wish  to  speak  to— you  first." 

"Then  tell  me,  May,"  I  said  coolly  to  all  seeming, 
for  I  saw  how,  in  her  coming  passion,  she  had 
wished  to  break  this  to  me  as  gently  as  possible,  and 
I  could  not  bear  her  bravery  to  be  so  much  greater 
than  my  own,  "when  Mr.  Fortescue  is  to  come  for 
his  answer." 

"To-morrow,  John." 

To-morrow!  Only  one  night  to  pass,  one  sleepless 
night,  and  I  should  know,  beyond  all  doubt,  how 
soon  my  darling  was  to  leave  me. 

"To-morrow,  dear  ?"  I  repeated  almost  cheerily, 
for  she  was  not  now  looking  up  into  my  troubled 
face.  "That  is  well.  But  even  to-night  I  fancy  he 
knows  pretty  well  what  your  answer  is  to  be." 

"You  do,  of  course,  John.  You  always  knew  what 
is  best  for  me." 

"And  you  can  trust  me,  dear?" 
"I   onght  to  do   so,  John,  remembering  how  you 
made  my  happiness  all  the  time  I  was — a  child." 

All  the  time  she  was  a  child!  Yes,  it  was  the  sim- 
ple truth  as  she  had  said  it,  I  had  made  her  happy 
while  she  was  a  child.  Now  she  was  not  a  child.  Now 
she  was  a  woman,  and  this  was  beyond  my  reach. 
Often  as  I  had  framed  this  very  thought  to  myself 
the  very  words  from  her  own  lips  had  anew  pain  for 
me  to-night. 

"Yes,  dear,  the  old  farm  life  was  enough  for  you 
all  the  while  jtou  were  a  child,  but  now  you  are 
ready  to  take  your  place  among  the  ladies  of  the 
county,  as  your  mother  did.  How  glad  the  thought 
would  have  made  her!     I  like  to  fancy  it." 

"Do  you?"  my  child  asked  me,  in  a  cold,  sad  way 
(so  impossible  was  it  for  her  to  hear,  even  yet,  as  an 
ordinary  speech,  any  one  which  touched  her  moth- 
er's name).     "Do  you  really  like  to  fancy  it?" 

And  once  more — but  for  the  last  time— I  was  a 
coward  in  my  heart,  and  turned  my  face  away  and 
could  not  answer.  Then  in  the  silence  there  swept 
over  me  all  I  had  heard  that  day — of  the  sorrow 
and  the  humiliation  that  threatened  my  child;  of 
the  cloud  that — if  we  did  not  sta\  it — would  come 
between  her  and  the  sunlight  forever  more;  of  the 
cruel  and  degrading  story  which  might  be  told 
her  soon,  to  poison  the  purity  and  freshness  of 
her  nature;  of  the  life  of  fraud  and  sin  which  soon 
must  overshadow  her  and  leave  its  taint  upon  her, 
unless  I,  who  loved  her,  gave  her  up  without  hesita- 
tion and  delay  to  the  man  she  loved.  And  so  well 
I  loved  her,  that,  after  those  few  moments  of  si- 
lence, I  was  strong  to  do  it. 

"May,  darling,  do  you  trust  me  that  what  my 
heart  is  set  upon  is  for  your  good?" 

"Yes,  John, '  she  answered  simply,  but  so  earn- 
estly. 

"Then,  dear  one,  it  seems    best  to   me,  as    well 
as    to    Earnest  that  you    should — should     go     and 
live  in  your  mother's  home." 
"You  wish  me  to  go?  ' 
"Yes." 

I  did  not  try  to  make  that  answer  longer.  I 
only  tried  to  say  it  as  steadily  and  clearly  as  I 
could. 

"Then  I  will  go." 
"What  May?  What  my  dearest?" 
I  could  not  help  that  eager  questioning.  It  was 
because  I  had  not  heard  her  answer,  though  it 
had  been  spoken  so  low,  and  with  her  head  turned 
from  me.  It  was  only  because,  even  now  at  the 
last,  I  fought  feebly  against  the  certainty  that  my 
house  was  to  be  left  to  me  so  desolate. 

Slowly  she  raised  her  head  and  met  my  eyes. 
Some  look  in  them— perhapB  a  shade  of  their  old 
loneliness  stealing  back-  filled  hers  with  pity;  aud 
for  that  moment  our  gaze  was  steadfast  and  sad — 
mine  with  a  yearning  tenderness,  hers  with  a 
yearning  compassion. 


"As  you  wish  it,"  she  said  then,  very  quietly; 
"and,  as  he  asked  me;  I  will  go.  He  need  not 
have  waited  for  to-morruw.  It  is  all  smooth  for 
him  and — for  me.  I  make  the  promises  now — and 
here.     I  will  go." 

I  read  the  great  truthfulness  within  her  eyes, 
and  even  in  that  moment  of  my  own  despair  I 
drew  her  to  my  side  and  thanked  her.  I  knew 
then  how  faithfully  my  child  would  keep  this 
promise,  just  as  I  know  now  how  faithfully  she 
kept  it. 

Though  so  many  years  have  passed  me  since 
that  night,  I  still  remember  most  vividly  how  its 
miserable  hours  crept  by,  and  how  eagerly  I 
watched  for  the  first  sight  of  dawn,  that  I  might 
escape  from  the  house,  and  perhaps  from  a  little 
of  the  burden  of  my  pain.  Yet  would  the  coming 
day  be  easier  to  bear  than  this  restless,  feverish 
night?  Must  I  pass  through  every  hour  of  that 
new  day  which  would  seem  endless  to  me,  yet 
must  so  soon  be  over,  and  then  would  leave  my 
child  and  me  upon  the  eve  of  parting?  Would  not 
all  its  hours  drag  as  these  long  night  hours  had 
done;  and  yet  would  I  not  hold  them  if  I  could 
because,  after  they  had  passed,  I  should  know  so 
surely  the  old  solitude?  True,  my  child  would  be 
with  me  still  for  a  little  time,  but  would  she  not 
be  listening  ever  for  a  coming  step,  and  looking 
out  upon  another  home  ? 

At  last  the  dawn  broke  faint  and  chill  above 
the  eastern  hills,  and  I  rose  and  left  the  house, 
in  the  wild  vain  hope  qf  wearing  out  my  misery 
by  bodily  fatigue.  But  my  thoughts  would  not 
travel  with  me,  and  clung  resistlessly  about  the 
one  selfish  consciousness  which  had  made  the  night 
so  long, 

The  day  had  come  indeed  which  was  to  part  me 
from  my  child.  To-day  her  lover  would  come,  and 
listen  while  she  promised  him  to  leave  me  at  his 
bidding.  To-day  she  would  tell  me,  just  with  her 
old  caress — ay,  even  with  tears  perhaps  in  pity  for 
the  grim  and  solitary  life  to  which  she  left  me — 
that  she  had  kept  her  promise,  and  would  very  soon 
be  Earnest  Fortescue's  wife. 

And  it  was  all  well,  so  I  said  to  myself,  rapidly 
and  detei-minately,  as  I  walked  on  and  on.  Perhaps 
in  hpr  kindness  and  her  pity  for  me  she  would  have 
stayed  a  little  longer  in  the  old  farm,  remembering 
it  had  been  her  home  when  there  had  been  no  other 
open.  But  could  I  accept  what  in  her  unmeasured, 
childlike  gratitude  she  would,  I  know,  have  given  so 
willingly?  Could  I  have  let  her  run  even  the  faint- 
nest  risk  of  her  life  being  sacrificed,  in  my  own 
greedy  longing  for  her  sweet,  bright  presence  in  my 
home?  Could  I — even  though  she  would  say  no 
word  in  dissent — keep  her  one  day  longer  than  I 
need  do,  from  the  man  than  whose  love  would  give 
her  all  that  I  would  have  forfeited  my  life  to  give 
her?  Ah  me,  had  I  not  forfeited  now  all  that  was 
even  dearer  than  my  life? 

I  must  have  walked  as  rapidly  as  my  thoughts 
were  traveling;  for  when,  on  mv  return  to  the  farm, 
May  met  me  at  the  gate,  she  started,  I  remember, 
when  she  looked  into  my  face. 

"I  have  been  for  a  stroll  to  the  woods,  dear,"  I 
said,  with  a  smile  for  her,  as  I  answered  one  of  the 
the  childish  questions  that  always  came  so  naturally 
from  her — "where  had  I  been?" 

"To  the  woods!"  she  echoed,  slipping  her  hand 
into  mine,  as  we  walked  up  the  garden.  You  are  al- 
ways fond  of  the  shadows.  John.  And" — her  eyes 
were  full  of  happiness  this  morning,  aud  looked  up 
laughingly  into  my  mine — what  a  loug  stroll  you 
must  have  had  since  four  o'clock!" 

She  had  heard  me  leave  the  house  then,  cautious 
and  quiet  as  I  had  been. 

"All  good  little  girls  should  have  been  Bleeping 
then,"  I  said,  remembering  how  I  had  fancied  her 
sleeping  calmly,  wrapt  in  her  new  happiness. 

"I  am  not  a  good  little  girl,  John.  I  would  rather 
have  been  with  you." 

But  I  was  grateful  she  had  not  been  with  me 
through  those  four  heavy  hours,  even  though  the 
four  heavy  hours  she  could  spend  with  me  had  grown 
so  few. 

I  remember  that  we  had  breakfasted  together  that 
morning  almest  as  cheerfully  as  we  had  ever  done — 
so  well  had  my  solitary  walk  prepared  me  for  this 
hour.  Even  when  I  had  risen  to  go,  I  lingered  still, 
while  May,  as  usual,  hovered  ne;tr  me;  and  when 
my  saddled  horse  was  brought  to  the  door,  she  came 
out  with  me,  her  hands  clasoed  around  my  arm  as  I 
had  loved  to  feel  them,  and  just  as  she  had  seen  me 
off  every  morning  for  ten  happy  years.  But  I  sent 
the  horse  away.  I  must  walk  to-day,  or  thought 
would  be  unbearable.  I  turned  at  the  last  moment 
and  spoke  to  May  as  easily  as  I  could,  words  to 
which  I  had  bepn  schooling  myself  all  the  morning. 
"1  suppose  the  young  Squire  will  be  down  here 
quite  early,  May?" 
"I  suppose  so." 

Her  answer  was  just  as  tranquil  as  as  my  question, 
and  her  head  was  turned  just  a  little  from  me. 

"But  there  is  no  fear  that  ho  will   not  wait  for  my 
return,  dear?" 
"I  suppose  not." 
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So  I  need  not  hasten  buck.  He  will  only  thank  me 
for  keeping  him  waiting." 

I  said  this  with  the  feeble  intention  of  bringing  a 
smile  to  my  child's  pule  face;  but  1  did  not  wonder 
that  I  failed,  for  it  was  a  heavy  speech  after  all,  and 
uttered  heavily.  Could  any  words  hide  from  her 
that  dreary  consciousness  of  mine  that,  after  to-day, 
they  too  would  be  ull  in  all  to  each  other,  and  alone? 

"John,"  May  said,  dropping  now,  in  a  quick,  care- 
less way,  this  subject  which  indeed  we  hud  settled 
between  us  last  night  at  the  orchard  gate,  "those 
ceaseless  games  of  yesterday  have  tired  me  com- 
pletely; sol  shall  rest  at  home  all  to-day.  Now 
goodbye." 

I  knew  she  stood  watching  me  as  I  walked  slow- 
ly from  the  house,  but  I  could  not  turn  to  smile 
on  her  again.  Things  thut  had  for  so  long  been 
easy  and  natural  for  me  were  growing  impossible, 
in  this  new,  restless,  envious  pain  against  which  I 
fought  so  hard  and  vainly. 

In  my  rapid  walk  around  the  farm  I  had  come 
into  the  yard.  Here  the  men  were  at  work  on  the 
threshing  machine,  and  I  joined  them  eagerly. 
Perhaps,  if  my  hands  were  busy,  my  head  might 
be  eased  of  this  continaous  throbbing  pain.  Swift 
walking  had  not  killed  it;  but  hard  manual  labor 
might  possibly  give  me  temporary  forgetfulness  of 
the  keen,  mental  pain. 

The  horses  were  marching  steadily  in  their  cir- 
cle, for  we  had  no  threshing  by  steam  in  those 
days,  and  I  took  his  task  from  oue  man,  then 
another,  following  it  always  with  double  the  haste  and 
energy  he  had  thought  sufficient.  And  I  laughed 
a  little  when  I  heard  the  men  whispering  how 
fearless  the  master  was  in  managing  the  engine, 
wondering  what  they  would  have  said  could  they 
have  known  how  far  from  fearless  I  really  was 
that  morning. 

All  the  strength  and  energy  that  I  possessed  I 
spent  upon  this  constant  labor,  trying  whether 
thought  might  not  be  at  last  exhausted  by  sheer 
physical  weariness.  I  must  have  been  about  three 
hours  in  the  yard  and  was  still  courting  the 
labor,  which  must  in  reality  already  have  wearied 
me,  when  I  caught  sight  of  Mr.  Fortescue  riding 
quickly  up  the  lawn  to  the  house.  I  turned  my 
eyes  away  again  quickly  in  a  moment;  but  then 
suddenly  I  ordered  the  man  who  was  feeding  the 
machine  to  hasten  to  the  house  and  hold  the  Squire's 
horse,  while  I  took  his  place  myself.  I  don't  know 
why  I  did  this,  for  Earnest  Fortescue  would  always 
most  willingly  and  pleasantly  stable  his  own  horse 
when  he  did  not  see  one  of  the  men  about.  I  sap- 
pose  that  it  was  only  a  spontaneous  outcome  of  this 
great  restlessness  of  mine,  which  sought  for  any 
physical  vent. 

As  I  worked  on,  feeding  the  hungry  monster,  I 
counted  the  handfuls  that  I  gave  it,  just  simply  that 
I  might  not  morbidly  follow  in  my  thoughts  that  in- 
terview between  my  child  and  her  lover.  But  the  ef- 
fort was  of  no  use.  The  scene  acted  itself  carelessly 
in  my  brain.  Now  once  more,  and  for  the  last  time, 
the  young  man  had  asked  that  question  which  he 
had  every  right  to  ask.  Now  his  happiness  must  be 
complete,  for  May  had  answered  him,  without  a  fur- 
ther fear  of  grieving  me.  And  now  my  child  was  a 
promised  wife;  for  had  she  not  told  him,  with  that 
soft,  bright  blush  upon  her  face — 

Wildly  and  ceaslessly  the  very  words  of  her  prom- 
ise formed  themselves  in  my  brain,  and  all  the  time 
— in  my  efforts  to  drown  them — I  worked  on  without 
a  pause.  But  at  last  the  corn  was  all  threshed  and 
I  called  to  the  driver  to  check  the  horses.  As  he  did 
so  I  gathered  up  the  few  remaining  heads  of  wheat 
and  absently,  with  with  ray  left  hand,  dropped  them 
into  the  machine.  Just  at  that  instant,  far  behind 
me,  I  heard  my  child's  voice  calling  me.  I  turned 
quickly  to  answer  her — very  quickly,  for  she  would 
have  my  readiest  and  most  loving  sympathy  in  her 
joy  to-day — and  as  I  knew  she  would  not  be  likely  to 
look  for  me  hi  re,  I  called  my  answer  very  loudly  as 
well  as  cheerily.  In  answer,  as  it  were,  to  the  sound 
of  my  raised  voice,  the  horses  made  a  spring  for- 
ward to  fall  into  their  old  routine  of  labor,  and  the 
powerful  drum  spun  round  and  caught  and  crushed 
my  arm. 

I  understood  all  this  as  it  happened,  scarcely  more 
than  momentary  as  it  was,  and  I  remember  a  strange, 
swift  sensation,  as  I  saw  the  old  farm  empty  and 
heard  m\  darling's  sobs. 

Then  there  fell  the  darkness  of  death  upon  my 
life. 

There  was  a  warm  and  pleasant  glow  of  firelight 
on  the  walls  a.d  curtains,  and  the  pure  sweet  scent 
of  autumn  violets  in  my  low,  old-fashioned  dressing- 
room.  There  was  a  peaceful  stillness  all  around  me. 
as  I  lay  proped  up  on  pillows.  For,  though  May's 
lo.v  chair  stood  empty  beside  my  wide  old  couch — as 
I  knew  that  it  must  stand  through  all  the  coming 
years— she  had  not  yet  left  me  for  always.  She  had 
only  a  few  minutes  ago  been  summoned  from  my 
side,  and  presently  she  would  return:  - 
[to  be  continued.") 
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l^fr~No  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Ceipple. — The  man  who  writes:  "When 
the  gout  strikes  you"  is  a  fool.  The  gout 
never  strikes,  it  shoots — but  not  with  a  pis- 
tol. 

Sago. — The  best  remedy  for  the  heart  burn 
that  we  know  of  is  to  wash  your  ears  in  lime 
water.  If  that  doesn't  cure  you  consult  a 
doctor. 

Gorham. — If  you  undertake  to  cultivate  an 
acquaintance  with  a  hoe  you  will  not  be  suc- 
cessful, and  may  possibly  get  a  thundering 
good  licking. 

Benito. — The  inhabitants  of  Madagascar 
are  civilized-  They  wear  linen  dusters,  drink 
whisky,  and  run  away  with  Savings  Bank 
funds  occasionally. 

Barak. — The  primitive  progenitors  of  the 
illustrious  Emperor-General  Bonaparte  ob 
lained  their  name  from  the  fact  that  they 
were  exceptionally  good  at  parting  the  bone 
from  the  meat. 

Yahoo. — The  statement  that  married  men 
residing  in  Afghanistan  are  obliged  to  shave 
their  heads  twice  a  week  is  not  correct  but 
it's  quite  true  that  they  have  to  get  up  and 
light  the  fire  in  the  morning. 

Lize. — Enquires  why  we  don't  do  some- 
thing toward^  suppressing  the  prejudice 
which  exists  against  yellow  dogs.  Ah,  dear 
girl,  what  did  yellow  dogs  ever  do  towards 
suppressing  the  prejudice  which  exists  against 
us. 

Tem  Prance. — We  are  open  to  bet  you  our 
new  twelve  dollar  hat  against  a  dozen  shares 
of  Sierra  Nevada  stock  that  you  can't  quote 
a  single  authenticated  case  of  a  man  having 
become  intoxicated  through  drinking  distil- 
led water.  , 

Scotch  Jim. — Flies  off  at  a  tangent  and 
sings: 

Oh  !  ain't  I  a  lady  killer, 

Full  of  fun  and  idiotic  humor. 
Oh!  ain't  I  a  mighty  swiller. 
Of  beer  and  whisky  and  scandal's  rumor. 
It  may  be  true,  James,  but  it  don't   seem   to 
have   a  poetical  ring   about  it.      After  all, 
though,  truth  and  poetry  seldom  do  agree. 

Mustang. — Asks:  "Is  there  music  in  the 
air."  Of  course  there  is,  especially  in  the 
neighborhood  of  a  house  in  which  '  a  small 
boy  is  having  goodness  administered  to  him 
with  his  mother's  slipper,  or  round  about  in 


the  vicinity  of  a  domicile  the  owner  of  which 
has  just  returned  at  an  unseemly  hour.  Yes, 
there  is  a  great  deal  of  music  in  the  air. 


A  Stranger's  Liberality. 

A  red-nosed  stranger  shuffled  into  a  saloon 
yesterday  evening  where  a  crowd  of  loungers 
were  discussing  the  political  situation  and 
waiting  for  a  candidate  to  drop  in  and  "say 
something." 

Making  a  low  obesiance  to  the  man  behind 
the  bar,  stranger  turned  to  the  loungers  and 
said: 

"Glad  you're  on  deck,  gents;  was  afraid  I 
would  be  obliged  to  drink  ale,  and  if  there 
is  anything  I  despise  it's  to  play  a  game  of 
solitaire  at  a  public  drinking  fountain.  Come 
up  and  join  me." 

The  boys  rallied  to  the  call  and  half  a 
dozen  glasses  were  filled  and  emptied  with 
"my  regards,  stranger." 

"In  the  words  of  the  Latin  poet,"  said  the 
strange  man,  whirling  his  empty  glass  across 
the  counter,  "  'Fll  Urn  up  again!'  " 

The  order  was  obeyed,  and  the  beverage 
drank  to  the  health  of  the  genial  stranger. 

"What's  the  penalty?"  he  asked,  wiping 
his  lips  on  the  back  of  his  hand. 

"Dollar-forty." 

"Only  a  dollar  forty!"  he  exclaimed;  "it's 
worth  twice  that  if  it's  worth  a  cent.  Why, 
my  dear  sir,"  he  continued,  unearthing  a 
greasy  pocket  book.  "I've  traveled  Maine 
to  Californy,  from  Tere  Haute  to  Kalamazoo, 
and  dog  my  cats  if  I  ever  heard  tell  of  such 
a  cheap  entertainment." 

"We  try  to  do  the  fair  thing  by  our  cus- 
tomers" said  the  bar-keeper,  visibly  touched 
by  the  compliment. 

"I  have  slacked  my  thirst  at  the  Fifth  Ave- 
nue, at  the  Palmer,  at  the  Southern,  at  the 
Grand,  at  the  Gibson,  at  the  Gait,  and  I  can 
truthfully  assert  that  never  before  have  my 
lips  touched  juice  of  the  corn  that  could  hold 
a  candle  to  that  with  which  you  have  just  re- 
galed us.     Dollar-forty,  indeed!" 

"I  won't  have  any  but  the  best,"  said  the 
barman,  blushing  slightly. 

"As  I  go  up  and  down  through  life,"  con- 
tinued the  stranger  with  enthusiasm,  "I  will 
take  a  pleasure  to  call  every  man's  attention 
to  the  fact  that  atyourplace — and  I  will  note 
the  street  and  number  as  I  go  out — that  at 
your  place,  sir,  sign  of  Gambrinus  sitting  on 
a  beer  keg,  is  dispensed  a  balm  in  Gilead  at 
ten  cents  a  glass,  that  can  be  had  no  where 
else  on  the  footstool  for  less  than  twenty- 
five." 

"I  will  be  much  obliged  to  you." 

"Don't  mention  it.  I  will  go  miles  out  of 
my  way  to  call  a  traveler's  attention  to  the 
fact  that  beneath  your  counter  is  a  black 
bottle  with  a  corn-cob  stopper  which  contains 
the  idenLical  nectar  that  Jupiter  sips.  In 
addition  to  this  full-page  advertisement,  em- 
bellished with  original  cuts,  I  would  gladly 
hand  you  the  paltry  dollar  and.  forty  cents,' 
and  he  unclasped  the  pocket  book  and 
helped  himself  to  a  chew  of  fine-cut  there- 
from, "but  the  fact  is  sir,  the  failure  of  the 
Bank  of  the  City  of  Glasgow  has  left  me 
without  a  cent  in  the  world;  ta-ta — c/i"e  and 
see  us  often,"  and  he  was  gone. 
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Tile  Very  Freshest  American  Humor* 

Boucicault  is  going  to  write  a  new  play 
next  summer,  if  he  can  find  one. 

A  man  at  a  church  fair  the  other  night 
cried  out,  '  'I've  got  the  oyster.  Gimme  the 
prize." 

The  affectionate  man  presents  his  sweet- 
heart with  gloves;  she  returns  the  affection 
by  giving  the  "mitten." 

"We  have  known  many  a  man  to  sit  around 
waiting  for  something  to  turn  up  until  that 
something  was  his  toes. — Whitehall  Times. 

Prom  the  open  windows  of  a  Pine-street 
house,  Friday  noon,  there  floated  the  air  of 
the  "Sweet  Bye  and  Bye"  and  cooking  oni- 
ons.— Danbury  News. 

Is  there  a  scientific  man  in  the  country 
who  can  tell,  after  a  sock  gets  a  hole  in  it 
what  becomes  of  the  material  that  once  took 
the  place  of  the  aperture  ? 

Poll  clerks,  on  election  day,  never  say 
much  to  voters.  We  wish  the  same  could  be 
said  of  the  poll  clerks  whose  trade  mark  is  a 
striped  post. — N.  Y.  Graphic. 

A  fellow  says,  home  with  a  scolding  wife 
and  an  upset  beehive,  are  one  and  the  same 
to  him,  as  in  either  case  he  gets  more  tongue 
than  he  wants. — Boston  Com.  Bulletin. 

There  is  no  material  difference  between 
trapeze  performers,  liquor  dealers  and  law- 
yers, as  they  must  be  admitted  to  the  bar  in 
order  to  practice  their  professions. — Ex. 

A  Frenchman  has  brought  out  a  device  for 
stopping  a  railway  train  in  an  instant,  but 
the  passengers  won't  stop  for  forty  or  fifty 
seconds  after  the  train  does. — Detroit  Free 
Press. 

"Oh,  why  should  the  spirit  of  mortal  be 
proud  ?"  is  often  asked.  Well,  really,  we 
don't  know,  unless  it  is  because  he  can  climb 
a  tree  and  a  mule  can't. — Phila.  Chronicle- 
Herald. 

The  Saratogian  tells  of  a  Unitarian  clergy- 
man at  the  recent  conference  who  saw  the 
placard,  "Leave  your  dog  outside,"  and  tried 
to  purchase  a  dog  in  order  to  comply  with 
the  regulations. 

What  are  the  dimensions  of  the  "arena  of 
politics  ?"  asks  the  Kennebunk  Star.  Usual- 
ly, we  believe,  about  12  by  18  feet,  if  you 
count  in  the  space  occupied  by  the  bar  and 
the  chemist. — Rome  Sentinel. 

It  is  all  right,  perhaps,  to  denounce  Eve 
as  the  author  of  all  our  trouble;  but  it  should 
be  duly  considered  in  her  favor  that  she 
didn't  run  around  with  an  autograph  album 
asking  every  one  to  write  verses  in   it. — Ex. 

"Mother,  which  side  of  the  apple  is  the 
heaviest?"  "I  do  not  know,  Bobby,"  re- 
plied mother.  "I  do,"  said  Bob;  "it  is  the 
rotten  side,  for  that  old   apple-woman's   ap- 


ples  are    all   rotten   side    down.' 
Post. 


-Camden 


The  spirit  of  emulation  in  funerals  is  in 
strict  obedience  to  public  sentiment.  Coin- 
ing from  the  burial  of  a  friend,  a  Danbury 
young  woman  said  to  her  mother:  "Did  you 
ever  see  such  a  cheap  looking  corpse  ? — Dan- 
bury News. 

"Are  you  a  baker  ?"  queried  a  waggish  ci- 
tizen of  a  tramp  who  had  arcosted  him  for 
small  change.  "No,"  remarked  the  fellow. 
"Oh,"  said  the  citizen,  "I  thought  you  was; 
you  look  like  a  man  who  k-needs  bread." — 
Newark  Call. 

What  a  bloated,  blasted,  loathsome  crew 
were  politicians  of  the  last  generation. — Tal- 
mage.  The  reverend  gentleman  is  succeed- 
ing very  well.  If  he  improves  as  he  is  doing 
he  will  get  to  "slimy  imps"  in  due  time. — 
N.  Y.  Com.  Adv. 

One  hundred  and  sixty-four  spinning 
mules  stopped  in  Preston,  England!  Any 
one  who  has  seen  one  mule  when  he  had  got 
to  spinning  his  pedestals  around  can  feebly 
conjecture  something  of  Preston's  relief. — 
Boston  'Iranscripl. 

The  forest  leaves  are  turning,  and  the 
chestnut  worms  are  squirming,  as  the  peanut 
man  stands  churning  them  upon  a  fiery  bed; 
and  books  will  soon  be  laden,  by  every  city 
maiden,  with  leaves  which  nature  made  on 
purpose  to  be  red. — Ex. 

The  Ivrners  Falls  Reporter  says:  "It  is  hu- 
man to  doubt.  Display  a  sign  with  a  inscrip- 
tion 'Beware  of  Paint,'  and  nine  out  of  ten  men 
will  draw  their  fore-fingers  across  the  newly 
painted  surface  to  see  if  the  sign  is  not 
merely  'an  invention  of  the  enemy'." 

When  you  cannot  go  to  sleep  a  way  to  sum- 
mon Morpheus  is  to  obtain  a  Webster's  Un- 
bridged  Dictionary,  and  count  all  the  words. 
Try  it.  If  at  first  you  don't  succeed,  try,  try 
again.  It  is  sure  to  bring  on  the  desired  re- 
sult in  time,  and  all  that  is  required  is  a  little 
patience. 

There  may  be  no  more  edifying  and  ennob- 
ling sight  than  to  see  a  lady  have  a  tussle 
with  her  best  dress  on  Sunday  morning,  af- 
ter the  church  bells  begin  to  ring,  and  she 
finds,  at  the  last  moment,  it  malignantly  re- 
fuses to  hang  right  behind.  Angels  couldn't 
use  their  tears  to  better  advantage  than  at 
such  a  time — so  we've  been  told. — Baltimore 
Every  Saturday. 

A  Georgia  farmer  bought  a  grand  piano 
for  his  daughter.  His  house  is  small,  and, 
to  economize  room  the  lower  part  of  the  par- 
tition between  the  kitchen  and  parlor  was 
cut  out,  and  the  long  end  of  the  piano  stuck 
through.  Pirscilla  now  sits  at  the  key-board, 
singing  "Who  will  care  for  mother  now  ?" 
and  the  mother  rolls  out  doughnuts  on  the 
other  end  of  the  piano  in  the  kitchen. 

He  was  an  old,  old  man,  and  when  he 
came  in  this  morning  with  a  twenty-four  foot 
bamboo  fish-pole  and  carelessly  remarked 
that  that  was  the  kind  of  corn  stalks  his  gar- 
den produced  in  a  good  season,  we  never 
said  a  word  but  walked  into  the  other  room 
and  registered  a  solemn  vow  never,  never,  to 
print  any  more  agricultural  items  if  it  led 
men  ■ 
this. 

"There's  been  'nother  shower  of  flesh," 
exclaimed  a  small  boy,  as  he  presented  him- 
self at  the  office  of  a  country  newspaper. 
"Ain't  3Tou  mistaken  ?"  said  the  editor.  "Naw 
I  ain't.  There's  a  whole  crowd  ru'shin'  out 
to  git  some  of  the  pieces."     "Where   did'  it 


happen  ?"  inquir.ed  the  editor,  with  slight 
curiosity.  "Bight  out  here  in  the  field,"  re- 
plied the  boy,  sliding  toward  the  door;  "your 
boy  Johnny  fell  out  of  a  chestnut  tree."— 
Oil  City  Derrick. 


The  Insidious  Foe. 

He  was  on  the  staff  of  a  New  York  morn- 
ing paper,  and  was  visiting  in  Danbury  in 
the  past  week.  During  the  sojourn  he  made 
many  acquaintances.  One  of  them  was  a 
young  lady,  on  whom  he  particularly  desired 
to  make  a  favorable  impression.  He  took 
her  out  riding  on  one  of  the  golden  days. 
They  drove  out  into  the  country  where  the 
song  of  the  bird  and  the  rustle  of  the  dying 
leaves  made  sweet  music.  They  came  to  a 
cider  mill,  and  he  gallantly  jumped  out  and 
sought  to  get  her  some  of  the  fragrant  juice. 
He  bought  a  cupful  of  the  miller  and  brought 
it  to  her.  She  drank  it,  and  enjoyed  it,  and  ■ 
smiled  bewitchingly  her  thanks.  He  asked 
her  if  she  would  have  some  more  and  she 
said  she  would.  He  went  after  it,  putting 
his  hand  in  his  pocket  for  the  change  as  he 
went.  The  pocket  did  not  yield  as  he  ex- 
pected, and  he  dropped  into  another,  and 
thence  into  a  third.  This  while  the  miller 
was  filling  the  cup.  It  was  a  terrible  predi- 
cament, but  he  did  not  have  a  penny  with 
him.  The  miller  passed  him  the  cup  and  he 
went  back  to  the  carriage.  He  was  very  white 
in  his  face.  The  whole  price  of  the  cider 
was  not  more  than  ten  cents,  but  it  weighed 
about  him  like  a  millstone.  The  miller  was 
a  stranger  to  him.  The  young  lady  took  the 
proffered  cup  and  smiling  over  the  rim  at 
him,  asked  if  he  was  not  going  to  drink.  In 
a  hoarse  voice  he  told  her  that  he  did  not 
feel  like  it. 

"It  is  real  good,"  she  said, 

"Is  it  1"  he  huskily  asked. 

"Beal  good,"  she  repeated. 

"I  am  glad  you  like  it,"  he  said,  with  a 
ghastly  smile  of  approval. 

She  sipped  the  last. 

"Will  you  have  some  more?"  he  trembling- 
ly asked. 

"No  more,  thank  you." 

"There's  plenty  of  it,  and  you  can  have  it 
as  well  as  not,"  he  groaned  with  a  shiver. 

But  she  declined,  and  he  wended  his  way 
slowly  back  to  the  mill,  wondering  if  he 
would  get  off  without  a  fight  with  the  mil- 
ler, and  if  he  would  be  able  to  knock  him 
down. 

When  he  told  that  worthy  that  he  was 
without  funds  the  response  was  a  very  dis- 
heartening look.     Then  he  proposed  to  write 

up  the    mill    in    the  New  York  daily , 

speaking  of  it  as  the  most  successful  institu- 
tion of  the  kind  in  the  country.  The  miller 
said  he  didn't  know  but  he  was  honest 
enough,  but  he'd  been  played  on  too  many 
times  of  late.  As  a  last  resort  the  New 
York  journalist  gave  his  watch  for  security, 
and  drove   off  to   complete   the    delightful 

drive. 

In  one  of  the  city  papers  last  week  was  an 
able  editorial  on  the  curse  of  drink,  in  which 
it  was  spoken  of  as  an  "insidious  foe,"  "an 
agent  of  hell,"  "a  destroyer  of  domestic 
peace."  "a  devilish  device." 

Perhaps  you  noticed  the  article.— Danbury 
News. 
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— George  Washington  is  in  jail,  and  that, 
too,  in  Virginia. 

— An  Illinois  man  committed  suicide  in 
New  Orleans,  by  taking  morphine.  He  was 
impelled  to  the  rash  act  by  fear  of  catching 
yellow  fever. 

— Draco,  the  celebrated  Athenian  lawgiver, 
resembled  Judge  Louderback  in  many  re- 
pects.  The  latter,  however,  gives  no  law. 
He  has  none  to  give. 

— The  Trades  and  Labor  Union  will  give  a 
ball  at  Piatt's  Hall,  November  27th.  "First 
come,  first  served,"  is  the  motto  of  this  as- 
sociation and  as  there  is  only  one  bail  to  be 
given  candidates  will  have  to  step  up  lively. 
It  might  be  a  good  idea  to  cut  this  ball  up  in 
small  pieces  before  "giving"  it.  It  will  go 
round  farther  that  way. 

— The  great  sand-lot  orator  has  been  inter- 
viewed, instead  of  getting  ready  to  make  the 
streets  of  Boston  run  with  gore,  he  talks 
complacently  about  nominating  "Working- 
men"  (whatever  he  means  by  the  term)  for 
the  various  city  offices.  Alas  !  poor  Denis, 
has  the  great  tide  of  ignorance,  which  was  to 
sweep  from  one  end  of  the  land  to  the  other 
and  elect  the  next  President,  suddenly 
abated  ?  Mr.  Wellock,  you  had  better  collar 
that  ten  cents.  A  bird  in  the  hand  is  worth 
two  in  the  bush. 

— "An  assault,"  said  Judge  Ferrell  to  a  jury 
the  other  evening,  "is  a  threatning  to  com- 
mit violence  coupled  with  the  power  to  exe- 
cute the  threat.  For  example,  if  a  man  shakes 
his  fist  under  your  no3e,  that  is  an  assault." 
"Begorra,"  said  one  of  twelve,  "but  that's 
qare  kind  iv  salt."  "But,"  continued  His 
Honor,  "a  battery  is  the  commission  and  ex- 
ecution of  the  threat.  For  example,  if  the 
man  who  has  shaken  his  fist  under  your  nose 
hit  you  in  the  mouth  with  it,  that  is  a  bat- 
tery." "That's  a  batthury"  said  the  incre- 
dulous juryman,  "begorra  I'd  call  it  a  bat  in 
the  gaub." 

I  would  say  to  every  man,  buy  a  home  if  you  can, 
and  own  it.  If  a  windfall  has  come  to  you,  buy.  a 
home  with  it.  If  you  have  laid  up  enough  by  toil, 
buy  a  home.  If  you  have  made  money  in  stocks, 
buy  a  home.  Do  not  let  anybody  tempt  you  to  put 
all  your  winnings  back  into  the  pool.  Put  the  rest 
back  if  you  will.  Gamble  on  it  if  you  must,  but  buy 
a  home  first.  Buy  it  and  sell  it  not.  Then  the  roses 
that  bloom  there  are  yours.  The  jessamine  and  the 
clematis  that  climb  upon  the  porch  belong  to  you. 
You  have  planted  them  and  seen  them  grow.  When 
you  are  at  work  upon  them  you  are  working  for  your- 
selves and  not  for  others.  If  children  be  there,  then 
there  are  flowers  within  the  house  and  without.  Buy 
a  home. 


They  All  Do  It. 

The  following  illustrates  that  trading  in 
Madrid  is  not  unlike  the  rest  of  the  world 
very  much: 

A  nut-brown  maid  is  attracted  by  a  brilliant 
red  i»nd  yellow  scarf.  She  asks  the  Bleepy 
merchant,  nodding  before  his  wares: 

"What  is  this  rag  worth?" 

"Ten  reals." 

"Hombre!     Are   you  dreaming  or  crazy  ?" 

She  drops  the  coveted  neck-gear  and  moves 
on,  apparently  horror-stricken. 

"Don't  be  rash !  The  scarf  is  worth  twenty 
real;  but  for  the  sake  of  Santissima  Maria,  I 
offer  it  to  you  at  half-price.  Very  well! 
You  are  not  suited.     What  will  you  give?" 

"Cramba!  Am  I  buyer  and  seller  as  well  ? 
The  thing  is  worth  three  reals — more  is  sim- 
ply robbery — robbery." 

'.Maria!  Jose!  and  all  the  family!  We 
cannot  trade.  Sooner  than  sell  for  eight 
reals  I  shall  raise  the  cover  of  my  brains ! 
Go  thou !  It  is  eight  in  the  morning,  and 
still  thou  dreamest." 

She  lays  down  the  scarf  reluctantly,  say- 
ing: 

"Five." 

But  the  outraged  merchant  snorts,  scorn- 
fully: 

"Eight  was  my  last  word!     Go!" 

She  moves  away,  thinking  how  well  that 
scarf  would  look  in  the  Apollo  Gardens,  and 
casts  over  her  shoulder  a  Parthian  glance, 
and  bids: 

"Six!" 

"Take  it!  It  is  madness,  but  I  cannot 
waste  my  time  bargaining." 

Both  congratulate  themselves  on  the  opera- 
tion. He  would  have  taken  five  and  she 
would  have  given  seven. 


A.  MaeBeth.  J.  Gollan. 

MacBETH  &  GOLLAN, 


633  Washington  St., 

Between  Montgomery  and  Kearny  Sts. 
nov9-2mos. 


BALDWIN'S 

Pickled    Sutter, 

30  CENTS  per  POUND. 

Eastern  Butter,  in  10-pound  Packoges, 
20  Cents. 

TERWILLIGER  &  FINK, 

50  and  51  Washington  Market. 

nov9-lm 


REMOVAL. 


I,  W,  TABER 

The  leading  Photographer  of  this  city,  has  just  occu- 
pied his  new  and  handsome  parlors  over  the  HIBER- 
NIA.  BANK,  corner  Market  and  Montgomery  Sts. 
Entrance  on  Montgomery  Street.  Elevator  e.mnec 
ted  with  building.  Easy  of  access.  The  handsomest 
Photograph  Rooms  in  the  city. 

Give  Him  a  Call ! 
nov9-2mos 


The  little  ripple  which  gave  indication  of 
life  in  theatrical  circles  during  the  past  week 
or  two  seems  to  have  subsided.      At  the 

California  Theatre 
A  dramatized  version  of  one  of  Miss  Brad- 
don's  most  sensational  novels  has  held  the 
boards  during  the  week.  "Aurora  Floj'd" 
even  with  Mr.  Frank  Lawlor  in  the  cast  has 
a  flavor  of  moss  and  mildew  about  it.  Ap- 
parently the  public  think  so  to.  The  man- 
agement ought  to  go  back  fifty  years  or  so  if 
they  are  going  into  the  resurrection  business. 

At  Baldwin's 
Miss  Clara  Morris  in  "Miss  Multon"  was  an 
unusually  good  personation.     We   notice  of 
late  that  this  little  establishment  is  making 
remarkable  strides  forward. 

At  the  Bush  Street  Theatre 
"The  Little  Duke"  still  holds  its  own.  The 
performance  has  of  course  become  much 
smoother  and  more  perfect  than  it  was  at 
first,  but  we  are  getting  tired  of  "The  Little 
Duke." 


At  the  OS-rand  Opera  House 
"The  Sea  of  Ice"  is  nightly  wrestled  with. 
It  is  a  unique  production  and  the  manner  of 
rendering  it  is — well,  remarkable. 


At  the  Standard. 
That  combination  of  artists  called  Bice's 
Surprise  Party  have  produced  a  burlesque 
called  "Robinson  Crusoe,  Esq."  It  is  high- 
ly amusing  and  presented  in  a  very  creditable 
manner. 


Ques. 

Ole  Bull  is  about  commencing  an  Ameri- 
can tour. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Florence  are  now  on  their 
autumn  tour. 

A  recent  English  play  shows  a  diver  at  the 
bottom  of  the  sea, 

Shakespeare's  "Hamlet"  has  been  trans- 
lated into  Hindostanee. 

"Our  Bo3Ts"  was  performed  for  the  1,200th 
time  at  the  Vaudeville,  London. 

A  daughter  of  Brigham  Young  has  become 
an  actress  under  the  name  of  Cecil  Gray. 


"Woodward's  Gardens. 
What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Planl.es  to  Paris,   or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
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dens  are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gvmnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

TJse  SLAVEN'S 

Tosemite  Cologne! 

nov9-3m 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


A  Beautiful  picture  is  what  we  all  admire.  The 
photogrhphs  taken  at  the  Imperial  Gallery,  724% 
Market  Street,  are  unsurpassed  in  finish  and  artistic 
merit.  *nov2-lm 


The  Mammoth  Tree. — A  section  of  the  larget  tree 
in  the  world  is  now  being  exhibited  by  Messrs. 
McKearuan,  H.  H.  Tuttle  and  Hubbs,  at  a  vacant  lot 
on  Market  Street,  near  Sixth,  for  a  few  days,  before 
being  exported  to  New  York  and  Europe.  This  tree, 
called  "Old  Moses,"  from  a  mountain  of  that  name 
near  which  it  grew,  was  discovered  by  Professor 
Knowles  in  1874,  on  the  Tulo  River,  Tulare  County, 
75  miles  from  Visalia.  It  was  considerably  over  240 
feet  in  height  and  measured  111  feet  at  the  base. 
The  section  on  exhibition  measures  100  feet  in  cir- 
cumference. The  age  of  this  tree  is  estimated  to  be 
4824  years.  This  gigantic  wonder  will  be  found  an 
object  of  admiration  and  no  one  should  fail  to  see 
this  monarch  of  the  forests.  *nov2-4t 


Oriental  History  tells  us  that  the  world-renowned 
Emperor,  Haroun  Al  Raschid,  whose  reign  still 
stands  a  synonymn  for  all  that  is  gorgeous  and  lux- 
urious, was  a  passionate  lover  of  perfumes.  The 
Persians,  to  this  day,  pay  almost  divine  honors  to 
the  source  of  all  fragrance — the  flowers  of  the  field 
and  the  garden — and  the  devotee  may  be  seen  at  cer- 
tain hours  and  certain  seasons,  throughout  the  king- 
dom, seated  on  his  small  square  of  carpet,  absorbed 
-in  silent  adoration  of  some  favorite  blossom.  A 
beautiful  thought,  truly,  that  finds  in  one  of  the 
least  and  most  perishable  of  the  Creator's  works  a 
subject  for  deepest  reverence.  The  love  of  perfumes 
travel  with  civilization;  and  the  highest  point  to 
which  luxury  and  refinement  can  attain  is  that  where 
perfection  in  this  absolute  essential  of  au  elegant 
toilette  is  obtained:  as  witness  the  ancient  grandeur 
of  Eome  and  Greece,  the  palmy  days  of  European 
empires,  and  even  our  own  rapidly-increasing  atten- 
tion to  this  delicate  refinement.  No  one  can  deny 
that  the  fragrance  of  several  flowers  excels  the  fra- 
grance of  a  single  one.  Hence,  in  the  preparation 
of  the  famous  Yosemite  Cologne,  it  is  justly  claimed 
that  the  acme  of  perfection  has  been  reached,  in  the 
blending  of  many  into  one  exquisite  fragrance. 


A  limited  number  of  complete  second  vol- 
umes of  the  Wasp  may  be  purchased  at  the 
business  office,  602  California  Street. 


"Watches,  Jewelry  and  Silverware,  at  the 
very  lowest  prices.  Watch  and  Jewelry  re- 
pairing a  specialty  all  work  warranted.  H. 
WEULE,  634  Market  St.,  opp.  Palace  Hotel. 


Stock  Indicator  Oyster  and  Lunch  House, 
Leidesdorff  street,  bet.  Pine  and  California, 
below  the  Pacific  Stock  Board.    Oysters  in  all 


styles,  served  from  6  A.  M.  to  6  P.  M.  New 
York  Butter  Cakes  will  be  sold  only  at  the 
old  stand,  519  California  street,  under  Cali- 
fornia Market.         J.  H.  Burns,  Jr.,  Prop. 


— Becipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


Madame  Demorest's  cut  paper  patterns. 
The  most  stylish  and  reliable  of  any  patterns 
made.  Send  for  illustrated  Calalogue,  fiee 
A  full  and  complete  assortment  of  patterns 
always  on  hand.  Will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress in  the  country  by  mail  on  the  receipt 
of  price  in  stamps.  Myron  Shew,  General 
Agent  for  the  Pacific  Coast,  No.  109  Dupont 
street,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 


Moiis.  Alexander  S.  De  Wolowski, 

The  well-known  pianist  and  vocalist,  honor- 
ary member  of  the  principal  Philharmonic 
Societies,  reopens  courses  and  classes  for 
piano  and  singing,  for  opera,  parlor  and  con- 
certs, by  his  new  simplified  method,  the 
shortest  and  best  in  existence,  saving  years  of 
practice  to  beginners,  reading  music  at  sight 
and  training  the  voice  to  its. highest  culture. 
Musical  time  by  his  new  invention.  At  Al- 
bemarle House,  No.  8  Mason  St. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
■  — Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Keport,  TJ.  S.  In- 
ternal Kevenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


DONNOLLY'S 

YEAST  POWDER 

FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 
Ask    Your     Grocer    For    It. 


Mrs.  F.  De  Courcy, 

MILLIMEE 

■  And  Importer  of 

FINE    MILLINERY    G-OODS, 

140  &  142  Sixth  St.,  bet.  Ho-wardandNatoma,  S.  F. 
nov9-2mos 


(~!L{\T  T\  Any  worker  can  make  S12  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
VJvJ-IJ-*  Outfit  free.    Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 


FASHIONABLE 

SHOE  STORE, 

CORNER  MARKET  AND  DUPONT  STREETS, 

Just  received  the  Latest  PARIS  Fall  and  Winter 
styles  of 

Ladies  and  Gent's  Boots. 

nov9-3mo3 


AMERICAN    LYRE! 

The  most  simply  constructed  String  Instrument  before  the  Public. 

Its  Tone  is  Full,  Sonorus  and  Rich,  aim  supeiior  to  the 

German  Zither  and  Guitar. 

BANCROFT,  KNIGHT  &  CO., 

General  Agents, 

733  MARKET  STREET,  San  Francisco. 

nov9-lm 


MILLINERY  EMPORIUM, 


UNDER  THE  BALDWIN. 


nov9-lm 


PALMER  BROTHERS 

VW  to  734  MARKET  STREET, 

Have  a  full  Assortment  of 

Ladies9  and  Gents9  Furnishing  Goods, 

Toilet  Articles,  Corsets,  Embroideries,  French  any  Valenciennes 
Laces,  a  fine  Assortment  of  Veilings  and  Rushings,  and  the  larges 
stock  of 

MILLINERY  GOODS, 

And  the  best  stock  of 

BOYS'  CLOTHING-  and  HATS  &  CAPS 

IN  THE  CITY. 

nov2-lm 


KOHLER  &  CHASE, 

Agents  for  the  well  known 

DECKER  PIANOS, 

REMOVED  TO 
137  and  139  Post  St. 


Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICEES: 

President M.  D.  SWEENY 

Vice-Pbesident CD.  O'SULLIVAN 

TRUSTEES- 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  MeAran,  John  Sullivan,         Gns.    Tonchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Tbeasobeb EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co'a  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 

The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  hlB  first  deposit 

A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 

Deposits  received  from  §2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 

jnly21-tf  ' 
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LAST  OPPORTUNITY! 

TO  SEE  THE  WONDERFUL 


STRASBURG CLOCK! 

All  delighted  at  its  marvelous  movements,  aston- 
ished at  its  intricate  mechanism,  interested  in  its 
pathetic  history,  and  full  of  wonder  at  its  BEAUTY 
and  PERFECTION. 

Now   on   Exhibition    at    727 
Market   Street ! 

Open  from  10  A.  M.  to  9.30  P.  M.;  and  on  Sunday 
from  G  P.  M.  to  10  P.  M.  Admission  15  cents;  Two 
for  25  cents;  Children  10  cents. 


CENTRAL  SALOON 

244  SUTTER  ST.,  bet.  Kearny  and  Dnpont. 


HOT    LUNG 

From  1 1  to  1  o'clock. 

Beer,  Wines,  Liquors,  Cigars 


FRANZ  FELDER,  Manager. 


MERCER'S 
Marsh  Mallow  Candy 

W  A.  O  X  0  Efc  If, 

WHOLESALE    AND    RETAIL, 

No.  17  POWELL  ST.,  opp.  Baldwin's  Hotel,  San 
Francisco. 

Branch  of  518  KEARNY   STREET. 

jn^Special  Attention  paid  to  Country  Orders.  Jgl 


FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing. 


COLQMA  VINEYARD. 


Constantly  on 
hand 

WINES  &  BRANDIES, 

Burgundy, 


&M  Muscat,     Catawba, 

RED,    WHITE, 
and     other     WINES. 

Robert  Chalmers,  Coloma. 

FOR  SALE  BY 

x*  a  «  js  3Ft  «p  ]*E:£«r., 

General  Agent  for  San  Francisco,  also 
Dealer  in 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors, 


412  Sansome  Street, 


San  Francisco. 


Candies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pare  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!     Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

b  0/^xsr*rir  <3t  eo., 

"Wholesale     and    Retail    Confectioners, 
107  MONTGOMERY  STREE1. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  our  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates.  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal,  Orders  from  the  interior  promply  and  care- 
fully attended  to.  Broken  Candy,  15  cents  a  pound. 
Mixed  Candy,  20  cents  a  pound. 


Henry  Ahrens.         Henry  Tietjen.         Th.  v.  Borstel. 

CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420-1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .AJirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


A.    SCHROEPFER* 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his   office   to  Thurlow  Block, 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost,  | 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


Rubricating  (^ompound 

AND   CUPS. 

One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  will  last  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cups. 

THE 


MM 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
add  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  five  yeara  and 
give  no  trouble. 

K.  HOE  &  COS 

CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL,  SHOP 
and  EDGEB  SAWS, 

always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
out any  "f  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saw   constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
lines,  manufactories,  saw  mills,  etc.,  throughout  the  United 
States.    Send  for  Circulars.     Address 

TATUM  &  BO¥EN, 

No.  3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market. 
P.  O.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 

GJE  4-f*  (JiOA  per  day  at  home.  Samples  worth  S5  free. 
<PO    Ij\J   'J?-i\J   Address  Stisson  &  Co.,  fortla-id,  Maine. 


/IOUNTING    S. 

ONE  DOLLAR 


Lulovre  Muff.  *1.  but  of  sttidn,  #1.  [The  Shub]  Siud,  #1.  Lefevre  Eur  Ui-op*  *1. 

THE  ONLY  PERFECT  FAC-SIMILE  OF  THE  REAL  DIAMOND  IN  THE  WORLD. 

Pronounced  by  the  Academy  of  France  that  M.  Lefevre  has  really  obtained  artificially  the  irue  diamond. 
The  basis  of  ihese  corns  are  pure  crvstals  found  in  the  Sierra  Nevadas.  from  whence  they  are  exported 
to  the  Lefevre  Laboratory  In  raris,  France,  where  they  are  submitted  to  a  chemical  and  voltaic  process, 

BY  WHICH   THEIR    SURFACES  ARE    COYEREO    WITH    A    COATING    OF   PURE    DIAMONDS, 
Imparting  to  them  all  the  Biiilm  incv,  Hardness,  and  refractive  qualities  of  the  natural  diamond,  and 
making  them  as  desirable  for  Wear,  Ilrillianc.T,  and   Benni.v,  as  the  veritable  gems  themselves. 
The  Iting,  Studs,  and    Ear    Drops,  as  displayed  In   this   announcement,  are  accurate   engravings  or 
SOLID  QOLD  MOmTTIlTQS,  C0HTAIHIH8  THE  WONDEEFUT,  LEFEVBE  DIAMOND,  warranted  by  certificate  U.S.  Mint  ansa?. 

ON  RECEIPT  OF  ONE  DOLAAR  ^America,  either  article  ns  above  represented.  Our 
"Book  on  Diamonds,"  with  illustrations  of  artistic  Diamond  Jewelry  in  solid  (14  k.)  gold,  mailed  free, 

T  have  neon  manv  lmlintlnn<.  of  diamonds,  hut  never  nnv  that  could  eqn.il  the  Lefevre  Brllllnnt.-M.  F.I.I.ttOV.  Slfimfbrd  .Conn. 

I  am  In  receipt  of  n  pair  of  Lhe  V.m.lerr.il  1,-fevro  R.-ir  l.rn,.s.  r..r  one  dollar;  to  say  that  I  nm  pleased  wltli  them  hardly  1111b  iho 
bill,  lhernrcHlmi.lv  clrcnnt-ANnRKW  MORRIS.  Hornpll-vlllcN.Y.  ...     .,M 

The  1Tonrlr.rf.il 'l.rr.-i re  lilamnnrl  Ring,  for  one  dollar,  crime  to  hand  thin  momtnr..  It  Is  reallr  elegant,  giving  entire  mlUs faction, 
and  ellcltlna  won-l-r  nml  n.lrnlrinlnn  from  nil  who  iec  It.— W.  H.  BEKDY.  Martln«hurjr.  W.  Vn. 
'     The  Lefevre   [)l-ini..ii.t-    mourned  lo  nolld-gold,  fire  inilv  marvelous.— H.  F.  AVERY  ft  PONS,  Home  and  Farm,  LonWIlle.  Ky. 

The  cnilnenllv  ■ucee^'fiil  e\p<Tlmctits  orM.  Lcfevra  "silences  all  doubt  of  the  artlllcial  reproduction  or  the  true  diamond.— 
1T.DU  FRHNOY.'the  cn-al  Freneh  Scientist.  ...  -       .,  *  ,    ,D  , 

The  Lefevre  Diamond  most  effectualtr  dlHturbn  the  Blarahem  of  the  poHWOri  of  costly  gems.— Journal  or  Science. 

JtefJ-Wp  guarantee  the  Wonderful  Lefevre  Diamonds  for  One  Dollar  to  he  mounted  In  Solid  Gold* 
and  will  cheerfully  refund  the  money  if  found  unsatisfactory.    Address  all  orders  to  the 

AMEBICAN  JEWELRY  COMPANY,  5  Arcade,  CINCINNATI,  0. 

Tuo  American  Jewelry  Company  Is  a  prompt  and  reliable  boum. 
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San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing    MONDAY,    OCT.   7th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
"will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 

3{\r%  P.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Steamer  "James  M. 
•  W  Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),  connecting  with 
Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa, 
Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  con- 
nections at  Lakevills  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Likiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City, 
and  the  Geysers. 

^^Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  with  Ful- 
ton and  Guernevillh  R  R.  for  Korbel's,  Guerneville  and  the  Red- 
woods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  11.00  A.  M.] 

8f\f\  A.  M.  [Sundays  only],  Excursion  Steamer  "James  M. 
•  W   Donahue"  connecting  at  Donahue  with  trains  for  Clo- 
verdale and  way  stations. 

RETURNING  TRAINS  will  leave  Ponahue  at 
4.40  P.  M.  and  arrive  in  Sun  Francisco  at  6.25  P.  M. 

^.Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  3.00  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN, 
Gen.  Manager.         Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't. 


BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Firing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


a  week  in  your  own  town.  Terms  and  $5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


$66 


NOW  OPENEB. 


wmmm  to  az*i*s 

Rules  of  the  People's  public 

STOCK  EXCHANGE 

311  and  313  Pine  Street. 

It  is  optional  whether  we  accept  orders  or  not. 

Orders  Received  from  Five  Shares  to  One  Hun- 
dred. 

MARGINS. 

The  Lowest  Margins  received  on  Stocks  selling 
below  $51pei  share  will  be  50  cents  per  share. 

Above  $5  and  not  over  $10  will  be  $1  per  share. 

Above  $10  and  not  over  $20  will   be  $2  per  share. 

Above  $20  and  not  over  $30  will  be  $3  per  share. 

Above  $30  and  not  over  $100  will  be  $5  per  share. 

Above  $100  and  not  over  $300  will  be  $10  per 
share. 

Parties  can  Operate  direct  from  the  prices  of  the 
indicators,  and  close  on  same  as  the  prices  come  out 
providing  the  quotations  are  not  out  too  long. 

Customers  must  be  governed  by  the  quotations  of 
the  San  Francisco  Stock  Exchange,  subject  to  official 
corrections. 

Commissions  will  be  one-quarter  of  one  per  cent, 
for  buying  and  the  same  for  selling  on  all  transac- 
tions over  $200. 

Those  wishing  to  remargin  Stocks  must  do  so  be- 
fore their  first  margins  are  exhausted. 

Interest  charged  for  carrying  Stocks  will  be  one 
per  cent,  per  month. 

Stocks  carried  as  long  as  margins  are  kept  good. 

Those  desiring  Stock  will  please  notify  us  when 
the  order  is  given. 

No  further  Liability  to  the  customer  than  the 
amount  of  margin  put  up. 

No  notification  will  be  given  when  your  contracts 
are  exhausted. 

Stocks  are  not  sold  out  until  the  entire  margin 
is  exhausted. 

This  Exchange  opens  and  closes  the  same  hours 
as  the  San  Francisco  Stock  Exchange 

Fifty  cents  commission  on  all  transactions  be 
low  $200. 

Orders  by  mail  promptly  executed. 

WM.  G.  STEDMAN  &  CO. 


HIBERWIA 

BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between    8th   and    9th   Streets, 

M.  NUN  AN,  Proprietor. 


NOTICE. 

The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicious  nature  will 
he  published  by  this  pnper. 


0.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  K..  KELLY 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
Ban  Francisco. 

WAITED. 

In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,  CANVAS- 
SEES  for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
"Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


5  3j 
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A/OETHIG  &r  TURK. 

PROPRIETORS  . 


O!    Ah! 

MULLER 

IS      THE 

LeadingOptician 

135  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

opposite  the  Occidental  Hotel, 

NEAR  BUSH  ST. 
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JO,  HICKS  «Sc  CO.. 

BOOK  BINDERS 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 

54:{    flay   Street 


junS-tf 


SAX    FRANCISCO. 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,   effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FE13JEL   &   GERARD,    from  Paris, 

838  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up  . 
stairs. 

* 

B.  S.  BUENS, 

Agent  for 

lie  Ilkstiatd  Wasp 

Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,    between   J   and    It. 

SACBAMENTO,  CAL. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 


409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  "Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-tf 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 

FREE 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  "Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOR  AN¥  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours*  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 

TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

623  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
.  in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of 
Rail  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
;  erative  organs,  and  all  physical  con- 
i  ditions  of  weakness  consequent  upon 
51  the  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexeB. 
Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successfull  treated. 
The  sick  and  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospital  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  chargb  unless  ht 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  maybe  CURED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 
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S9  MM, 


pU&u5HE:D 

EVERY    SATURDAY 


imii  *-.  E  : 

I     HO'iCALII',OI(N'IA      ST. 

N,W.  COR    OF  KEARNY    ST 


PRICE  10(7? 


SanPrancisco,  November  16TW8 


;     RECORDED    AT  SACRAMENTO  CAl  .i-  - 
BY  THE    PUBLISHERS    OF  THE  WASP. 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

-    AT    - 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 

TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
Thirty-five  cents  per  month  delivered  by  carrier 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 

To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 

Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY    IN  ADVANCE) 

(Postage  Free) 

One  Year 

. 

$4.00 

Six  Months 

- 

$2.00 

Three  Months 

- 

$1.00 

TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 
^Postage  Free) 

One  Year      ...  -        $5.00 

Six  Months      -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice^  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
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SATURDAY,  NOVEMBER  16,  1878. 

"  'Gainst  the  wrong  that  needs  redressing, 
For  the  weak,  the  strong  oppressing." 

One  of  the  worst  results  of  the  late  elec- 
tion in  Nevada  is  the  return  of  a  person 
named  Daggett  as  a  member  of  Congress. 
He  is  one  of  those  unrefined  men  who  may 
be  all  right  in  a  mining  camp  newspaper 
office,  but  utterly  out  of  place  in  the  Council 
Hails  of  the  nation. 


The  gallant  General  McComb  has  thrown 
down  the  gage  of  battle,  and  we  hasten  to 
take  it  up.  "We  say  that  the  efforts  of  that 
combination  of  scheming  wire  pullers  and  ig- 
norant men,  now  assembled  in  Sacramento 
to  abridge  the  liberties  of  the  Press  can  only 
be  characterised  by  one  word  and  that  word 
is — infamous.  The  General  in  his  ungram- 
matical  little  paragraph  assumes  a  virtuous 
air.  He  never  prints  libels.  Oh!  dear  no;  it 
wouldn't  be  respectable !  He  didn't  publish 
all  the  lying  statements  that  have  been  made 
about  Mr.  Tilden — even  to  commenting  edi- 
torially (and  spitefully)  on  that  absurd  canard 
regarding  his  rejection  by  a  St.  Louis  belle. 
And  he  didn't  take  any  hand  in  exposing  the 
rascalities  and  corruption  of  the  "Federal 
Bing"  either.  Oh!  dear  no;  he  is  too  respect- 
able. Yet  we  will  undertake  to  show  him 
over  twenty  deliberate  lies  published  in  his 
paper  inside  of  six  months. 


THE  SOLID  SOUTH. 

Within  the  past  few  weeks  and  particularly 
since  the  results  of  the  recent  electitins  have 
been  ascertained,  a  certain  class  of  papers  on 
rhis  Coast,  and  throughout  the  whole  coun- 
try, have  been  singing  a  song  which  the  above 
expression  forms  the  refrain  of.  The  simple 
unvarnished  truth  is  that  certain  party  lead- 
ers have  determined  to  fight  the  next  Presi- 
dential election  upon  the  old  dead  issues 
which  have  been  before  the  people  since 
1860.  That  such  a  course  was  premeditated 
has  been  our  impression  for  some  time  past, 
and,  when  we  observed  the  telegraphic  dis- 
patches beginning  to  briStle  with  blood  curd- 
ling insinuations  of  intimidation  and  outrage 
at  the  South,  that  impression  ripened  into  a 
positive  conviction. 

We  had  almost  thought  the  time  had  »r 
rived  when  political  associations  would  come 
before  the  people  with  a  definite  and  com- 
prehensive programme  clearly  outlining  the 
policy,  in  regard  to  the  issues  of  the  day, 
which  they  advocated.  It  seems,  however, 
that  we  were  reckoning  without  our  host. 
The  "bloody  shirt"  has  already  been  nailed  to 
the  mast-head,  and  on  it  is  emblazoned  in 
bold  letters,  so  that  he  who  runs  may  read:" 
"Drown  your  reason  in  sectional  passion  and 
hate;  have  no  regard  for  the  questions  of  the 
day,  but  vote  the  Republican  ticket  because 
you  voted  it  when  the  party  had  a  definite 
policy  upon  the  current  issues  and  was  com- 
posed of  patriotic  men  aiming  to  accomplish 
a  great  purpose." 

What  is  the  meaning  of  this  shibboleth, 
"The  Solid  South  ?"  It  means  that  a  large 
majority  of  the  people  of  the  Southern  Sta- 
tes support  the  Democratic  party  and  vote 
for  its  nominees.  It  means  that  the  Moses', 
the  Chamberlains',  the  Jim  Andersons',  and 
the  hosts  of  other  thieving  carpet-baggers, 
being  now  unsupported  by  Grant's  Federal 
bayonets,  can't  raise  a  following  even  among 
the  negroes.  But  why  should  the  South  not 
be  solid?  If  a  majority  of  the  people  of  that 
section  of  the  country  favor  the  political 
theories  and  tenets  advocated  by  the  Demo- 
cratic party,  why  should  they  not  vote  for 
that  party  ?  Are  they  free  agents,  or  are 
they  not  ?  Are  they,  in  the  epigrammatieal 
language  of  the  Mr.  Madison  Wells,  peers  or 
vassals  ? 

One  would  judge  from  the  tone  of  a  por- 
tion of  the  Press  that  the  Southern  States 
had  committed  a  terrible  crime  in  not  return- 
ing a  delegation  of  carpet-baggers  to  Con- 
gress in  the  late  elections.  One  local  writer 
exclaimed  pitiously,  a  few  days  ago:  "We 
have  done  everything  possible  to  conciliate 
these  people;  we  have  treated  them  with  a 
leniency  which  the  vanquisher  never  before 
exercised  towards  the  vanquished;  we  even 
helped  them  when  a  terrible  plague  was 
stalking  through  their  land — which  was  im- 
poverished by  war  and  the  thieving  hands  of 
our  political  associates."  And  even  the 
gentle  Pixley  rejoices  that  a  "Solid  South" 
has  been  faced  by  a  "Solid  North."  Now 
two  wrongs  never  make  a  right,  and,  if  it  is 
wrong  for  the  South  to  be  solidly  Democra- 
tic, surely  it  must  be  equally  wrong  for  the 
North  to  be   solidly  Republican.      Suppose 


that  the  people  of  the  South  were  to  exclaim: 
"You  are  treating  us  shamefully;  you  have, 
with  the  aid  of  the  national  credit  and  im- 
ported soldiers,  beaten  us  in  war;  you  have 
plundered  us  in  peace;  and  now  you  persist 
in  supporting  a  political  organization  holding 
views  which  we  can't  agree  with,  what  would 
be  said  of  them  ? 

And  now  we  come  to  another  important 
point  in  this  matter  and  that  is  in  relation  to 
the  outrage  and  intimidation  which,  it  has 
been  alleged,  or  rather  insinuated,  exists  in 
the  South.  It  will  be  recollected  that,  dur- 
ing the  last  Presidential  contest,  the  telegra- 
phic columns  of  the  "Associated  Press"  pa- 
pers were  burdened  with  sickening  and  revol- 
ting accounts  of  outrage  and  violence  per- 
petrated by  the  blood  thirsty  Bourbons  upon 
the  peaceful  inoffensive  negroes  and  white 
Republicans.  Those  outrages  were  stated 
with  precision  as  to  dates,  names,  and  places; 
and  the  public  will  perhaps  recollect  that 
numbers  of  them  were  shown  to  be  pure  fa- 
brications, and  that  the  balance  had  no  poli- 
tical significance  being  merely  the  result  of  the 
lawlessness  and  chaos  consequent  upon  car- 
pet-bag misrule.  The  public  will  recollect 
the  celebrated  Eliza  Pinkingston,  how  her 
person  was  outraged  by  immoral  red-shirted 
Democrats,  how  her  husband  was  hunted 
down  and  brutally  murdered  by  the  same 
wicked  people;  and  finally  they  will  recollect 
her  own  sworn  statement,  before  the  Potter 
Committee,  that  the  whole  story  from  begin- 
ning to  end  was  a  diabolical  lie — that  her 
husband  was  killed  by  negroes,  that  her  per- 
son had  not  been  violated  at  all,  and  that  she 
was  induced  by  the  ageiits  of  the  visiting  '■  Re- 
publican Statesmen"  to  swear  to  the  false  state- 
ment. The  public,  we  think,  will  be  able  to 
bear  those  matters  in  mind  and  will  know 
exactly  the  amount  of  credence  to  be  attached 
to  the  wild  statements  with  which  the  tele- 
graphic wires  have  been  persistently  ladened 
during  the  past  few  weeks.  It  has  also  been 
asserted  that  the  right  to  meet  and  discuss 
political  questions  has  been  denied  to  South- 
ern Republicans.  The  fact  is  that  the  car- 
pet-bag element  have  labored  to  influence  the 
ignorant  negro  vote  by  stating  at  public  meet- 
ings that  the  success  of  the  Democratic  party 
meant  the  relegation  of  the  colored  popula- 
tion back  into  slavery,  and  Democratic 
speakers  have  attended  those  meetings  for 
the  purpose  of  refuting  the  falsehood.  Un- 
der the  circumstances  impartial  minds  will, 
perhaps,  agree  with  us  in  the  opinion  that 
they  were  not  altogether  unjustifiable. 

We  stated  last  week  that  in  politics  we  are 
independent;  we  repeat  the  statement  now. 
But,  if  an  effort  is  made — and  it  seems  most 
likely  it  will  be — to  place  the  "Man  on 
Horseback"  again  in  the  Presidential  chair 
by  an  appeal  to  the  passions  and  prejudices 
of  the  people,  through  misrepresentation  and 
lying,  we  will  not  stand  idly  by.  This  coun- 
try has  had  enough  of  Grant,  as  President, 
and  more  than  enough  of  the  "bloody  shirt," 
and  whatever  little  influence  this  journal 
may  possess  will  be  used  to  defeat  them  both 
— not  because  we  are  Democratic  but  because 
we  wish  the  country  well.  Others  may  for- 
get that  he   was   the  friend   of  all  corrupt 
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rings,  of  the  Babcoeks,  the  Belknaps,  the 
Sargents,  the  Gorhams,  el  al.,  but  we  do 
not. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration.] 
BURST  ! 
And  it  came  to  pass  that  there  was  much 
of  turmoil  and  strife  in  the  laud  and  the 
chief  priests  and  rulers  were  divided  in 
opinion  and  took  not  counsel  one  with  the 
other.  And  behold  there  was  much  confu- 
sion, there  was  a  conflict  of  ideas,  there  was 
a  babel  of  tongues,  in  fact  there  was  every- 
thing except  common  honesty  and  common 
sense.  There  were  those  who  said  that  un- 
der a  free  government,  every  man  should  be 
allowed  to  make  his  own  money;  there  were 
others  who  said  that,  under  a  free  govern- 
ment, there  should  be  no  money  and  no  ne- 
cessity for  money — that  everything  should 
be  like  the  government,  free.  Then  again 
there  were  those  who  said  that  there  was 
only  two  descriptions  of  honest  labor,  and 
they  were  carrying  the  hod,  or  slinging  the 
pick  and  shovel.  And  again  there  were 
those  who  said  there  was  only  one  class  ol 
people  who  were  respectable  or  worthy  of 
consideration,  and  that  class  was  composed 
of  the  owners  of  railroads,  gas  manufactories 
water  rights,  etc. 

And  while  they  were  thus  disputing,  and 
swearing,  and  calling  each  other  names,  Ben- 
jamin, who  is  surnamed  the  spoon  stealer, 
brought  his  cock-eye  to  bear  upon  the  guber- 
natorial chair  of  the  old  Bay  State.  And 
Benjamin's  eye  hath  a  covetous  slant  and 
he  observed  that  the  cushions  of  the  seat 
were  soft  and  there  were  many  choice  pick- 
ings which  lay  within  easy  reach  of  it.  There- 
fore did  Benjamin  call  upon  the  people, 
from  Dan  even  unto  Boston,  to  carry  bin 
unto  that  haven  of  rest.  And  Denis,  who  is 
surnamed  the  Ass,  heard  from  afar  off  the 
cry  of  Benjamin  even  as  the  hungry  jackdaw 
heareth  from  afar  off  the  cry  of  the  musical 
tom-tit.  Behold,  said  Denis,  I  will  arise  and 
go  unto  him  because  he  is  a  man  after  mine 
own  heart;  and  he  shall  be  the  "White 
Plumed  Hero  of  Navarre"  while  I  will  be  the 
"Bold  Napoleon  of  the  West."  And  behold 
it  came  to  pass  that  Benjamin  and  Denis 
caught  the  frog  which  hath  a  greenback  and 
had  lived  a  romantic  life  in  out  of  the  way 
swamps.  And  the  frog  became  inflated  with 
his  new  found  greatness  and  grew  to  an 
enormous  size.  And  Denis  and  Benjamin 
mounted  upon  the  frog  and  were  carried  on 
even  unto  the  gates  of  victory.  And  as  they 
were  waiting  for  the  gates  to  be  opened  unto 
them  behold  the  elders  and  rulers  became 
frightened;  yea  an  verily  they  were  taken  ex- 
ceedingly bad  with  that  disease  which  is  cal- 
led a  weakening  of  the  back-bone.  And 
their  knees  did  shake  beneath  them,  their 
eyes  grew  dim,  and  their  teeth  did  chatter; 
therefore  did  the  Chief  Priests  supplicate 
and  burn  incense  in  the  temple  to  the  end 
that  Denis  and  Benjamin  might  be  over- 
thrown. And  lo!  no  man  knoweth  how  it 
came  to  pass,  but  the  frog  could  no  longer 
stand  the  pressure.  He  burst  in  a  dozen 
different  places,  his  gas  escaped,  and  he  col- 
lapsed   with    a    suddenness    which  left  the 


'Bold  Napoleon"  and  the  "White  Plumed 
Hero"  at  an  unpleasant  elevation  with  no- 
thing to  support  them. 

Verily  and  verily  this  is  a  strange  world 
full  of  angularities  and  disappointments. 
Him  that  hath  ears,  let  him  hear!  Him  that 
hath  feet,  let  him  walk!  Him  that  hath  mo- 
ney, let  him  be  glad!  And  him  that  hath  no 
money,  let  him  go  to  grass  for  nobody  wants 
him  around! 


THE  FRENCH  BANK. 


"  What's  yours  is  mine  and  what's  mine  is 
my  own,"  is  a  proposition  of  a  somewhat 
humerous  nature  which,  up  to  very  recently, 
was  regarded  more  in  the  light  of  a  witti- 
cism than  as  an  accepted  legal  maxim. 
The  most  sceptical  can  no  longer  doubt 
the  good  old  Presbyterian  doctrine  of  foreor- 
dination  in  the  face  of  the  fact  that  it  has  re- 
mained, through  all  these  ages,  for  the 
learned  Judge  Dwinelle  to  discover  the  sub- 
tle legal  philosophy  which  lies  hidden  under- 
neath that  hoary-headed,  venerable,  joke.  If 
we  understand  the  learned  Judge's  position 
aright,  this  new — and  to  Story  unknown — 
equitable  maxim  is  for  particular  and  special 
use.  It  is  only  to  be  called  into  force  when 
a  combination  of  legal  and  other  thieves 
are  seeking  to  rob  some  innocent  people  of 
their  hard-earned  gains,  and  even  then  all 
other  measures  must  first  be  exhausted.  It 
has  just  now  been  applied  by  the  disting- 
uished jurist  himself,  and  for  the  first  time. 
The  French  residents  in  this  city  have — or 
rather  have  had — a  Bank;  the  person  who 
was  at  the  head  of  that  institution  defalcated 
(in  plain  English,  he  stole).  At  his  right 
hand,  during  the  thievery,  sat  one  Gallagher, 
a  Frenchman  from  Cork  and  also  a  lawyer. 
Mr.  Gallagher,  it  is  said,  has  had  a  very  pro- 
fitable client  in  the  French  Bank;  at  any  rate 
it  is  quite  certain  that  he  fancies  there  are 
choice  pickings  in  it  at  the  present  time. 
And  in  conjunction  with  some  other  kindred 
spirits  he  has  made  an  effort  to  quietly  walk 
off  with  the  whole  concern.  America  is  par 
excellence  the  country  of  great  undertakings. 
Bank  Presidents  and  Bank  burglars  have 
stolen  from  Bank  vaults,  but  this  is  the  first 
instance  on  record  of  a  Bank  itself  being 
bodily  stolen. 


and  looketh  around  for  a  sheep  whose  fleece  he 
may  steal  for  protection  against  the  chilling 
blasts  of  winter.  And  the  genial  mosquito 
becomes  sad  and  morose,  the  action  of  his 
heart  paralized,  and  the  power  of  his  search- 
ing probocis  defunct. 

In  the  Autumn  the  price  of  the  "ulster" 
reaches  the  highest  pinnacle  of  its  fame 
while  that  of  the  "duster"  falls  so  low  as  to 
be  beneath  the  contempt  of  the  trafficer  in 
old  clothes. 

Autumn  teaches  many  useful  lessons  to  the 
observant  man  and  arouses  many  dormant 
slumbering  thoughts  in  the  impressive  wo- 
man. But  so  far  as  we  have  been  able  to 
ascertain  the  effect  is  only  ephemeral,  be- 
cause when  the  first  blush  of  the  sweet  young 
spring  is  seen  again  they  are  found  follow- 
ing exactly  the  same  paths  of  foolishness. 


f  See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
AUTUMN. 

This  is  the  season  when  the  nights  begin 
to  grow  cold  and  the  front  gate  is  aban- 
doned, in  favor  of  a  cosy  corner  in  a 
darkened  parlor,  as  a  place  to  cultivate  the 
tender  sentiments  in. 

It  is  also  the  season  when  the  hunters  go 
forth  to  slay  the  bounding  dear  and  the  swift 
winged  partridge,  and  come  home  with  their 
anatomy  defaced  and  mutilated  by  the  action 
of  misdirected  leaden  pellets. 

In  the  Autumn  the  human  heart  views  the 
withering  leaves,  the  ripened  fruit,  and  the 
receding  sun,  and  realizes  that  life  is  a  cold 
and  fleeting  uncertainty.  Likewise  doth  the 
prudent  man  seek  to  fill  his  back  yard  with 
wood  and  his  coal  bin  with  coal. 

In  the  Autum  the  stockbroker  moralizes 
over  the  lost  opportunities  of  the   Summer 


[See  Illustration  on  Page  243.] 
PASSING  ROUND  THE  HAT. 

There  are  men  who  work  with  their  hands, 
their  are  others  who  work  with  their  brain 
and  there  are  others  still  who  work  with 
mouths.  The  first  two  classes  usually  de- 
vote themselves  to  some  useful  occupation 
and,  in  return  for  their  labor,  receive  a  grea- 
ter or  lesser  remuneration,  according  to  their 
proficiency  at  their  work  and  the  number  of 
others  who  are  capable  of  taking  their  place. 
The  latter  class  are  usually  too  full  of  self- 
sufficiency  and  laziness  to  engage  in  any  cal- 
ling for  which  they  are  qualified.  They  are 
usually  ignorant  and  boastful;  they  assume 
to  be  possessed  of  all  the  virtues  known  to 
the  human  family  and  a  great  many  others 
unknown  outside  of  themselves.  They  con- 
stitute themselves  "leeders,"  and  their  fool- 
ish tongues  never  tire  of  uttering  nonsense. 
They  live  by  mendicancy  and  grow  fat  upon 
the  charitable  contributions  of  those  who 
work.  Like  the  monkey  they  are  kept  for 
exhibition  and  amusement. 

There  is,  we  are  aware,  a  somewhat  gen- 
eral yet  erroneous  impression  that  the  mon- 
key-hand-organ-men all    come    from   Italy. 

Lately,  however,  the   "B y   Saxon"   has 

gone  into  the  business  as  per  illustration. 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 
NOON  TIME. 

Noon  time  is  that  portion  of  the  day  when 
the  sun  reaches  the  Meridian.  If  any  male 
person  feels  disposed  to  dispute  that  difini- 
tion,  let  him  have  his  head  shaved  and  his 
face  washed  and  we  will  argue  the  point  with 
him — that  is,  our  club  will.  Noon  time  is 
also  that  period  of  the  day  when  the  toiling 
multitude  pause  for  a  moment,  from  the  pur- 
suit of  wealth,  in  order  to  fill  the  silent  va- 
cancy which  exists  in  that  region  where  the 
gastric  juices  are  secreted.  This  habit  is 
universal  and  leads  to  a  great  deal  of 
slaughter  amongst  the  live  stock. 

Men  have  often  been  known  to  die,  others 
to  get  married,  and  others  to  fall  sick  at 
noon  time.  Bad  boys  have  been  beaten,  and 
good  girls  kissed  at  that  time  of  the  day. 
There  is  nothing  in  the  law  of  the  land  to 
prevent  a  man  from  paring  his  nails  at  noon 
time.  But  he  must  not  beat  his  wife  or 
poison  his  neighbor's  cat  when  the  sun  is  at 
Meridian,  if  he  does  not  wish  to  have  his 
name  written  in  the  book  of  life  which  is 
kept  at  the  Police  Station. 
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A  tower  of  strength — A  canal   boat   mule 

Mr.  Bassett,  the  Detroit  Free  Press  says 
your  back  is  green.  Now  wbat  are  you  go- 
ing to  do  about  it  ? 

We  can't  all  of  us  be  Washingtons  but 
that  fact  should  not  deter  so  many  people 
from  telling  the  truth. 

The  Alia  has,  at  last,  got  into  congenial 
company.  Dr.  O'Donnell  and  it  are  united 
upon  a  common  platform. 

Art  is  said  to  be  cold,  but  the  small  boy 
who  has  just  received  an  artistic  spanking 
doesn't  believe  the  statement. 

"Sothern's  physician's  say  he  must  retire 
for  six  months."  So  th  erns  of  Sothern  for 
this  year  will  be  six  months  short. 

Uneasy  lies  the  head  that  wears  a  crown, 
and  uneasy  feels  the  hand  that  holds  three 
kings  when  there  are  three  aces  against  him. 

One  of  the  Argonauts  was  a  notorious 
thief:  his  name  was  Autolycus,  however,  not 
Pixley.  Anyhow  they  were  a  bad  lot  those 
Argonauts. 

Ventilators  should  not  be  in  the  ceiling, 
but  near  the  floor. — Ex.  Patent  ventilator 
agents  should  not  only  be  near  the  floor,  but 
also  near  the  door. 

Moody  will  study  hard  six  hours  a  day  all 
winter. — Detroit  Free  Press.  Hard  what? 
Not  cider  we  hope. — Keokuk  Constitution. 
No,  money  and  soap. 

Be  sure  you  make  none  but  reputable  ac- 
quaintances, is  a  good  old  maxim.  Per- 
haps that  is  the  reason  why  so  many  people 
do  not  know  themselves. 

"The  White  Plumed  Hero  of  Navarre !"  has 
sold  his  feathers.  He  says  he  expects  to  be 
an  angel  pretty  soon  and  then  he  can  make  a 
plume  out  of  his  own  wings. 

Somebody  says,  "Bichard  Wagner  ha3  a 
noble  yet  not  faultless  head."  Well  he  had 
better  throw  up  on  the  Wag  business;  it  al- 
ways destroys  a  man's  head. 

Ancient  philosophers  have  asserted  that 
every  dog  has  its  day.  But  the  numerical 
smallness  of  the  dog-days  form  a  peg  upon 
which  the  incredulous  may  hang  a  doubt. 

When  the  paragrapher  sits  down  to  write 
a  humorous  verse  about  Burdette  and  finds 
that  the  only  word  which  will  rhyme  with 
that  cognomen  is — bad  debt,  he  feels   mad. 

History  repeats  itself.  Paris  ran  away 
with  Helen  the  daughter  of  old  Tyndarus  in 


the  long  auo,  and  yesterday  Bill  Johnston 
ran  away  with  Mary  the  daughter  of  old 
Smith. 

Stockings  are  supposed  to  match  in  color 
the  trimmings  of  the  dress  with  which  they 
are  worn. — Fashion  Item.  But  how  the  deuce 
is  a  fellow  to  know  when  a  girl  is  dressed  up 
to  the  murk '! 

"How  to  dodge  a  Duck"  is  what  a  con- 
temporary heads  an  article.  But,  if  the 
duck  is  young  and  good  looking,  who  wants 
to  dodge  her  ?  And  if  she  is  not — well  she 
isn't  a  duck  at  all. 

"I  thought  it  wasn't  loader,"  said  he;  and 
the  Coroner  thought  his  fee  was  about  five 
dollars,  and  the  jury  thought  of  their  neg- 
lected business,  and — well  it's  a  wonderful 
word  for  thinking  anyhow. 

"Game  to  the  Last"  is  what  a  newspaper 
editor  headed  the  account  of  a  train  robber's 
death.  "Last  to  the  Game"  is  what  a  shoe- 
maker said  when  he  threw  one  of  the  imple- 
ments of  his  trade  at  a  lame  pheasant. 

The  power  of  a  steam  hammer  has  been 
calculated  to  an  ounce,  the  force  of  a  cannon 
ball  has  been  ascertained  to  exactness,  but 
no  man  knoweth  the  strength  of  a  woman's 
fury — until  he  sits  down  his  wife's  new  bon- 
net. 

Scientific  research  has  discovered  the  fact 
that  a  musical  donkey  may  be  kept  from 
bra3'ing  by  appending  a  weight  to  his  tail. 
And  now  the  question  is,  how  to  apply  this 
discovery  to  the  two-legged  donkeys  who 
have  no  tails. 

In  the  good  old  times  when  a  woman  killed 
her  husband  she  was  punished  by  being  com- 
pelled to  draw  water  out  of  a  deep  well 
for  e\er  after.  Now  she  marries  a  younger 
and  better  looking  man.  Who  says  we  are 
not  degenerating. 

Prince  Orloff  is  the  name  of  the  new  Kus- 
sian  Ambassador  at  London.  Let  us  see — 
Prince  Or  loff  ?  Well,  titles,  other  than 
Captain,  Colonel,  or  General,  ain't  of  much 
account  in  this  country,  and  the  average 
American  would  rather  laugh  then  be  Prince. 

Wuen  the  bad  boy  finds  that  the  results  of 
his  raid  on  the  neighbors  orchard  is  a  pair  of 
torn  pantaloons,  the  punctures  of  a  set  of 
dogs  teeth  in  his  leg,  and  three  sour  apples, 
he  can  appreciate  the  feeling  which  lead  the 
psalmist  to  sing  "Oh!  death,  where  is  thy 
sting?" 

It  is  said  that  the  adventures  of  Ulysses 
on  his  return  to  Ithaca  are  the  Bubject  of 
Homer's  "Odyssey";  but  the  daily  papers 
have  not  said  anything  of  the  General  hav- 
ing returned  to  Ithaca.  Mr.  DeYoung,  you 
claim  to  be  a  live  newspaper  publisher,  be 
good  enough  to  explain  this  mystery  ? 

Journalists  are  beginning  to  talk  of  erect- 
ing a  statue  of  Bryant  in  Central  Park. 
When  the  "innumerable  caravan"  comes  for  a  bit 

To  this  poverty  stricken  office,  out  here  in  the  West. 
There's  ten  chances  to  one  the  caravan  won't  get  it; 

For  the  editor's  pocket  book  can't  stand  the  test 
All  of  which,  it  is  respectfully  submitted  to 
Ambrose,  is  prosaical  truth  and  not  poetry. 


The  Vision  of  John  Ihomas — Came  to  us  at 
a  very  opportune  moment.  We  had  just 
thrown  the  foreman  out  of  the  window  (for 
having  permitted  some  typographical  errors 
to  get  into  last  week's  issue)  and  driven  the 
paste  pot  down  the  boy's  throat  (for  having 
wiped  his  face  on  our  towel)  when  a  four- 
horse  carriage  drove  up  to  the  door  and  a 
colored  descendant  of  Adam  stepped  in  bear- 
ing upon  a  silver  salver  the  above  work,  and 
also  the  compliments  of  the  author.  Charles 
Augustus  Brokennose.  We  like  Charles  Au- 
gustus' way  of  doing  things;  he  seems  to  un- 
derstand how  to  treat  us  with  respect.  And 
so  we  turn  to  the  perusal  of  his  work,  feeling 
satisfied  with  ourselves  and  pleased  with  the 
author.  The  vision  of  John  Thomas  is  told 
in  verse,  but  we  are  reluctantly  forced  to  the 
conclusion  that,  the  four-horse  carriage  and 
silver  salver  to  the  contrary  notwithstanding, 
it's  not  good  verse: 

''John  Thomas  sat  a  smoking  his  pipe, 

And  drinking  his  mug  of  four-penny  ale; 
And  aDon  he'd  give  his  chin  a  wipe, 

With  a  handkerchief  that  smelt  like  a  whale." 
That  is  the  opening  stanza  and  we  don't  care 
to  go  any  further.  We  would  say  to  Charles 
Augustus  that,  so  long  as  there  is  a  widow 
with  a  broken  heart,  or  a  widower  with  a 
broken  leg,  in  the  country,  he  should  de- 
rote  bis  leisure  hours  to  comforting  and  con- 
soling them  and  leave  the  poetical  field  in 
the  undisputed  possession  of  Mr.  Pierce. 


The  English  Language — Is  a  fifty-two  page 
brochure  from  the  pen  of  Mr.  S.  S.  Saul. 
The  author  runs  full  tilt  at  the  present  clum- 
sy method  of  teaching  English  Grammar, 
and  points  out,  in  a  terse  piquant  manner, 
many  glaring  absurdities  in  the  grammatical 
rules  which  govern  the  language.  We  don't 
know  whether  his  eyes  are  brown,  or  his 
beard  yellow,  but  we  are  quit9  certain  that 
his  head  is  pretty  level.  This  is  an  interest- 
ing and  useful  little  work  which  we  can 
cheerfully  recommend  to  every  person  irres- 
pective of  age,  sex,  or  color.  It's  published 
price  is  fifty  cents. 


Erehwon. — This  work  is  descriptive  of  the 
peculiarities  of  a  peculiar  people  who  inhabit 
a  country  which  is  not  geographically  defined. 
The  reader,  however,  will  be  able  to  locate  it 
without  the  aid  of  an  atlas.  This  peculiar 
people,  the  author  says,  are  idolitors  steeped 
in  the  most  debasing  superstitions.  They 
openly  profess  to  worship  one  idol  which  they 
call  Dog,  but  in  the  secrecy  of  their  hearts 
th6y  worship  many  others.  The  most  pro- 
minent of  these  secret  deities  are  Srallod, 
Ydnurg  Srm,  Noihsaf,  and  Ytilibatcepser. 
We  have  no  space  to  go  through  the  many 
other  idiosycrasies  of  this  people,  but  we  re- 
spectfully call  the  attention  of  Dr.  Hemphill, 
et  al.,  to-this  book. 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


I  Reprinted  from  the  Banbury  News.~\ 

Back  to  the  Old  Home. 


By  the  Author  of  "Nora's  Love  Test." 


I  WAS  coming  slowly  back  to  life  after  a 
[ong  fierce  struggle;  but  I  think,  in  my  helpless- 
ness, I  had  gathered  a  better  strength  than  that 
■which  I  had  lost.  Not  once  through  my  long  illness 
nor  even  through  this  slow  convalesence,  had  May 
spoken  of  our  parting,  a  ad  I  had  waited,  not  in  cow- 
ardice now,  only  to  be  quite  sure  that  the  envy  and 
discontent  of  my  thoughts  were  gone.  But  now  at 
last  I  knew  how  steadily  I  could  speak  to  her  of  her 
own  happiness,  and  pray  Heaven  to  bless  her  in  her 
new  life,  as  her  grateful,  faithful  guardian  should. 

I  would  wait  no  logger,  for  many  days  had  passed 
since  that  October  morning  when  she  had  run  to 
seek  me  that  my  congratulations  might  be  the  first 
she  should  receive.  And  I  had  never  been  able  to 
give  them  even  yet. 

I  lay  watching  for  her  return,  shrinking  no  longer 
from  the  future — only  recalling  what  my  child  had 
been  to  me  through  all  these  weeks  of  suffering. 
Never  once  could  I  remember  having  wished  for  her  in 
vain,  having  watched  for  her  without  her  coming, 
having  listened  for  her  voice  without  its  bright, 
sweet  greeting  falling  on  my  ear,  or  having  looked 
in  her  dear  eyes  without  their  great  tendernes  and 
bravery  soothing  me,  however  worn  and  fretful  I 
might  have  been. 

Of  course  I  knew  to  whom  she  had  been  sum- 
moned now,  and  I  was  glad  for  her  to  be  tempted 
from  her  weary  confinement  with  the  sick  man,  be- 
side whom  she  had  kept  so  faithful  a  watch,  and  to 
be  cheered  and  rested  by  the  one  who  had  sole  right 
to  soothe  and  cheer  her  now.  How  well  it  was  that 
my  child  had  another  guardian  ;  for  mine  was  a  use- 
less life  now  for  many  months  to  come. 
"Here  I  am,  John." 

May  was  in  her  own  low  seat  beside  me  once 
agam,  and  she  took,  my  uninjured  hand  between 
both  of  hers,  as  she  spoke. 

"You  haven't  looked  at  the  papers,  John,  or 
opened  your  book.  Nest  time  I  go  away  I  shall  tell 
Mrs.  Scott" — Mrs.  Scott  was  my  housekeeper,  and 
had  been  with  me  even  before  my  child  had  come  to 
me— "that  she  must  sit  with  you,  even  if  you  do  try 
to  send  her  away.  She  always  was  more  obedient  to 
me  than  to  you.  Why  are  you  always  thinking  when 
I  am  not  here?" 

"Perhaps  because  it  is  so  impossible  to  think  when 
you  are  here.  But  I  have  finished  now,  dear,"  I 
■went  on;  and,  while  I  looked  into  her  sweet  com 
passionate  eyes,  just  on  a  level  with  my  own,  I  could 
even  smile  a  little.  "So  let  us  talk.  May,  you  re- 
member the  day  when — this  happened!" 

Her  eyes  followed  mine  down  to  my  disabled  hand 
and  then  for  all  answer  she  laid  her  cheek  upon  it 
for  one  instant. 

"May  that  was  the  day  that  Mr.  Fortescue  came 
here  for  your  answer  to  that  question  we  had  settled 
at  the  orchard  gate  the  night  before.  You  see  how 
well  I  remember  it  all,  dear?" 

"Yes,  John.     May  I  read  to  you  a  little?" 
"And  of  course  I  know,  darling,  what  your  answer 
■was,  and  how  glad  he  was  to  hear  it.     I  watched  him 
coming  home  that  morning.  I  remember  how  quickly 
he  rode." 

"Don't  try  your  memory  yet,  John,"  May  inter- 
rupted most  wistfully.     "Let  me  read." 

"And  then  I  heard  your  voice  calling  me,  May — so 
cheerilv,  dear.  Sometimes  the  tones  has  come  hack 
to  me  since.  I  was  so  glad  to  feel  that  you  sought 
me  in  your  first  happiness.  You  see  how  well  I  re- 
member it  all." 

"Yes.  Now  I'm  going  to  read  to  you  the  funniest 
tihng  you  ever  heard." 

But  I  could  not  let  her  put  me  off  any  longer.  I 
felt  so  strong  to-day,  and  was  so  doubtful  of  myself 
for  the  future. 


"You  gave   him   your  answer   on   that   morning, 
May  ?" 
"Yes." 

It  was  a  very  low  and  quiet  answer,  and  my  child 
shyly  bent  to  hide  the  blush  that  rose  so  slowly  and 
so  prettily  into  her  lifted  face.  But  now  I  could  not 
let  her  sorrow  for  me,  or  her  sweet  sympathy,  come 
between  us  in  her  happiness. 

"I  know  what   it  was.  •  I   remember  so  well   what 
you  said  in  the  moonlight  -as  we  came   home — that 
I  know  of  course  what  your  answer  was,  May." 
■'Yes,  you  know." 

"You  told  me,"  I  persisted — for  I  knew  it  would 
all  feel  a  little  brighter  to  my  child  when  she  was 
convinced  how  perfectedly  understood  that  I  was 
soon  to  be  alone — "how  you  were  going  to  live  in  the 
house  that  your  mother  loved." 
"Yes,  I  told  you." 

"And  after  you  had  told  me,  May" — she  had 
raised  her  head  again  now,  but  her  eyes  had  not  yet 
come  back  again  to  mine — "you  told  the  squire. 
You  promised  to  be  his  wife." 

The  words  came  with  no  evidence  of  the  struggle 
it  had  cost;  and  I  knew  this  beyond  a  doubt,  when 
May  looked  straight  into  my  eyes  with  her  frank 
clear  gaze. 

"Yes,  John.  When  he  came  that  morning  I  prom- 
ised to  be  his  wife.     Had  I  not  said  I  would?" 

"Ah,  my  child,  my  pet,  you  will  be  very  happy  in 
your  mother's  home!  It  will  be  the  best  and  bright- 
est life  for  you.  But — dear,  you  will  try  to  love  the 
memory  of  these  sweet  childish  days,  for — for  your 
guardian's  sake  ?" 

"I  can  do  nothing  for  my  old  guardian's  sake," 
May  said  in  her  quaint,  gentle  way,  "until  he  is  old. 
How  anxious  yon  are  to  make  your  guardianship  a 
thing  of  the  past!" 

'  'It  was  needed  only  for  a  little  while,  you  see, 
dear." 

"And  how  anxious  you  are,  John,  to  prove  to  me 
that  I  was  never  meant  to  be  more  than  a  bird  of 
passage  in  this  dear  old  home — " 

"It  has  been  dear  to  you?"  Iquestioned  eagerly 
and  almost  jealously.  "It  has  really  been  dear  to 
you,  May,  in— the  old  times  ?" 

"Nothing  could  have  make  it  dearer."  she  said, 
her  eyes  shining  wistfully  through  gathering  tears. 

Then  there  was  a  little  silence,  while  I  felt  what 
a  good  thought  this  would  be  for  me,  whether  I  re- 
covered, and  lived  through  the.  long  years  without 
my  dear  companion,  or  whether,  as  I  knew  they 
thought  it  possible,  my  life  would  stretch  only 
through  a  few  months  of  the  future.  What  a  good 
thought! 

Presently  May  broke  the  silence,  almost  more 
quietly  than  she  had  spoken  yet. 

"John,  Mr.  Fortescue  is  here  and  would  like  to 
see  you.     May  he  come  in?" 

This  was  what  I  had  been  expecting,  and,  though 
I  was  quite  prepared  now  to  hear  his  happy  story 
from  his  own  lips,  I  only  nodded  to  May,  as  if  Earn- 
est's coming  to  speak  to  me  were  a  most  natural  and 
trifling  matter.  Then  she  rose  and  went  away  to 
fetch  him,  while  I  waited,  preparing  myself  for  the 
joy  there  would  be  upon  his  face  when  he  and  May 
should  come  into  me  together. 

Yet,  when  he  came,  May  was  not  with  him.  Even 
in  this  minute  she  was  trying'  how  she  could  make  it 
easier  for  me. 

For  many  minutes  the  young  Squire  stood  talking 
to  me,  kindly  and  sympathetically,  of  my  long  ill- 
ness; then  he  sat  down  opposite  me  and  spoke  of 
little  things  that  had  occurred  in  the  village  since  my 
absence:  ti.en  of  general  matters;  until,  stooping  a 
little  as  he  sat,  and  with  his  eyes  upon  the  fire,  he 
paused,  ns  if  quite  suddenl  all  subjects  of  conversa- 
tion had  failed  him.  I  had  seen  how,  in  his  compas- 
sion for  me,  he  had  avoided  any  mention  of  his  own 
prospects,  even  of  May's  name;  but  I  could  not  let 
that  go  on.  He  must  know  that  even  in  my  weakness 
I  did  not  shrink  from  witnessing  his  happiness.  He 
must  know  how  fully  satisfied  I  was  about  my  child's 
future  with  him.  So  I  began  to  tell  him  this;  but 
when  I  detected  the  struggle  in  my  own  tones  and 
remembered  how  ill  I  must  be  looking,  I  was  but  lit- 
tle surprised  that  he  himself  shouid  look  so  pained 
and  try  to  silence  me. 

"My  sister's  marriage  is  to  take  place  next  week 
and  in  London,"  he  said,  never  seaming  to  think  the 
words  irrevellant;  "and  we  go  to  town  to-morrow, 
Mr.  Fearne.  I  was  very  anxious  to  see  you  before  I 
left,  to  be  quite  sure  you  were  really  recovering." 

I  remember  being  a  little  puzzled  by  his  manner; 
but  I  was  far  more  troubled  by  the  thought  of  his 
going  away  just  now  ai.d  leaving  May  to  the  confine- 
ment from  which  he  alone  could  successfully  rescue 
her. 

"Shall  you  be  many  days  away?"  I  asked  him 


presently,  while  he  sat  still  stooping  forward,  his  eyes 
lowered  now  from   the  fire  to  the  carpet  at   his  feet. 

"1  shall  not  return,"  he  answered  most  quietly. 
"I  have  given  us  my  tenure  to  the  Hall." 

I  felt  my  heart  beat  so  hurriedly  and  irregularly 
that  I  could  not  breathe  even  the  one  question  which 
seemed  leaping  helplessly  in  my  brain  and  mocking  me 
in  my  great  weakness  and  wait  for  what  he  would 
tell  me — wait  a  long,  long  time,  as  it  seemed  to  me, 
while  his  moody  eyes  were  still  upon  the  floor. 

I  think  it  was  the  noisy  dropping  of  a  cinder, 
breaking  that  unnatural  silence  of  the  room,  that 
made  him  speak  to  me  at  last,  rousing  himself  sud- 
denly from  his  long  reverie. 

"After  my  sister's  marriage  I  intend  to  leave  Eng- 
land, and  I  may  be  away  a  year  or  more." 

"But,  you  will  surely  return  here  ?" 

"No;  I  have  no  intention  of  doing  so." 

The  questions,  as  well  as  their  answers,  had  been 
brief,  and  even  cold;  but  I  think  that  with  him,  as 
with  me,  their  coldness  had  a  wonderful  restless- 
ness. 

"I  thought  you  were  fond  of  the  Hall,  Mr.  Fortes- 
cue?"  I  said  presently,  with  a  great  effort. 

"I  was,"  he  answered,  rising  now,  and  slowly 
pacing  my  room.  "I  have  been.  But  that  is  over, 
and  if  I  stayed  there  now  I  should  soon  grow  to  hate 
the  place." 

"But — when  May — " 

I  could  get  no  farther  in  my  question,  but  it  was 
not  my  cowardice  that  stopped  me  this  time;  it  was 
Earnest's  hasty  signal  no  me. 

"Need  we  speak  of  her?"  he  asked,  with  a  catching 
in  his  voice. 

Then  for  the  first  time  in  my  life  a  strange  feeling 
came  over  me,  of  being  apart  from  my  child  and 
from  her  lover — far  apart  from  them  in  a  quietness 
which  could  not  touch  them.  And  for  the  first  time 
my  feeling  for  Earnest  Fortescue  was  one  of  anxious 
sympathy,  and  I  forgot  how  high  he  stood  above  me 
possessing  every  gift  of  attraction  which  all  my  life 
long  had  lacked. 

And  now,  without  any  pondering  of  the  question, 
I  knew  it  would  be  better  for  him  that  we  should 
speak  of  her,  though  he  had  begged  me  not,  and  that 
if  I  could  help  him  at  all,  it  could  be  only  after  hear- 
ing the  truth  from  him.  So— a  little  faltering,  I  fear 
— I  told  him  that,  as  we  came  home  from  the  Hall 
on  the  night  before  my  accident,  May  and  I  had 
spoken  together  of  his  offer  to  my  child,  and — and 
she  had  told  me  that  she  would  De  his  wife;  and  we 
had  spoken  of  what  a  happy  life  she  would  lead  in 
the  home  that  used  to  be  her  mother's. 

I  watched  his  face  as  he  spoke,  expecting  to  see  it 
change  and  brighten;  but  its  utter  despodency  was 
unbroken,  even  when,  after  few  a  seconds'  pause,  he 
answered  me. 

"She  did  accept  my  love — next  day.  You  would 
not  remember,  Mr.  Fearne,  how  next  morning  I  came 
down  here  for  her  answer — " 

"Yes,  I  remember,"  I  put  in  quite  steadily.  "Do 
not  fear  to  speak  to  me  of  that  day — now.  My  pain 
has  almost  left  me.  On  that  morning  you  came  for 
my  child's  answer  to  the  question  you  had  asked 
her  the  night  before.  I  knew  quite  well  what  her 
answer  was  to  be." 

"Yes,  her  answer  then  was  a  very  happy  one  for 
me."  the  young  man  said,  with  quiet  earnestness — 
"then — but  then  came  the  quiet  grief  for  all  in  your 
accident." 

"And  in  her  affection  and  pity  for  me,"  I  put  in 
when  he  paused,  still  trying  to  speak  steadily  of  that 
day,  "she  set  aside  her  own  pleasure,  and  even 
vours,  Mr.  Fortescue,  that,  in  my  suffering,  she 
might  minister  to  mine.  Heaven  bless  her!  Can  you 
not  see,  as  I  do,  how  unselfish  and  compassionate  she 
has  been?" 

"I  thought  it  was  so  at  first, "  the  young  Squire 
answered  heavily;  "and  so  I  waited  and  hoped.  But 
she  would  not  let  me  hope.  She  said  she  feared  I 
waited,  and  she  would  not  let  me  wait.  She  would 
speak  very  truthfully,  she  said;  and  would  I  please  to 
understand  and  forgive  her  ?  Whatever  injury  she 
had  done  me  I  must  have  forgiven  her  when  she  so 
wistfully  asked  me,  with  her  eyes  so  full  of  sorrow 
for — lis  all,  I  think." 

"Yes,  for  us  all,"  I  said,  seizing  eagerly  upon  his 
words,  "but  most  for  me.  She  is  so  good  to  me,  so 
true  to  me,  she  would  not  let  herself  be  happy  while 
I  lay  so  near  death." 

"It  was  not  that,"  young  Fortescue  said,  standing 
beside  my  couch  a  minute.  "If  it  had  been  a  ques- 
tion of  waiting,  I  could  have  waited  cheerfully.  But 
it  was  quite  different.  She  had  utterly  changed  to 
me  in  one  day,  and  she  gave  me  no  hope  at  all," 

How  could  he  be  so  blind  ?  I  asked  myself,  until  I 
remembered  how  impossible  it  was  that  be  could 
know  her  as  I  did — I,  who  from  her  childhood  had 
been  so  used  to  see  her  give  up  any  pleasure  for  her- 
self, if  by  so  doing  she  could  give  the  slightest  pleas- 
ure to  me. 

How  plainly  I  read  it  all  now!  She  would  have  no 
happiness  for  herself,  while  I  lay  maimed  and  suffer- 
ing. She  would  not  consent  to  leave  me  when  possi- 
bly mine  might  be  a  helpless  solitary  future  which 
she,  by  her  devotion  and   self-sacrifice,  could   cheer 
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and  soothe.  This  had  been  her  brave  and  pitiful  de- 
cision, and  I  alone  mast  rescue  her  from  it.  While 
my  heart  beat  even  painfully  at  the  thought  of  her 
compussion  for  me,  I  was  firmly  determined  that  I 
would  no  longer  allow  myself  to  stand  in  the  way  of 
her  happiness,  and  let  the  shaddow  of  helplessness 
and  solitude  mar  her  sunny  prospects. 

"Mr.  Fortescue,"  I  asked — and  I  myself  could 
easily  detect  a  new  in  my  voice  in  spite  of  its  earn- 
estness, a  tone  almost  of  hopelessness — "will  you  tell 
me  whether  May  has  heard  anything  of  that  letter 
you  received  from  her  father,  or — any  motive  for  our 
hastening  her — her  marriage?" 

"No,"  he  answered   readily.     "Of  course   I   have 
told  her  nothing.     How  could  I  hurt  her  so?" 
"And  have  you  heard  of  Major  Western  again?" 
"More  than  once.     He  speaks  of    heing  here  very 
Boon.     What  would  I  not  give,  even  now,  if   I  could 
keep  this  knowledge  from  May!" 

Ah,  what  would  not  I  have  given,  too!  Yet  on  me 
must  devolve  the  task  of  telling  her — and  telling  her 
now,  while  she  was  giving  up  so  much  for  my  sake. 
"Perhaps  it  is  not  wise  to  keep  it  from  her,"  I  said 
bowing  my  head  in  my  hands  in  utter  weariness.  "I 
will  tell  her.  And  I  will  release  her  from  her  devo- 
tion to  me.  When — when  may  I  see  you  again,  Mr. 
Fortescue?" 

"I  meant  this  to  be  my  laBt  visit,"  he  Raid;  but  his 
face  was  less  troubled  now.  "I  felt  that  I  could  not 
venture  here  again.  You  can  scarcely  guess  how  hard 
it  was  to-day." 

"Yes,  I  can  guess,"  I  answered  quietly. 
It  was  at  that  very  moment  the  door  was  opened 
and  May  came  softly  in  to  us,  looking  wonderfully 
pale  and  gentle  in  the  firelight.  I  saw  in  a  moment 
that  she  had  come  fancying  I  was  alone  again,  and 
that  she  was  sorry  now,  and  would  fain  have  gone 
back  if  she  could  have  done  so  without  question. 
But  it  was  too  late.  While  the  old  gladness  that  I 
always  felt  to  see  her  swallowed  even  the  great  dread 
of  grieving  her,  I  held  out  my  hand  and  waited  for 
hers. 

Instead  of  sitting  down  beside  me,  as  she  had  done 
all  through  my  illness — it  seeming  suuh  a  natural 
spot  for  her — she  went  up  to  the  hearth,  and  stood 
looking  down  into  the  fire,  as  if  she  were  not  come 
to  stay  at  all;  and,  as  she  did  so,  Earnest  Fortescue 
went  up  aud  stood  opposite  her;  and  for  a  few  mo- 
ments I  watched  them  standing  there  in  the  firelight. 
Was  it  not  in  my  powerto-day  to  bring  them  together 
as  they  bad  been  before  my  accident? 

"May,"  I  said,  when  I  felt  quite  sure  that  I  gouid 
break  my  silence  steadily,  ''will  you  listen  to  a  few 
words  I  want  to  say  to  you  before  Mr.  Fortescue 
leaves?  Is  there  not  some  mistake,  dear,  in  his 
coming  to  bid  me  good-bye?" 

"I  knew  he  was  going  away,"  she  answered  rather 
sadly,  and  without  looking  up.     "He  told  me." 

For  a  moment  then  I  wildly  wished  that  I  had  let 
him  go  before  I  spoke  to  her.  I  wished  that  she  and 
I  could  have  been  alone  together  before  I  need  tell 
her  what  I  had  determined  it  was  right  for  to  hear. 
But  pre.^en'ly  again  I  knew  that  it  would  be  better  as 
it  was.  The  young  lover's  presence  gave  me  strength 
to  speak  as  my  child's  guardian  only,  a  thoughtful 
guardian  who  had  her  welfare  at  heart. 

"Dear,"  I  said,  looking  earnestly  into  her  face, 
though  it  was  not  turned  towards  me,  "I  do  not  ask 
you  why  he  goes.  I  know,  too  well,  how  constantly 
you  have  waited  on  me  through  my  illness,  and  how 
williugly  you  would  give  up  your  own  pleasure  for 
others.  I  only  want  to  tell  you  that  there  is  a  rpason 
for  your  giving  up  all  this  sacrifice  for  me,  and  let- 
ting Earnest  Fortescue  claim  the  wife,  who  not  very 
long  ago,  promised  herself  to  him." 

She  turned  her  head  now,  and  was  looking  into  my 
my  face,  gravely  and  anxiously;  but  I  don't  think 
she  could  see  the  trouble  upon  it  then  which  she  had 
so  lately  seen  so  very  often. 

"I  have  told  Earnest  the  truth,"  she  said  Bimply. 
"He  understands." 

"I  will  not  force  you  to  repeat  anything  you  have 
said  to  me.  May,"  he  put  in  gently.  "But  perhaps 
it  is  well  for  you  to  hear  from  Mr.  Fearne  what  I 
have — have  feared  to  tell  you," 

"If  you  know  what  it  is,"  May  said  to  him  almost 
appealingly,  "will  you  tell  me,  please,  Earnest.  I 
will  listen  quite  patiently  to  you,  if  I  need  really 
listen  to  this  at  all.  John  is  so  weak  and  tired. 
Surely  he  may  rest?" 

''May,"  I  went  on,  turning  my  eyes  from  her  wist- 
ful face  that  I  might  speak  more  calmly,  "suppose 
that  a  misfortune  threatened  Earnest—from  which 
only  his  speedy  marriage  with  you  could  successfully 
free  him.  Suppose  only  these  two  courses  lay  before 
him,  one  to  wed  the  girl  he  loves,  and  has  loved  even 
for  years,  to  take  her  to  lovely  countries  she  has 
otten  longed  to  see,  and  then  to  bring  her  back  to 
the  happiest  home  in  the  world,  and — and,  as  the 
story-books  say,  live  happy  ever  after;  the  other — 
you  are  listening,  dear,  though  I  cannot  see  your 
face?" 

"Yes,  John." 

[to  be  continued."] 


f^No  communication  will  he  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Susie. — Chewing  gum  does  not  grow  on 
blue  gum  trees. 

Peoria. — The  easiest  way  to  upset  theolo- 
gy is  to  knock  a  clergyman  down. 

Medina. — Edison  has  not  as  yet  made  any 
discover}'  tending  to  restrain  the  violence  of 
Jersey  lightning. 

Tomie. — Make  room  for  your  uncle,  if  he 
is  a  two  hundred  and  seventy-five  pounder. 
It  is  wise  and  prudent  to  do  so  because,  if 
you  don't,  he  might  sit  down  on  you. 

Napanee. — The  difference  between  a  step-, 
mother  and  a  mother-in-law  is — well  it  don't 
amount  to  much.  The  one  whacks  you  with 
her  slipper  and  the  other  with  her  tongue. 

Bucyrus. — The  lines, 
"Comes  tne  boar,  the  youthful  porker, 
With  his  tail  up  curley  wurley  and  his  nose  out 
rokey  pokey," 

are  from  Longfellow's  "Hiawatha  " 

Kimbell.— It  is  estimated  that  50,000,000 
gallons  of  whisky  are  consumed  in  this  coun- 
try in  the  course  of  a  year,  but  we  are  unable 
to  inform  you  what  proportion  of  that  amount 
is  used  in  healing  broken  hearts. 

Abel. — The  Rev.  Dr.  Hemphill  was  very 
young  when  he  was  born,  but  he  is  bandy 
legged  now.  You  may  beat  your  wife  and 
kill  your  neighbor's  chickens  all  you  want  to, 
but  you  can't  get  away  from  that  fact. 

Alexander. — If  President  Hayes  is  ever 
troubled  with  an  uneasy  conscience,  there  is 
nothing  in  the  records  to  show  it.  Our  own 
opinion  is  that  his  liver  may  be  out  of  order, 
his  spleen  affected,  and  his  heart  diseased, 
but  that  conscience  is  all  right. 

Fairfax. — We  can  explain  to  you  fully, 
and  with  exactness,  why  Queen  Victoria  eats 
porridge  with  a  spoon.  "We  can  enlighten  you 
as  to  where  the  Czar  of  Russia  buys  his  tooth 
powder.  We  can  inform  you  how  many 
pocket-handkerchiefs  Bismark  uses  in  a 
week,  but  we  haven't  the  most  remote  idea 
of  whether  or  no  General  McComb  has  paid 
for  his  new  plug  hat. 

Weston. — It's  our  private  opinion,  pub- 
licly expressed,  that  you  are  a  double-bar- 
reled, back-action,  self-cocking,  fibber.  We 
don't  believe  that  Charley  De  Young,  every 
time  he  wakes  up  in  the  night  and  finds  his 
feet  away  out  from  under  the  blanket,  swears 


by  the  Beard  of  the  Prophet  that  ho  will  put 
muriatic  acid  in  old  Pickering's  hair  dye. 
Charley  isn't  half  as  bad  as  he  is  represented, 
but  he  feeds  himself  with  his  knife  and  cuts 
his  mouth  occasionally. 

Gotham. — We  have  an  idea  that  you  are  a 
fraud.  We  don't  believe  that  you  live  in 
New  York  at  all,  but  it  matters  not  whether 
you  do  or  not.  When  you  ask  us  to  publish 
the  rates  and  bill  of  fare  of  the  Lick  House 
and  the  What  Cheer  House,  respectively, 
you  want  us  to  give  those  two  establishments 
a  free  advertisement.  We  object.  We  are 
a  young  bird,  it  is  true,  but  if  you  think  you 
can  put  salt  on  our  tail  all  right;  keep  on, 
and,  if  you  don't  wind  up  in  the  Penitentiary 
or  the  Insane-Asylum  inside  of  six  months, 
you  can  call  at  the  business  office  of  this 
journal  and  obtain  a  Plaster  of  Paris  bust  of 
the  editor. 


[communicated.] 
The  Song  of  Chin  Ian  Pin. 

I  am  mighty  Chin  Lan  Pin ! 

Don't  you  know  me?     I'm  "Ah  Sin!" 

You  step  out,  and  I'll  step  in — 

Workeeman,  you  hearee  me  ? 
Pack  your  traps  and  don't  be  long 
When  you  hear  my  breakfast  gong; 
From  Pekin  to  far  Hong  Kong, 

Allee  coolee  fearee  me. 

I  can  Chinee  coolee  tamee, 
Melican  he  muchee  samee, 
Sabbee  you  my  little  gamee? 

Allee  cash  I  grabbee; 
I  can  makee  heap  go  dead; 
I  can  cuttee  offee  head; 
I  can  takee  allee  bread — 

Buuglingame  no  sabbee. 

I'm  a  tartar  stout  and  bold, 
Saudal-clogged  and  gilt  with  gold, 
Not  of  any  common  mould — ■ 

Allee  time  way  uppee; 
I'm  a  mighty  Mandarin, 
You  step  out  and  I'll  step  in, 
Or  your  sort  we'll  quickly  skin- — 

As  a  rat  or  puppy. 

Albebt  J.  Kebcheval. 
Los  Angeles,  Oct.  28,  1878. 


Marriage  in  Nevada. 

The  young  couple  stood  up  before  Judge 
Richardson,  and  he  inquired  in  a  cross-ques- 
tioning tone  of  the  groom:  "Are  you  a  citi- 
zen of  the  United  States  ?"  The  groom  took 
hold  of  the  waistband  of  his  trousers  and 
tugged,  saying,  "I  voted  for  Tilden,  Judge." 
"Why,  James!"  faintly  exclaimed  the  blush- 
ing creature  by  his  side.  "It's  a  fact,  Em- 
mer,"  protested  James  rather  indignantly, 
and  glaring  at  the  Judge.  His  Honor 
coughed  and  demanded  severely:  "Do  you, 
sir,  as  a  citizen  of  Nevada,  and  a  lawful  voter 
of  Reno,  solemnly  declare  that  you  will  for- 
sake all  other  evils  and  cleave  to  this  one  ?" 
"I've  money  to  bet  on  it,"  responded  the 
groom,  growing  pale,  but  placing  his  arm 
arm  around  the  waist  of  the  shrinking  bride. 
"Then,"  cried  the  Judge,  bringing  his  fist 
down  on  the  desk,  "God  has  joined  you  to- 
gether, and  blank  the  man  who  puts  you 
asunder.  The  fee  is  just  what  you  like  to 
give,  young  fellow." 
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Tlie  Very  Freshest  American  niinior. 

Any  printer  will  admit  a  pun  can  pie. — 
Borne  Sentinel. 

H.  B.  Wright  says  "Gold  is  a  coward." 
"Wright  writes  right.  It  always  keeps  out  of 
our  way. — Rockland  Courier. 

The  famous  mare,  "Folly,"  daughter  of 
"Fashion,"  has  had  twins.  This  is  a  two- 
foaled  victory. — N.  Y.  Graphic. 

On  the  farm  hens  cackle  early  and  cackle 
late.  Yet  men  will  hold  that  animals  do  not 
reason. — Fond  da  Lac  Reporter. 

It  is  a  good  sign,  when  the  painter  keeps 
sober  long  enough  to  finish  the  lettering  in 
an  artistic  manner. — N.  Y.  News. 

The  man  who  sold  a  valuable  claim  in  the 
Nevada  mining  regions  for  a  paper  of  tobacco 
"didn't  know  it  was  loaded." — Ex. 

"Lives  of  great  men  all  remind  us"  that 
the  average  captain  never  feels  insulted  by 
being  called  cohonel. — lumers  Falls  Repor- 
ter. 

A  Kansas  man  proposed  to  a  girl  by  sim- 
ply sending  her  his  card.  His  name  is  Wil- 
liam Merrimee.  The  wedding  transpired. — 
Keokuk  Constitution. 

Mr.  Eood,  of  Aurora,  111.,  believes  that 
$600  a  year  is  enough  for  the  President  of 
the  United  States.  Such  Koodness  is  intol- 
erable.— Phila.  Bulletin. 

"What  is  one's  meat  is  another's  pie,  son," 
said  the  old  gentleman,  as  he  stopped  a  mo- 
ment to  rest,  and  then  went  on  chopping  the 
mince  meat. — Boston  Transcript. 

Hugging  does  not  always  denote  affection; 
for  the  man  who  embraces  a  lamp  post  only 
does  it  for  support,  and  finds  there's  no 
sport  in  it. — Hackensack  Republican. 

It  is  hinted  that  there  had  been  a  panic  in 
the  lamp  shade  business  when  Mr.  Longfel- 
low remarked,  "The  shades  of  night  were 
falling  fast." — Boston  Iranscript. 

One  hundred  and  fifty  tons  of  coal  have 
been  purchased  for  the  Centre  district 
schools.  Coal  is  much  pleasanter  than  birch 
for  warming  scholars. — Banbury  News. 

When  a  countryman  read  that  the  Bank 
of  England  had  raised  the  price  of  eagles  one 
farthing,  he  wanted  to  know  if  the  bank  was 
in  the  poultry  business. — Oil  Gity  Derrick. 

Never  throw  your  bread  upon  the  waters. 
Save  it  to  steam  over  when  some  of  your 
country  relations  come  to  sample  your  hos- 
pitality, and  forget  the  way  to  the  depot. — 
Etmira  Gazette. 

What  is  the  use  sitting  all  day  in  a  boat 
holding  a  ten-dollar  fish  pole  and  line,  to 
catch  a  little  half-pound  fish,  when  a  salt 
mackeral,  weighing  a  pound,  can  be  caught 
at  any  grocery  store  for  six  cents? — White- 
hall Times. 


Among  the  things  the  ancient  knew  about 
ind  we  don't  was  the  art  of  making  beef  tea 
out  of  a  species  of  ore  dug  out  of  the  ground. 
Perhaps,  though,  it  was  not  lost  but  gone 
beef-ore. —  Cin.  Sat.  Night. 

"I  will  now  draw  a  line,  and  carry  two," 
the  school-boy  enth  isiastically  remarked 
as  he  made  a  tangent  on  the  melon  patch 
while  the  moon  played  bopeep  behind  the 
clouds. — Meriden  Recorder. 

Mickey  Halloran  was  looking  at  a  new  ma- 
chine, and  read  on  a  label — "Pat.  May, 
1878,"  and  exclaimed — "Oho!  an'  is  it  a 
countryman  av  mine  that  invinted  the  in- 
ganious  thing?" — Syracus  Times. 

How  times  are  changed !  A  hundred  years 
ago  it  was  against  the  law  for  a  girl  to  walk 
in  the  garden  on  Sunday.  Now  a  brass  band 
parades  the  streets  to  encourage  her  to  walk 
in  the  garden  and  take  some  beer,  to  boot. — 
Detroit  Free  Press. 

He  was  much  "occided"  because  a  Judge 
would  not  allow  him  to  go  surety  for  ten 
thousand  dollars.  "Vy  de  ocsessor  surprised 
my  property  at  twelve  tousand,  and  der 
vasn't  a  cent's  vort  of  cattle  morgagch  on  id 
needer. " — Rochester  Express. 

If  you  would  behold  an  expression  of  hu- 
man contempt,  of  lofty  patronage,  of  imperi- 
al hauteur,  watch  a  female  arrayed  in  her 
fall  mantle  glance  adown  the  ridges  of  her 
eagle-like  beak  at  a  poorer  sister  in  a  last 
year's  bonnet. — N.  Y.  Com.  Adv. 

When  your  boarding  mistress  is  very 
anxious  to  relate  how  badly  she  needs  money 
to  get  her  winter's  stock  of  coal,  she  don't 
mean  anything  in  particular,  but  an  early  li- 
quidation of  that  little  board  bill  will  en- 
hance your  chances  for  two  pieces  of  pie  next 
day. — Bradford  Breeze. 

Some  man  with  an  eagerness  for  fame  has 
invented  a  spring-seat  saddle  that  will  rock 
a  man  to  sleep  on  the  hardest-going  animal. 
What  this  country  needs  is  some  kind  of  a 
saddle  that  will  hold  a  man  down  on  the 
roof  of  a  horse  when  he  suddenly,  and  with 
out  warning,  points  at  the  sky  with  his  tail. 
— Cin.  Breakfast  Table. 

Spanking  of  a  baby  in  a  rude,  insolent  or 
angry  manner  renders  a  mother  liable  to 
prosecution  for  assault  and  batterv,  accord- 
ing to  the  decision  of* a  Justice  in  Lafayette, 
Ind. — Ex.  All  infants  who  have  proper  self- 
respect  should  emigrate  to  Lafayette  with 
their  families,  and  place  themselves  under 
the  protection  of  the  law. — N.  Y.  Mail. 

Fun  is  better  than  physic,  and  he  that  in- 
vents or  discovers  a  new  supply  is  a  public 
benefactor,"  mused  a  thick-headed  country 
editor,  as  he  filched  a  column  of  fresh  para- 
graphs from  his  exchanges  without  giving  a 
single  credit.  "Of  course,"  he  added,  "I 
don't  invent  much,  but  I  discover  a  great 
deal,  and  half  the  people  don't  know  but 
what  it's  original." — Reynolds  Herald. 

A  fancy  dressing-case — A   cowhiding. 

Wood  cuts — So  does  a  razor,  you  bet. A 

pane   of  glass — The   wound   from  a  broken 

bottle. Baseball  players  often   "catch  it" 

when   they   don't  catch   it. Foully  dealt 

with — The  man  who  orders  broiled   chicken. 

Water  colors — So  does  brandy. Why 

is  the  Public  Garden  like  the  ace  of  trumps  ? 
— It's  a  beautiful  spot. — Boston  Traveller. 

Mr.  DeBarth  is  a  very  modest  young  man , 
who  never  drinks.  He  has  but  one  bad  habit, 
and  that  is  tobacco  chewing.  The  other  daj' 
he  rode  in  a  Fifth  Avenue  car,  and  he  had  a 
quid  of  tobacco  as  big  as  a  loaf  of   bread   in 


his  mouth.  At  Fourteenth  street  a  young 
lady  entered.  Great  Heavens!  It  was  his 
girl !  What  should  he  do  ?  She  took  a  seat 
beside  him,  and  chatted  away  right  merrily. 
The  conversation  had  not  progressed  very  far 
when  DeBarth's  face  began  to  turn  red.  He 
felt  for  his  handkerchief,  but  he  had  none. 
Then  his  face  turned  purple.  In  two  min- 
utes more  his  cheek  began  to  swell.  What 
could  he  do  ?  If  his  girl  caught  him  chewing 
tobacco  that  would  settle  it.  The  passengers 
all  noticed  that  Mr.  DeBarth  was  dying,  but 
none  of  them  moved  to  assist  him.  The  cri- 
sis had  come,  and  in  a  fit  of  desperation  D. 
B.  pointed  to  the  front  of  the  car.  All  hands, 
including  his  girl,  looked  in  that  direction. 
While  they  were  doing  so  he  spit  down  his 
sleeve.  Then  he  took  the  quid  from  his 
mouth  and,  without  looking  in  that  direction, 
threw  it  out  of  the  window — or  attempted  to 
do  so.  It  went  up  against  the  pane  with  a 
squash,  and  flattened  out  until  the  car  be- 
came darkened.     No  cards.— AC  Y.  Dispatch. 


Bijah's  Hour. 

The  other  day,  when  a  man  dropped  in  on 
Bijah  and  wiped  the  tears  from  his  eyes,  and 
said  that  his  family  was  in  rags,  hungry  and 
sick,  the  old  janitor's  heart  swelled  up  and 
he  replied: 

"Go  down  to  my  farm  and  help  yourself — ■ 
take  half  the  crops — take  all  of  them." 

"It's  too  good— too  good!"  sighed  the 
weeping  man. 

"No,  it  ain't,"  continued  Bijah,   "I  put  in 
them  crops  on  purpose  for  the   poor   of  De 
troit,   and  you  hire  a  wagon  and  go  down 
there  and  draw  off  enough  to  last  your  family 
all  winter." 

The  citizen  broke  down  and  sobbed  like  a 
child,  and  Bijah  blew  his  nose  with  great  vio- 
lence and  said  to  himself : 

"What's  the  use  of  being  baldheaded  and 
big-footed  if  you  can't  put  a  pry  under  a  fel- 
low human  being  in  distress  ?" 

The  man  was  gone  about  an  hour,  and  he 
returned  without  any  tears  in  his  eyes.  On 
the  contrary,  his  face  was  red,  his  eyes 
flashed,  and  he  stood  before  Bijah  and  yel- 
led: 

"I'm  a  great  mind  to  rub  your  ears  agin 
yer  shoulders!" 

"Great  cider  mills!  but  what  has  o-curred 
now!"  gasped  the  old  man. 

"You  sent  me  down  to  the  farm!" 

"I  did,  and  told  you  to  draw  off  all  the 
crops." 

"And  I've  drawed  'em  and  here  they  are!" 

The  man  unrolled  a  paper  and  exhibited  a 
shriveled  old  beet,  two  cabbage  leaves,  three 
or  four  faded  string  beans,  and  a  potato 
about  the  size  of  a  buckeye." 

"You  told  me  to  hire  a  wagon  and  draw 
'em  off!"  he  went  on,  throwing  the  old  beet 
on  the  floor.  "I  hired  one  and  this  is  the 
load !  you  have  cost  me  fifty  cents,  and  I'm  a 
good  mind  to  lick  you!  you  are  an  old  chim- 
panzee under  the  fence — an  old  garter -snake_ 
in  a  frog  pond — a  hyena  in  a !" 

At  this  point  he  got  so  mad  that  he  hit  Bi- 
jah on  the  chin  with  the  beet  and  rushed  out 
doors.  The  old  man  stood  like  one  in  trance, 
and  it  was  fully  three  minute  before  he  could 
gasp  out: 

"If  gratitude  exists  in  the  human  heart 
then  I'm  willing  to  be  called  a  dodo!" — De- 
troit Free  Press. 
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— North  Carolina  boasts  of  a  kitten  with 
two  bodies,  two  tails,  eight  legs.,  and  one 
head. 

—  The  German  Benevolent  Society  will 
give  a  ball  at  Piatt's  Hall  on  the  evening  of 
November  23.  The  proceeds  will  go  to  the 
Hospital  funds. 

— There  is  a  place  down  South  where 
water  costs  more  than  beer  and  strange  to 
say  the  people  who  reside  there  are  alarm- 
ingly sober.  There  is  a  moral  underneath 
this.     Lift  the  lid! 

— A  man  named  Singerly  died  recently,  in 
Philadelphia,  leaving  a  million  and  a  half  of 
dollars  to  his  heirs.  It  is  safe  to  affirm  that 
they  will  not  be  at  all  gingerly  in  taking 
their  respective  shares. 

— It  was  rumored  on  Wednesday  evening 
last  that  the  Kothschilds  had  declined  to 
float  a  loan,  secured  by  Sand-lot  bonds,  for 
the  purpose  of  bringing  Denis  home.  Happy 
thought — why  not  let  him  stay  where   he  is. 

— "Why  is  Ireland  Discontented?"  was 
the  subject  which  the  Rev.  P.  P.  Maloney 
wrestled  with  the  other  night.  There  is  a  five 
cent  bag  of  peanuts  waiting  at  this  office  for 
any  person  Reverend  or  irreverend.  who  will 
give  a  satisfactory  answer  to  the  query. 

■ — We  neglected  to  mention  last  week  that 
the  German  Democrat  has  obtained  a  new 
press.  We  know  a  great  deal  more  about 
boiled  codfish  and  potatoes  than  we  do  of 
printing  presses,  but  we  are  very  pleased  to 
note  this  evidence  of  prosperity  on  the 
part  of  our  contemporary. 

— A  resident  of  Third  Street  recently  gave 
$3,000  to  a  broker  to  invest  in  stocks  for 
him.  All  has  to  show  for  the  money,  now, 
is  a  piece  of  paper  containing  figures  and 
other  characters  which  interpreted  according 
to  the  rules  of  the  English  language  indi- 
cate that  the  broker  considers  him,  the  in- 
vestor, his  debtor  to  the  extent  of  $250  for 
commissions. 

— On  Wednesday  evening  last,  Mr.  Eeid, 
a  prominent  journalist,  went  into  a  saloon  to 
obtain  a  little  liquid  nourishment.  The  pre- 
siding officer  set  out  a  sample  of  a  new  brand 
of  which  a  large  shipment  had  recently  ar- 
rived. The  journalist  thought  it  was  flavored 
with  too  much  of  that  mild  beverage  known 
as  Adam's  ale  and  immediately  went  back  to 
his  office  and  wrote  an  article  headed  ' '  More 
Water  for  the  City."  Perhaps  you  noticed 
it? 


— Mr.  Pickering  is  respectfully  informed 
that  he  missed  a  highly  important  social 
event  on  Friday  last,  when  Mr.  Patrick  La 
Flannigan  was  united  to  the  beautiful  and 
accomplished  Miss  Bridget  De  Muldoon.  The 
interesting  ceremon}'  was  performed  by 
Archbishop  Nobody  assisted  by  the  Eight 
Reverend  Neverheardof  at  the  residence  of 
bride's  parents,  situate  at  the  back  of  the 
City  Railroad  Stables.  At  the  conclusion 
thereof,  the  happy  couple  started  on  foot  for 
a  protracted  tour  through  North  Beach. 


A  Very  Exact  Denial. 

The  nephew  was  the  typical  nephew  of  the 
comedies  and  novels;  the  uncle,  the  typical 
uncle.  The  former  got  himself  into  debt;  the 
latter  had  to  help  him  out  of  debt. 

But  the  most  long  suffering  of  men  must 
at  last  lose  patience,  and  one  fine  day  the 
uncle  writes  to  his  dear  nephew  that  all  is 
over  between  them.     Not  another  penny. 

The  nephew  flies  down  to  his  uncle's  coun- 
try seat  and  falls  at  his  venerable  relative's 
gouty  feet. 

"Uncle  Peter,  dear  Uncle  Peter,  just  this 
once.  Aid  me  to  straighten  out  this  snarl  in 
my  finances  and  I  will  never,  never  come  to 
you  again." 

"Oh,  Roland,  I  know  too  well.  My  sis- 
ter's son — my  only  sister's  son,"  says  the  old 
man,  wiping  away  a  furtive  tear. 

"Ah,  your  heart  is  touched;  you  will  assist 
me  once  more?"  says  the  young  man. 

"Listen,"  said  his  aged  relative;  "have  you 
a  rule  ?" 

"A  which  ?" 

"A  r-le — a  foot-rule?" 

"Why  should  I  have  one  ?  I  ain't  a  car- 
penter." 

"Go  and  find  one  immediately." 

The  young  man,  puzzled  but  hopeful,  goes 
and  at  the  end  of  half  an  hour  returns  and 


"Uncle,  dear,  here  is  the  foot-rule." 

"Very  well;  measure  this  room,  length, 
breadth  and  height,  so  as  to  ascertain  its  di- 
mensions." 

The  young  man  more  puzzled  than  ever, 
sets  about  his  task,  and  at  last  makes  his  re- 
port. 

"Uncle,  the  room  contains  3,040  cubic 
feet." 

"You  are  sure  of  that?" 

"Absolutely." 

"Very  well,"  says  the  old  gentleman,  ris- 
ing to  his  feet  and  speaking  in  a  tone  of 
thunder;  "and  now,  sir,  if  this  room,  which 
contains  3,040  cubic  feet,  were  tilled  with 
double  eagles  packed  so  tightly  that  you 
couldn't  ram,  jam  or  cram  a  five-cent  piece 
into  it  I  wouldn't  give  you  a  penny.    Git!" 


WM.  E.  LANE, 


All  Orders  Promptly  attended  to. 


REPAIRING  WORK  A  SPECIALTY. 


Work  done  at  reasonable  rates  and  guaranteed. 


505  KEARNY  ST.,  near   California. 


Stale  and  flat  are  the  only  words  which 
will  adequately  express  our  opinion  of  the 
theatrical  entertainments  of  the  week.  At 
the 

California  Theatre 
They  have  been  endeavoring  to  play  "Uncle 
Tom's  Cabin."  Uncle  Tom  and  his  domicile 
have  been  "played  out"  for  years  but  it  has 
been  reserved  for  the  mangementof  the  Cali- 
fornia to  make  the  worst  presentation  of  the 
piece  which  has  ever  come  under  our  obser- 
vation. 


At  Baldwin's 
Miss  Multon  has  turned  out  a  regular  bonan- 
za. In  a  world  that  is  full  to  the  overflow- 
ing with  unhappiness  and  misery  it  is  per- 
fectly wonderful  to  note  with  what  morbid 
pleasure  people  will  watch  every  little  ex- 
pression of  grief  and  suffering  in  such  a  play 
as  "Miss  Multon." 


At  the  Bush  Street  Theatre 
"Little  Duke"  has  been  continued  through- 
out the  week.  May  the  Lord  be  with  the 
little  nobleman,  but  we  don't  want  to  hear  of 
him  for  six  months  to  come.  Next  week 
"La  Marjolaine" — the  long  promised — will 
be  given. 


At  the  Grand  Opera  House 
The  frontier  drama  called  "That  Jibbenaino- 
say,"  a  combination  of  the  most  idiotic  im- 
probabilities, gave  place  to  a  Chinese  Dra- 
matic Company.  In  time  the  Chinese  drama 
may  become  popular  in  San  Francisco;  at 
piesent  it  does  not  seem  to  be  so. 


At  the  Standard. 
"Robinson  Crusoe,  Esq.,"  still  runs  with  un- 
abated vigor.      The  performance  is  meritori- 
ous and  the  attendance  good. 

Woodward's  Gardens. 
What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Planles  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
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sented  at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twent3'-five  cents. 

New  York  Theatricals. 

The  Menzelli  Sisters  have  engaged  with 
Max  Strakoseh  for  the  season. 

"Bose  Michel"  with  Rose  Eytinge  in  the 
title-role,  is  attracting  large  audiences  at  the 
Bowery  this  week. 

Maggie  Mitchell  has  entered  on  a  two 
weeks  engagement  at  the  Holiday  Strett 
Theatre,  Baltimore.  ■ 

A  new  drama,  entitled  "Almost  a  Life," 
was  produced  at  the  Standard  to-night,  when 
Maud  Granger  made  her  first  appearance 
since  her  return  from  California. 

Edwin  Booth  makes  his  appearance  in 
"Hamlet"  at  the  Fifth  Avenue  on  Monday. 
He  will  be  supported  by  Miss  Nellie  Cum- 
mins, late  of  the  California  Theatre. 

Modjeska  had  a  farewell  benefit  at  the 
Fifth  Avenue  last  night,  appearing  both  as 
"Camille"  and  "Frou  Frou,"  and  closed  her 
very  successful  engagement  to-night. 

At  the  Broadway,  George  S.  Knight  and 
wife  are  doing  good  business  with  "Otto,"  a 
German  play  of  the  Fritz  school,  but  unlike 
Fritz,  it  has  considerable  merit,  and  is  clev- 
erly constructed  in  its  situations. 

A  new  play  by  Brownson  Howard,  entitled 
"Qui  Vive,"  has  been  accepted  by  Wallack, 
and  will  be  produced  in  the  course  of  the 
season.  Wallack  has  also  purchased,  and 
will  soon  produce,  Burnaud's  comic  play, 
"Our  Club." 


Use  SLAVEN'S 

Tosemite  Cologne! 


nov9-3ni 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


A  Beautiful  picture  is  what  we  all  admire.  The 
photogrhphs  taken  at  the  Imperial  Gallery,  724% 
Market  Street,  are  unsurpassed  in  finish  and  artistic 
merit.  *nov2-lm 


The  Mammoth  Tree.— A  section  of  the  larget  tree 
in  the  world  is  now  being  exhibited  by  Messrs. 
McKearuan,  H.  H.  Tuttle  and  Hubbs,  at  a  vacant  lot 
on  Market  Street,  near  Sixth,  for  a  few  days,  before 
being  exported  to  New  York  and  Europe.  This  tree, 
called  "Old  Moses,"  from  a  mountain  of  that  name 
near  which  it  grew,  was  discovered  by  Professor 
Knowles  in  1874,  on  the  Tule  River,  Tulare  County, 
75  miles  from  Visalia.  It  was  considerably  over  240 
feet  in  height  and  measured  111  feet  at  the  base. 
The  section  on  exhibition  measures  100  feet  in  cir- 
cumference. The  age  of  this  tree  is  estimated  to  be 
4824  years.  This  gigantic  wonder  will  be  found  an 
object  of  admiration  and  no  one  should  fail  to  see 
this  monarch  of  the  forests.  *nov2-4t 


The  American  Jewelry  Company  have 
achieved  a  great  triumph  when  they  able  to 
offer  a  solid  gold  ring  with  the  wonderful 
Lefevre  setting  for  one  dollar.  The  Com- 
pany are  a  leading  Jewelry  Firm  in  Cincin- 
nati, and  are  perfectly  reliable. 


A  limited  number  of  complete  second  vol- 
umes of  the  Wasp  may  be  purchased  at  the 
business  office.  602  California  Street. 


Watches,  Jewelry  and  Silverware,  at  the 
very  lowest  prices.  Watch  and  Jewelry  re- 
pairing a  specialty  all  work  warranted.  H. 
WEULE,  634  Market  St.,  opp.  Palace  Hotel. 


Stock  Indicator  Oyster  and  Lunch  House, 
Leidesdorff  street,  bet.  Pine  and  California, 
below  the  Pacific  Stock  Board.  Oysters  in  all 
styles,  served  from  6  A.  M.  to  6  P.  M.  New 
York  Butter  Cakes  will  be  sold  only  at  the 
old  stand,  519  California  street,  under  Cali- 
fornia Market.         J.  H.  Burns,  Jr.,  Prop. 


— Becipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


lions.  Alexander  s.  I>e  Wolowski, 

The  well-known  pianist  and  vocalist,  honor- 
ary member  of  the  principal  Philharmonic 
Societies,  reopens  courses  and  classes  for 
piano  and  singing,  for  opera,  parlor  and  con- 
certs, by  his  new  simplified  method,  the 
shortest  and  best  in  existence,  saving  years  of 
practice  to  beginners,  reading  music  at  sight 
and  training  the  voice  to  its  highest  culture. 
Musical  time  by  his  new  invention.  At  Al- 
bemarle House,  No.  8  Mason  St. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


DONNOLLY'S 

YEAST  POWDER 

FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 
Ask    Your     Grocer    For    It. 


Mrs.  F.  De  Courcy, 

MI  I  LLINER 

And  Importer  of 

FINE    MILLINERY    GOODS, 

110  &  142  Sixth  St.,  bet.  Howard  and  Natoma,  S.  F. 
nov9-2mos 


A.  HacBeth.  J.  Gollan. 

MacBETH  &  GOLLAN, 

lUiekut  Tailors, 

633  Washington  St., 

Between  Montgomery  and  Kearny  Sts. 
nov9-2mos. 


BALDWIN'S 

Pickled.     Sutter, 

30  CENTS  per  POUND. 

Eastern  Butter,  in  10-pound.  Packoges, 
20  Cents. 

TERWILLIGER  &  FINK, 

50  and  51  Washington  Market. 

nov9-lm 


REMOVAL. 


i,  w,  tabe: 

The  leading  Photographer  of  this  city,  has  just  occu- 
pied his  new  and  handsome  parlors  over  the  HIBER- 
NIA  BANK,  corner  Market  and  Montgomery  Sts. 
Entrance  on  Montgomery  Street.  Elevator  connec- 
ted with  building.  Easy  of  access.  The  handsomest 
Photograph  Booms  in  the  city. 

Give  Him  a  Call ! 

nov9-2mos 

KUNKEL'S 

AMERICAN    LYRE! 

The  most  simply  constructed  String  Instrument  before  the  Tublic. 

Its  Tone  is  Full,  Sonorus  and  Rich,  aim  superior  to  the 

German  Zither  and  Guitar. 

BANCROFT,  KNIGHT  &  CO., 

General  Agents, 
733  MARKET  STREET,  San  Francisco. 

nov9-lm 


ROSS' 

MILLINERY  EMPORIUM, 


UNDEK  THE  BALDWIN. 


nov9-lm 


PALMER  BROTHERS 

726  to  734  MARKET  STREET, 

Have  a  full  Assortment  of 

Ladies'  and  Gents'  Furnishing  Goods, 

Toilet  Articles,  Corsets,  Embroideries,  French  any  Valenciennes 
L-ices,  a  ffne  Assortment  of  Veilings  and  Bushings,  and  the  larges 
stock  of 

MILLINERY  GOODS, 

And  the  best  stock  of 

BOYS'  CLOTHING  and  HATS  &  CAPS 

IN  THE  CITY. 

nov2-lm 


KOHLER  &  CHASE, 

Agents  for  the  well  known 

DECKER  PIANOS, 

REMOVED  TO 
137  and  139  Post  St. 


(**  OT  T^  -*nv  worher  can  make  S12  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
V-rVyJJJ-/  Outfit  free.    Address  True  &l  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 
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KAST'S 

FASHIONABLE 

OE  STORE, 

COBNEB  MARKET  AND  MTONT  STREETS, 

Just  received  the  Latest  PARIS  Fall  and  Winter 
styles  of 

Ladies  and  Gent's  Boots. 


CENTRAL  SALOON 

244  SCTTER  ST.,  bet.  Kearny  and  Diipont. 

HOT    LUNCH 

From  1 1  to  1  o'clock. 

Beer,  Wines,  Liquors,  Cigars. 

FRANZ  FELDER.  Manager. 

MERCEE^ 
Marsh  Mallow  Candy 

FACTORY, 

WHOLESALE    AND    RETAIL, 

No.  17  POWELL  ST.,  opp.  Baldwin's  Hotel,  San 
Francisco. 

Branch  of  518  KEARNT    STREET. 

Ejp*  Special   Attention   paid   to  Country  Orders. ^^ 

HIBERISEA 
Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE —Northeast    Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 

OFFICERS: 

President M.  D.  SWEENY 

Vice-President , C.  D.  O'SULLFVNA 

TRUSTEES- 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      (3.  D.  O'Snllivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,         Gus.    Touehard. 

it.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donoliue. 

Treasoiieb EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attoemey RICHARD  TOBIJS 

KEM1TTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  aent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Otliee  or  any  re- 
liable Uankiny  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  lor 
their  sale  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pans  Boo1*  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  tin 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  §2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  :l. 
july-21-tf  ' 

W-,     SCHEHR, 
FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing. 


GOLQMA  VINEYARD. 


y^^L-M^ 


Constantly  on 
hand 

WINES  &  BRANDIES, 
Burgundy, 

Muscat,     Catawba, 

RED,   WHITE, 
and     other     WINES. 


Robert  Chalmers,  Coloma. 

FOR  SALE  BY 

ROBERT    BELL, 

General  Agent  for  Sun  Francisco,  also 
Dealer  in 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors, 

412  Sansomc  Street,         -        -        San  Francisco. 


Candies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!     Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

r»    O-AJSTTir  <3fe  CO.. 

"Wholesale     and    Retail    Confectioners , 
107  M0STG0ME11Y  STREET. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  our  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climntes.  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal,  Orders  from  the  interior  promply  and  care- 
hilly  attended  to.  Brokeu  Candy,  15  cents  a  pound. 
Mixed  Candy,  zO  cents  a  pound. 


Henry  Ahrens.         Henry  Tietjeu.         Th.  v.  Borstel. 

CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  Ahrens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 
A.    SCHROEPFER, 

ARCHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block, 
oor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


^uhjicntinq  (£omyonnd 


AND    CUPS. 


One  dollars  worth  of  Compound  in  our  Cups  w  ill  last  as  long  as 
from  two  to  ten  dollars  worth  of  oil,  with  no  slop,  and  with  one- 
twentieth  of  the  attention  required  by  the  best  oil  cups. 

THE 


For  Lubricating  Engine  Cylinders. 

It  will  keep  the  cylinder  and  Valves  clean  and  well  lubricated, 
and  consequently,  by  decreasing  the  friction  of  these  parts, 
add  to  the  power  of  the  Engine.  Engineers  who 
use  it  have  no  trouble  in  overhauling  their  valves  and  packing- 
corrosion  being  absent,  the  bolts  come  out  without  being 
wrenched  off,  as  is  generally  the  case  when  other  oils  or  tallow 
are  used. 

Katzenstein's  Metal  Packing 

For  Engine  Piston-rods  and  Valve-stems.     Will  last  five  years  and 
give  no  trouble. 


K.  IIDE  A  CO'S 


CHISEL,  TOOTH,  MILL, 
and  EDGER  SAWS, 


SHOP 


D'ff  A 

IN    SO  LI  D    GC 

ONE  DOHA 


always  in    perfect    condition    to  run  with- 
out any  of  the  expensive  skilled  labor  which 
other  saw   constantly  demand. 

R.  Hoe  &  Co's  Printing  Presses. 

We  refer  to  all  the  mines  at  Virginia  City,  and  to  all  leading  steam 
hues,  uianutact  tries,  saw  mills,  etc..  throughout  the  United 
states,    Send  tor  Circulars.     Address 

TATUM  &  BOWEN, 

No.  3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market. 
P.  0.  Box  616,  Virginia  City,  Nev. 

QJK  4-f\  fliOf™\  per  dav  at  home.  Samples  worth  . 95  free. 
tp«J    liU   <PA\J  Address  SriKBO-1  &  Co.,  Portia  id,  Maine. 

0  n 

JTING   S. 

ONE  DOLLAR 


Lel'tiv 


;  I . I i.l-.  *  l 


Lcievre  £ur  Droue,  *1. 


THE  ONLY  PERFECT  FAC-SIMILE  OF  THE  REAL  DIAMOND  IN  THE  WORLD. 

Pronounced  by  the  Academy  of  France  that  M.  Lefevre  has  really  obtained  artificially  the  true  diamond. 

The  basis  of  iliose  cems  arc  pure  crystals  found  in  the  Sierra  Nevadas.  from  whence  they  are  exported 

to  the  Lefevre  Laboratory  in  l'aris,  France,  where  they  are  submitted  to  a  chemical  and  voltaic  process, 

BY  WHICH  THEIR    SURFACES   ARE    COVERED   WITH   A    COATINO    OF   PURE   DIAMONDS, 

Imparting  to  them  all  the  Bkili.i  vncy,  Hakdnkss,  and  refractive  qualities  of  the  natural  diamond,  and 
makinc  tbem  as  desirable  for  Wear,  Brilliancy,  and  Bennr.v.  as  the  veritable  perns  themselves. 
The  King,  Studs,  and    Ear    Drops,  as  displayed  in   this   announcement,  are  accurate   engravings  or 

SOLID  GOLD  MOUHTnTOS,  CONTAnTWS  THE  WOlTDEBFt/L  LEFEVEE  DIAMOND,  warrantea  fcy  certificate  U.  S.  Mint  amy. 

ON  RECEIPT  OF  ONE  DOLLAR  Tn  America,  either"  article  ns  n'hove  represented.  Our 
"Book  on  Diamonds,"  with  illustrations  ofartistic  Diamond  Jewelry  in  solid  (14  k.)  Eold,  mailed  free. 

T  hnvc  Been  manv  imitation-  or  -Hamon-lB.  hot  never  nnv  that  ennM  eqn.il  the  T.e'evre  RrUllant.-M   EI.T.ROY.  StftmRjrf.  Cnno. 

I  am  in  receipt  ,.f-i  [.-nr  or  th.'  "Vonilerfiil  L.-fei-re  Far  Prop*,  for  one  dollar;  to  say  that  I  am  pleased  with  them  barJlj  alls  the 
bill,  they  arc  slmnlr  elecant— ANDREW  MORRIS.  Horn  el  I -v  I  lie.  N.  T.  ,i«««h™ 

TheVon.Wfi.l  I.rf.-vre  l.ianmnrt  Rim;,  for  one  dollar,  came  to  hand  ihh  morninc.  It  1=  really  elegant,  giving  entire  satis  faction, 
and  eliciting  wonder  and  admiration  from  nil  who  Bee  it.— "*\  IT.  REEDY.  Martln=hurc   J\     Va.  _  „„,„,.,„„   r„ 

The  Lefevre  Di.-unnn.H.  nimniiM  In  solid  gold,  are  irnlr  mnrvelmn.-R.  V.  AVERY*  SONS.  Home  and  Farm.  T.nnl-i  lite.  Ky. 

The  eniinenilv  micee^fiil  experiments  of  M.  Lefevre  silences  all  doubt  of  the  artificial  reproduction  of  the  true  diamond,— 
W.  DO  FBENOY.thc  (treat  French  Scientist.  "  ,       M  _  ,    .  e  .       „ 

The  Lefevre  Diamond  most  effectually  disturb*  tbe  slnnVbern  or  the  poaap"or*  of" costly  gems.— Jonrnnl  or  science. 

»®"  We  guarantee  the  Wonderful  Lefevre  Diamonds  for  One  Dollar  to  he  mounted  In  Solid  Gold, 
and  will  cheerfully  refund  the  money  if  found  unsatisfactory.    Address  all  orders  to  the 

AMERICAN  JEWELRY  COMPANY,  5  Arcade,  CINCINNATI,  0. 

Th  j    Amerlaan  Jewelry  Company  is  a  prompt  and  reliable  house. 
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San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing    MONDAY,    OCT.   7th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  "Wharf.) 

3  00  *"•  ^*  DAILY,  [Sundays  excepted]  Steamer  "James  M. 
•  v  V/  Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),  connecting  with 
Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa, 
Healdahurg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  con- 
nections at  Lakevills  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City, 
and  the  Geysers. 

^^Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  with  Ful- 
ton and  GuerneviJlh  R  R.  for  Korbel's,  Guerneville  and  the  Red- 
woods. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  11.00  A,  M.] 

8  00  ^"  M.  (Sundays  only].  Excursion  Steamer  "James  M. 
•  V/v/  Donahue"  connecting  at  Donahue  with  trains  for  Clo- 
verdale and  way  stations. 

RETURNING  TRAINS  will  leave  Donahue  at 
4.40  P.  M.  and  arrive  in  San  Francisco  at  6.25  P.  M. 


^a^Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  3.00  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN, 
Geii.  Manager.         Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 


BACK    NUMBERS 

or  THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
"WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


a  week  in  your  own  town.  Terms  and  $5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


$66 


MOW  OPENED. 


F3R3EE    TO    .A.X.JL1I 

Rules  of  the  People's  public 

STOCK  EXCHANGE 

311  and  313  Pine  Street. 

It  Is  optional  vchether  we  accept  orders  or  not. 

Orders  Received  from  Five  Shares  to  One  Hun- 
dred. 

MARG-INS. 

The  Lowest  Margins  received  on  Stocks  selling 
below  $51pei  share  will  be  50  cents  per  share. 

Above  $5  and  not  over  §10  will  be  $1  per  share. 

Above  $10  and  not  over  §20  will   be  $2  per  share. 

Above  $20  and  not  over  $30  will  be  $3  per  share. 

Above  $30  and  not  over  $100  will  be  $5  per  share. 

Above  $100  and  not  over  $300  will  be  $10  per 
share. 

Parties  can  Operate  direct  from  the  prices  of  the 
indicators,  and  close  on  same  as  the  prices  come  out 
providing  the  quotations  are  not  out  too  long. 

Cnstomers  must  be  governed  by  the  quotations  of 
the  San  Francisco  Stock  Exchange,  subject  to  official 
corrections. 

Commissions  "will  be  one-quarter  of  one  per  cent, 
for  buying  and  the  same  for  selling  on  all  transac- 
tions over  $200. 

Those  wishing  to  remargin  Stocks  must  do  so  be- 
fore their  first  margins  are  exhausted. 

Interest  charged  for  carrying  Stocks  will  be  one 
per  cent,  per  month. 

Stocks  carried  as  long  as  margins  are  kept  good 

Those  desiring  Stock  will  please  notify  us  when 
the  order  is  given. 

No  further  Liability  to  th<  customer  than  the 
amount  of  margin  put  up. 

No  notification  will  be  given  when  your  contracts 
are  exhausted. 

Stocks  are  not  sold  out  until  the  entire  margin 
is  exhausted. 

This  Exchange  opens  and  closes  the  same  hours 
as  the  San  Francisco  Stock  Exchange 

Fifty  cents  commission  on  all  transactions  be 
low  $200. 

Orders  by  mail  promptly  executed. 

M.  G.  STEDMAN  &  CO. 


BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between    8th   and    9th   Streets, 

M.  NUN  AN,  Proprietor. 


NOTICE. 

The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicions  nature  will 
be  published  by  this  paper. 


0.  D.  O.    STJLLIVAN.  JAS.  R.   KELLY 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS.  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 

WANTED. 

In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,   CANVAS- 
SEES  for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 
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S3.  KICKS  <3c  CO.. 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANT 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 

54:i   Clay   Street 


SAN   FRANCISCO. 


jan5-tf 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Waits,  Moles,  effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   OERARD,    from  Paris 

838  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.  Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

B.  S.  BUHxSTS, 

Agent  for 

Ths  liliitmtei  Wasp 

Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,   between   J   and    It. 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Markel 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 

Printers  of  the  WASP. 

novl7-tf 

YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 

FREE 

Mame  and  Istelligezee  Murgau 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOR  AN!  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours'  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 

TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  G-ibbon's  Dispensary, 

023  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  of 
*all  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen- 
erative organs,  and  all  physical  coij- 
i  ditions  of  weakness  consequent  upon 
^the  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 
Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successful  treated. 
The  sick  and  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upoD 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospital  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. BE.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  hi 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  maybe  CURED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DE.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 


256 


THE     fLLUSTKATKD    WA.SP 


VOX.  3 


S?  121 


^pmcEioc^5 


liO'-i^ALIKOKN'IA      ST 

N  W    COR    OF  KEARNY   ST 
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Published  every  Saturday, 


602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
'  CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
Thiktt-five  cents  per  month   delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVAKIABLY     IN    ADVANCE) 

(^Postage  Free) 

One  Year        -  $4.00 

Six  Months  -  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -       -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -  $5.00 

Six  Months       -----    $2.50 

Three  Months      -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  The  Editor,  602  Cali- 
fornia street,  San  Francisco. 

SATURDAY,  NOVEMBER  23,  1878. 

"  'Gainst  the  wrong  thai  needs  redressing, 
For  the  weak,  the  strong  oppressing." 

■  We  learn  with  a  great  degree  of  satisfac- 
tion that  steps  are  about  to  be  taken  to  ob- 
tain the  twenty-four  thousand  dollars  which 
.  our  frugal  and  erudite  Board  of  Supervisors 
condescended  to  set  apart  for  the  purpose  of 
establishing  a  Free  Public  Library.  At  the 
same  time  we  suggest  to  the  gentlemen  who 
are  moving  in  this  matter,  that  while  it  would 
be  quite  right  to  obtain  that  money  (if  pos- 
sible) and  put  it  on  one  side  to  form  the  nuc- 
leus of  a  fund  with  which  to  found  such  an 
institution,  it  would  be  perfectly  absurd  to 
start  upon  such  a  small  sum.  It  should  be 
borne  in  mind  that  an  election  takes  place 
in  this  city  nest  fall.  Let  the  answer  to  the 
question  "Are  you  in  favor  of  establishing  a 
Free  Public  Library  in  this  city  ?"  be  made 
the  test  of  every  candidate's  qualification. 
The  ward  politicians,  the  patrons  of  the  prize 
ring,  and  the  lovers  of  crooked  contracts, 
will  have  no  use  for  such  an  institution, 
while  the  honest  intelligent  citizen,  who  is  a 
candidate  through  laudable  ambition,  will 
give  it  his  ready  and  unequivocal  support. 


OUR  GREATNESS  IS  CROOKEDNESS. 

POLITICS. 

The  American   system   of  government  is 
founded  .ipon  a  grand  design,  but,  though  it 
may  be  heresy  to  state  the  fact,  it  is   not   by 
any  means  perfect.     It  has   not   progressed, 
developed,  and    expanded,    as    years    have 
passed  over  it.     It  has  stood  still;  nay,  it  has 
in  many  respects  gone  backward.   The  coun- 
try has  progressed  in  general  intelligence,  in 
the  arts,  the  sciences,  and  in  mechanics;   but 
the  government  of  the  country  is  to-day   no 
more  perfect  than  it  was  one   hundred  years 
ago.    In  fact  it  is  not  so  perfect,  because  one 
hundred  years  ago  it  was  suited  to   the   con- 
dition of  the  country,  now  it  is  not.     Why  is 
this  ?    Why  is  it  that  we  have  improved   our 
railroads,  our  steamships,   our  manufactur- 
ing implements,  our  producing  implements, 
our  everything — except  facilities  for  conduc- 
ting the   public   business.      The   answer  is 
simple.     Because  little  by  little   the   intelli- 
gence of  the  country,  the   patriotism   of   the 
country,  and  the  honor  and   honesty   of   the 
country,  have  been  driven  from   public   life, 
and  that,  too,  by  the  people  themselves.    The 
loud    mouthed,     empty-headed,     placating, 
smooth-tongued,  demagogue  has  ever  received 
the  support  of  the  people   against  the   cul- 
tured, thinking,  man  who  was  too  honest  and 
too  well  informed  to  tell  them  that  they  were 
the  most  accomplished  and  enlightened  peo- 
ple in  the  universe  and  that  this  country  was, 
as   compared   with   all  others,  as  heaven  is 
unto  hell.      Little   by   Little   it  has  become 
fashionable  for  conventions  to  give  nomina' 
tions  to  ignorant  unknown  boobies   and   for 
the  people   to   support  those   nominees  be- 
cause their  names  were  on  "the  ticket."     To 
rive  an  apt  illustration  let  us   take   the   last 
Democrat  who  was  elected   to   Congress   by 
the  people  of  this  city.     He  could  not  speak 
a  sentence  of  good  English  if  he   was  to   be 
rewarded  therefore  with  a  present  of  the   C. 
P.  R.  R.      Beyond  pulling  the   wires  in  a 
convention   he   knows  as   much  of  political 
economy   as   a  race  horse  does  of  theology. 
When  such  men  sit  in  the  Council   Halls   of 
the  nation,  how  can  we  expect  progression  ? 
A  silk  purse  cannot  be  made  out  of   a   sow's 
ear.     The  people  of  the  country  grumble  be- 
cause    gigantic     "crookedness"    permeates 
through  every  branch  of  the  government;  be- 
cause the  material  interests    of  the   country 
are   allowed   to   languish   in   neglect   while 
their  sapient  patriotic  legislators   scramble 
for  place  and  power  and  pickings;   because 
"rings"   flourish   and   their   members   grow 
rich;  because  their  navy  is  composed  of  a  few 
rotten  tubs;  because  their  Indian   wards   are 
starved  into  revolt  while  their  Indian  agents 
become  millionaires;    because    their  public 
lands  are  stolen  by  the  mile;  because  rascali- 
ty, corruption,  and  dishonesty  ride   rampant 
over  everything  and   everybody.      Yet  the 
people  of  the  country  have  never   made   an 
honest  endeavor  to  find  out  where  the  origin 
of  the  trouble  lay  or  they  would  have  found 
out  easily  enough  that  it  was  in   themselves. 
We    hear   people  talking  every  day  about 
"corruption,"    about    "jobs,"     and     about 
"fraud"  in  the  conduct  of  public  affairs  until 


the  very  mention  of  those  words  produce  a 
nausea.  There  is  flagrant  wrong  doing  in 
public  life;  there  is  downright  thievery  going 
on  everj'  day  in  the  administration  of  public 
affairs,  but  the  people  who  talk  loudest  about 
it  know  nothing  of  it,  and  what  is  worse  still 
would  not  discommode  themselves  to  stop  it. 
They  decry  everybody  and  everything  be- 
cause they  delight  in  evil  speaking.  As 
often  as  not  their  tongues  light  upon  the 
honest  man  while  they  let  the  thief  pass.  At 
election  time  they  fall  into  line  behind  the 
brass  band,  and  their  voices  join  the  chorus 
when  the  crowd  howl  for  the  boorish  dema- 
gogic knave.  The  first  step  towards  purify- 
ing our  government  will  be  taken  when  the 
masses  begin  to  purify  themselves,  and  the 
first  step  towards  improving  our  system  of 
government  will  be  taken  when  the  masses 
begin  to  cultivate  their  intelligence  and  dis- 
criminating faculties. 


A  SEW  SYSTEM  OF  EDUCATION. 

"Train  a  child  up  in  the  way  it  should  go 
and  when  it  is  old,  it  will   not   depart  from 
it,"  is  a  philosophical  injunction   which   has 
been  handed  down  to  us  from  our  venerable 
Hebrew  forefathers.     And  though   the  peo- 
ple of  San  Francisco  are  not  noted   for  the 
strict  attention  which  they  pay  to  the  advice 
and  commands  of  Biblical  writers,  thej'  have 
been,  so  far  as  the  above  quoted  injunction  is 
concerned,  as  obedient  as   the   strictest   dis- 
ciplinarian could  wish.     The  people   of  this 
sand  cursed  community  desire  that  their  chil- 
dren should  go  in  the  way  of  erudition;  that 
their  sons  should  recollect,  when  stealing  the 
public  monies,  or  betraying   the   hospitality 
of  their  neighbor  (by  destroying  the  chastity 
of  his  home),  or  starting  the  venemous  ton- 
gue of  slander,  or  doing  any  one   of  the   in- 
numerable mean,  degraded   and   degrading, 
actions  which  humanity  mostly   occupies   it- 
self with,  that  the   pages   of  history   bristle 
with  the  records  of  similar  occurrences.  The 
people  of  this  community   desire   that  their 
daughters  should  be  able  to  recollect,   when 
chewing  the  succulent  gum,  or  frying  the  ap- 
petising slap-jack,  or  darning  the  holy  stock- 
ing, that  the  world  contains  five  great   conti- 
nents— exclusive  of  Goat  Island — and   that 
three  beaus  minus  one  gone  to  see  his  Uncle 
in  New  York,  one  captivated  by  another  girl, 
and  one  dead  broke  by  her  oyster   capacity, 
can  not  be  made,  by  any  mathematical  calcu- 
lation, to  equal  one  husband.      That  is  the 
hope  which  gently  flutters  in   the   bosom   of 
each  and  every  responsible  respectable  mem- 
ber of  this  corporate   community,   and   as   a 
practical  people  they  have  made   a  practical 
effort  to  realize   their   desire.     The    conse- 
quence is  that  we  have  educational  establish- 
ments staring  us  in  the  face  at  every  corner; 
and  the  taxpayers  have  the  tax-collector  star- 
ing them  in  the  face  at  every   corner.      Our 
purpose  at  the  present  time  is  to  draw  atten- 
tion to   that  portion   of  the   curriculum  of 
these  establishments  which  is,   we   suppose, 
termed  the  acrobatic.       It  consists  of  a  most 
interesting  exercise  and  is  held  in   the   yard 
of  the  school  building.     As   it   takes  prece- 
dence over  all  the  other  studies,   we   natur- 
ally suppose  that  it  is  regarded  as  being   of 
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more  consequence.  The  children  are  mar- 
shaled together  by  their  instructors  as  an 
army  is  marshaled  by  its  officers  and  thou 
the  commander-in-chief  appears.  The  com- 
mander is,  we  may  observe,  usually  a  person 
of  masculine  carriage  and  voice  but  dressed 
in  female  clothing — and,  we  have  been  told, 
is  as  a  matter  of  truth  and  fact  of  the  sweeter 
gentler,  and  weaker  sex.  Upon  her  appear- 
ance there  commences  an  entertainment 
which  far  eclipses  anything  Barnum  has  ever 
produced.  The  children  are  put  through  a 
series  of  evolutions  at  the  word  of  command 
— at  least  the  word  of  command  is  uttered  in 
a  sharp  suggestive  (matrimonially)  voice,  but 
as  no  human  being  could  possibly  under- 
stand it,  the  lady  illustrates  the  action  which 
she  wishes  to  have  performed  and  the  chil- 
dren follow.  They  squat  like  a  select  com- 
mittee of  grasshoppers  about  to  charge  a 
grain  field,  they  have  arms  akimbo  and  arms 
alimbo,  in  short  their  little  bodies  are  put 
through  contortions  which,  not  having  the 
vocabulary  of  the  circus  ring  at  hand,  we  are 
unable  to  describe.  We  regret  to  say,  how- 
ever, that  one  or  two  graceful  motions  seem 
to  have  been  forgotten;  the  children  might 
be  taught  to  stand  upon  their  heads,  to  walk 
upon  their  noses,  and  to  hang  their  legs  over 
their  ears.  But,  of  course,  this  system  of 
instruction  being  somewhat  new  cannot  be 
expected  to  be  perfect  as  yet.  San  Fran- 
cisco is  proud  of  her  public  schools,  and  she 
has  a  right  to  be.  They  give  an  excellent 
acrobatic  entertainment,  free,  gratis,  and  for 
nothing,  twice  a  day.  Go  and  have  a  look 
at  it! 


[See  Illustration  oa  Last  Page,] 
AFTER  THE  BATTLE. 

The  battle  is  over,  the  thunder  of  the  ar- 
tillery is  stilled,  the  tramp  of  the  moving  le- 
gions is  heard  no  more,  the  clash  of  the 
charging  horsemen  is  a  thing  of  the  past,  and 
the  smoke  of  the  conflict  has  cleared  away. 
Now  in  calmness  and  quiet  we  can  survey 
the  field  whereon  the  conflict  raged,  we  can 
count  up  the  dead,  the  wounded,  and  the 
missing;  and  we  can  examine  into  the  condi- 
tion of  the  survivors. 

Benjamin,  alias  cock-eyed  Ben,  alias  the 
spoon-stealer,  alias  the  Beast,  alias  The 
White  Plumed  Hero  of  Navarre,  is  dead — 
killed  beyond  hope  of  resuscitation. 

The  Greenback  Labor  Party  has  exploded 
into  fragments  so  small  that,  even  if  they 
could  be  recognized,  it  would  take  a  few 
centuries,  more  or  less,  to  collect  them  to- 
gether. 

And  Denis,  our  Lieutenant-General  ?  Why 
he  is  not  dead  (fools  never  die!)  but  he  has 
been  sat  upon.  Immagine  that,  ye  gods  and 
little  fishes.  Sat  upon  by  the  horny  handed, 
hard  working,  pork-and-bean  eating  Yankees 
of  New  England.  Hurry  up  with  your  trum- 
pet Gabriel!  Our  Denis  is  not  so  important 
a  factor  in  American  polities  as  he  thought 
he  was,  and  something  must  happen  pretty 
soon.  The  triumphal  procession  which  he 
was  about  to  lead  to  the  Presidential  chair 
is,  like  the  return  of  a  borrowed  umbrella, 
indefinitely  postponod.  And — ah! — let  us 
see  ?      Didn't  our  Denis   say  that  if  Butler 


wasn't  elected  Beach  street,  a  thoroughfare 
situated  in  the  Hub,  would  run  with  blood  V 
(Geese's  blood  too,  we  presume).  But  after 
the  election  was  over  the  collective  blood 
of  all  the  geese  who  would  follow  the 
great  Lieutenant  General  wouldn't  have 
made  a  waterspout  gutter  run  with  gore.  So 
that  little  celeb)  ation  had  to  be  indefinitely 
postponed  also.  It  seems  as  though  every- 
thing had  to  be  put  off  to  a  future  day,  and 
there  are  reasonable  grounds  to  fear  that,  if 
that  day  ever  arrives,  it  will  be  a  very  busy 
one. 

There  is  one  consolation  left  to  us,  how- 
ever, and  that  is  that  we  are  to  have  "Our 
Denis"  home  again.  Yes,  home  again  foul- 
mouthed  and  empty  headed  as  ever.  And 
the  cost  is  only  four  hundred  dollars.  A 
mere  bagatelle,  to  be  sure.  It  might,  though, 
have  been  done  cheaper;  it  might  have  been 
done  for  one  hundred  dollars;  in  fact  it  is 
our  honest  opinion  that  Denis  would  have 
found  his  way  back  if  he  had  got  nothing;  it 
is  our  honest  opinion  that  Denis  is  worth  a 
good  deal  more  money  than  the  people  who 
subscribed  that  four  hundred  dollars.  But 
then  we  suppose  the  sand-lots  are  in  funds 
just  now.  By  and  by  they  will  be  demand- 
ing "bread  or  work."  Wouldn't  four  hun- 
dred dollars  buy  a  good  deal  of  bread  ? 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
THE  USUAL  DEFENCE  OF  CRIME. 

Now  a  days  when  a  culprit  commits  a  mur- 
der under  circumstances  of  such  unpardon- 
able atrocity  that  even  the  unlimited  cheek 
of  the  Police  Court  "shyster"  backs  down 
from  the  task  of  justifying  the  act,  the  usual 
and  ordinary  course  of  law  is  to  proclaim  the 
blood  stained  scoundrel  "crazy." 

"Charity,"  it  used  to  be  said,  "covereth  a 
multitude  of  sins,"  but  charity  will  have  to 
enlarge  her  wings  if  she  means  to  compete 
with  insanity  in  the  covering  business.  Car- 
lyle  once  observed  that  the  people  of  Eng- 
land were  mostly  all  fools,  and  judging  from 
the  criminal  records  of  this  country  for  the 
past  twenty  years  or  so,  it  is  not  unfair  to 
assume  that  the  greater  number  of  its  peo 
pie  are  insane.  The  number  of  lunatics  who 
are  at  this  moment  moving  around  in  the  full 
possession  of  their  liberty,  to  all  outward  ap- 
pearances in  the  complete  enjoyment  of  all 
their  faculties,  able  to  cheat,  and  lie,  and  de- 
fraud, with  the  best  of  us,  would  appal  an 
arithmetician.  And  strange  to  say,  their  in- 
sanity will  never  be  discovered  until,  for  pur- 
poses of  revenge,  or  robbery,  or  some  other 
impelling  motive,  they  have  taken  the  life  of 
a  fellow-being.  Then  a  dozen  or  more  will- 
ing tongues  will  bear  testimony  to  the  fact 
that  the  culprit  was  insane.  The  ideas  of 
these  witnesses  as  to  what  constitutes  insani- 
ty will,  in  the  majority  of  instances,  be  found 
to  be  as  unsatisfactory  and  vague  as  a  Peejee 
Islander's  views  regarding  the  doctrine  of 
evolution.  One  will  say  he  considered  the 
prisoner  "a  little  off,"  because  he  parted  his 
hair  in  the  centre  of  his  head;  another  will 
have  it  that  the  violent  brute  "was  not  all 
there,"  because  he  drank  coffee  without 
saccharine  condiments.  And  the  result  will 
be  that  the  murderer  will  be  consigned  to  an 


insane  asylum  for  a  few  months  and  then 
turned  loose  upon  society  as  an  illustration 
of  one  of  the  remarkable  freaks  of  '  emo- 
fional  insanity."  Behold  "the  majesty  of 
the  law!" 


[See  Illustration  on  Page  205.] 
WEAKENING  THE  WATER  MONOPOLY. 

The  Spring  Valley  Water  Monopoly  we 
have  likened  unto  the  fierce  and  almost  in- 
vulnerable crocodile.  The  likeness  is  in 
many  respects  an  apt  one.  The  crocodile 
lives  in  the  neighborhood  of  slimy  unhealthy 
water  and  is  the  implacable  enemy  of  almost 
everything  except  itself.  It  is  a  monopolist 
too.  It  swallows,  with  charming  impartiali- 
ty, all  living  things  whether  fish,  flesh,  or 
fowl. 

There  are  one  or  two  points,  however, 
where  the  comparison  is  in  favor  of  the  cro- 
codile. It  never  corrupts  legislatures;  it 
never  subsidises  newspapers;  it  never  buys 
up  Boards  of  Supervisors;  it  never  resorts  to 
crooked  meters;  it  never  attempts  to  sell  it- 
self for  three  times  its  value. 

It  may  possibly  be,  of  course,  that  this  is 
not  the  result  of  superior  morality  on  the 
part  of  the  crocodile.  It  may  probably  be 
that  it  is  the  result  of  an  imperfect  acquain- 
tance with  our  language,  and  the  absence  of 
a  thorough  knowledge  of  the  inner  workings 
of  our  glorious  institutions.  One  can  never 
tell;  and  in  these  degenerate  days,  we  must 
be  very  chary  about  giving  an  undue  amount 
of  credit. 

In  the  illustration,  on  page  265,  it  will  be 
observed  that  our  crocodile  has  been  ashore 
on  a  foraging  expedition  and  has  secured  a 
goodly  amount  of  plunder.  It  has  made  a 
not  uncommon  mistake :  that  of  over-greedi- 
ness, and  the  consequence  is  the  enemy  have 
been  able  to  overtake  it  and  drive  a  couple 
of  stakes  through  its  body.  The  natural  out- 
come of  this  will  be  an  alarming  weakening- 
on  its  part.  It  may  pull  itself  free  and  es- 
cape to  its  retreat,'  but,  if  it  does  it  will  be 
in  a  badly  crippled  condition.  Those  Arte- 
sian wells  are  an  invention  of  His  Satanic 
Majesty;  ain't  they,  Mr.  Howard  ? 


|  See  Illustration  on  Page  264.] 
HOUSE  MOVING  IN  SAN  FRANCISCO. 

The  illustration  which  will  be  found  on 
page  264  is  a  representation  of  what  we  feel 
justified  in  characterizing  a  remarkable  feat 
in  the  way  of  house  moving.  The  building 
in  question  was  situate  on  the  emminence 
above  the  Second  street  cut  and  has  been 
bodily  lowered  down  to  the  level  of  Polsom 
street  by  Mr.  Penebsky.  The  danger  and 
difficulties  of  such  an  undertaking  are  simply 
enormous  and  the  skill  which  surmounted 
them  can  only  be  fittingly  designated — 
genius. 


Me.  Jas.  L.  Ryman,  the  founder  of  the  Cin- 
cinnati Breakfast  Table,  has  disposed  of  that 
paper  to  Mr.  G.  H.  McKee.  We  wish  the 
new  caterer  every  success,  and  take  oppor- 
tunity to  express  the  hope  that  Mr.  Kyman, 
who  is  one  of  the  most  courteous  of  newspa- 
per publishers,  is  not  leaving  the  profession. 
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A  FIGHT    FOR   LIFE  AND  GOLD. 


IN    TWO    PARTS-PART  I. 


Beneath  the  glare  of  the  street  lamp  they  meet, 
And  concoct  a  most  burglarious  feat. 


And,  while  the  policeman  is  asleep, 
They  climb  a  ladder  tall  and  steep. 


Then  they  enter  into  a  room  so  bold, 
And  they  seek  to  steal  the  old  man's  gold. 


Alexander  from  sleep  just  opens  one  eye, 
And  is  asked  if  he  thinks  he  is  ready  to  die. 


Then  he  grasps  the  pistol   that  hangs  on  the  wall, 
But  his  shooting  isn't  what  you  would  call  tall. 


Around  the  floor,  in  that  terrible  deadly  strife, 
They  roll  and  struggle  and  fight— each  one  for  life. 


"With  his  sword  he  seek3  the  life  of  that  robber 
But  he  finds  that  he  has  got  a  tough  job-er. 


[-.. 


But  at  length  Alexander  is  captured  and  bound 
At.d  wrapped  up  to  prevent  him  from  making  a  sound. 


, 
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A  domestic  remedy  for  sore  throat  is  sage 
—advice. 

J^acus  was  one  of  the  infernal  judges,  but 
what  is  Dwinelle? 

"Oft  in  the  stilly  night" — A  tramp  who 
has  no  bed  to  go  to. 

"Carnation"  is  pure  flesh  color,  but  "tarna- 
tion?"    Ah!  ha!     That's  a  puzzler. 

An  actor's  eye  bears  no  resemblance  to  a 
match  yet  it  often  lights  upon  a  box. 

A  new  kind  of  brick  has  just  been  patented 
in  Cork,  but  Butler  says  he  don't  want  any 
of  them. 

Pursuing  knowledge  under  difficulties — a 
man  running  down  a  steep  embankment  af 
ter  his  newspaper. 

Tue  Ass  promised  to  shed  blood  if  Butler 
was  defeated.  Why  doesn't  he  carry  out  his 
word  ?     "Why  doesn't  he  cut  his  throat  ? 

The  stars  will  grow  dim,  the  sun  will  pale 
his  glory,  and  the  moon  will  take  sick,  but 
the  smell  of  Limburger  cheese  will  never 
die. 

It  is  estimated  that  there  are  5,000,000 
plows  in  this  country,  but  the  number  of 
hungry  bed-bugs  is — ah!  figures,  where  are 
you? 

In  the  earlier  days  Atropos  cut  the  thread 
of  life,  but  Cummings  is  the  name  of  the 
man  who  cut  the  acquaintance  of  the  Sheriff 
last  week. 

Why  don't  Pickering  dig  a  well? — Ex. 
Because  he  ain't  a  pick  of  that  sort.  He 
would  rather  pick  a  man's — it's  very  tempt- 
ing, but  let  it  pass. 

The  bravest  man  may  weep,  without  bring- 
ing his  manhood  into  doubt,  when  a  number 
nine  boot  lights  upon  his  corn;  even  Achil- 
les had  a  tender  vulnerable  foot. 

'  'Necessity  is  the  mother  of  invention"  and 
perhaps  that  is  the  reason  why  the  man  who 
slept  among  the  hay  bales  woke  up  singing 
"Mother  kissed  me  in  my  dreams." 

An  Eastern  contemporary  heads  a  column 
"Literary  Notes."  It  is  presumed  he  is  re- 
ferring to  Colonel  Jackson's  manner  of  sing- 
ing out  "Whose  time  is  it  to  set  'em  up  ?" 

What  a  fickle  world  this  is  anyhow.  The 
man  who  invented  the  steam  engine  has  had 
his  name  passed  along  through  successive 
generations  with  the  title  of  genius  attached 
to  it,  but  the  man  who  invented  the  stand- 
up  collar  has  never  been  heard  of. 


Ax  exchange  explains  that  the  word  cuspi- 
dore  is  derived  from  the  Portugese  ruspir,  to 
spit.  Therefore  the  presumption  is  cuspi- 
dori  would  mean  the  person  who  spit  in  your 
eye. 

Don't  give  it  away!  If  j-ou  are  going  to 
an  entertainment,  where  you  expect  there 
will  be  a  crush  at  the  door,  take  a  large  pin 
with  you.  It  will  work  its  way  in  and  you 
can  follow  it. 

"A  saint's  time  is  wasted  if  his  heart  does 
not  grow  in  grace." — Ex.  A  mormon  saint's 
heart  requires  to  "grow"  in  love  (?)  in  order 
to  keep  pace  with  his  domestic  arrangements, 
or  his  "time  is  wasted." 

Dresses  grow  much  more  bouffant  in  the 
back  as  the  season  advances. — Fashion  Item. 
But  dresses  which  are  planted  in  the  Pawn- 
shop don't  "grow  much"  no  matter  whether 
the  season  advances  or  recedes. 

The  grave  cannot  entomb  immortal  prin- 
ciples, the  jail  cannot  confine  them,  they 
must  be  free — to  come  to  the  aid  of  the 
Fourth  of  July  orator — or  this  country  is  go- 
ing to  burst  with  the  force  of  pent  up  pres- 
sure. 

It  is  a  curious  fact  that  a  left  handed  man 
whose  larboard  digit  has  been  injured  to  the 
extent  of  temporary  uselessness  finds  but  lit- 
tle inconvenience  in  conveying  mince  pie 
from  his  plate  to  his  mouth  with  his  right 
hand. 

"A  mind  trained  to  self  denial  meets  trials 
with  an  amount  of  reserved  moral  force  that 
is  astonishing  "  If  you  will  watch  a  woman, 
whose  bustle  has  broken  adrift  on  a  crowded 
sidewalk,  you  will  be  able  to  appreciate  that 
fact. 

While  men  are  talking  about  battles,  elec- 
tions, and  Presidential  campaigns,  etc.,  the 
fact  that  the  potato  bug  has  gone  into  winter 
quarters  and  is  making  vigorous  preparations 
for  a  fresh  campaign  seems  to  have  passed  by 
unnoticed.'  'Twas  ever  thus.  "Nero fiddled 
etc." 

"A  vast  layer  of  huge  bones." — Ex.  See 
here  this  thing  has  got  to  be  stopped  if  it  re- 
quires an  amendment  to  the  Constitution  to 
do  it.  A  layer  of  eggs  may  be  tolerated — if 
the  eggs  are  fresh — but  when  it  comes 
to  laying  "huge  bones"  the  country  must  be 
protected. 

Edison's  wife  presented  him  with  a  baby 
the  other  day.  The  little  occurrence  started 
the  great  inventor's  mind  working  in  a  pecu- 
liar direction  and  the  result  is  that  we  have 
now  a  babyphone.  Rich  men  in  want  of 
heirs  need  not  kidnap  children  anymore. 
Send  for  a  babyphone. 

"There  is  rest  for  the  weary"  observed  the 
blue-nose  as  he  retired  to  the  tempting  couch 
in  the  corner  of  his  room.  "There  is  rest 
for  the  experienced"  observed  the  red-nose  as 
he  picked  out  a  soft  plank  in  cell  number  nine. 
Wonderful  isn't  it  how  men  under  such  dif- 
ferent circumstances  should  be  grasping  af- 
ter the  same  thing. 


Q=z~MtemrY  Beview 


Bronchitis. — We  pick  this  work  up,  just  as 
we  have  shown  a  deputation  of  dark-eyed 
Spanish  maidens  (who  called  to  ascertain 
our  opinion  as  to  the  propriety  of  wearing 
striped  stockings  on  Sunday)  to  the  door. 
We  pick  it  up  with  the  impression  that 
another  medical  lunatic  has  broken  loose, 
running  through  our  mind,  and  a  misguided 
fly  running  across  our  nose.  We  are  mis- 
taken, however.  This  is  not  a  medical  work; 
it  is,  strange  as  the  title  may  seem,  a  work  of 
fiction- -a  romance.  It  is  a  tale  of  blighted 
affection,  of  withered  love,  of — well,  of  all 
that  kind  of  thing  with  a  bad  cough  thrown 
in.  The  main  facts  of  this  story  are — epito- 
mised— as  follows:  Sally  Ann  Maria  had  a 
lover  who  jilted  her  and  married  a  widow 
with  a  red  nose  and  ten  thousand  dollars. 
Of  course  her  tender  sensibilities  were  very 
much  hurt  by  his  perfidy,  but  by  and  by  she 
recovered  sufficiently  to  marry  the  (cork-leg- 
ged) baker,  who  lived  next  door  to  her  former 
and  faithless  lover.  Very  soon  after  going 
to  reside  in  her  new  domicile  Sally  Ann  be- 
came aware  that  the  domestic  felecity  of  her 
next  door  neighbors  was  disturbed  by  what 
are  termed  "family  jars."  In  fact  the  jars 
were  occasionally  so  violent  as  to  prod-.ee  a 
similar  effect  to  that  of  an  earthquake.  This 
of  course  put  Sally  Ann  in  a  state  of  curi- 
osity bordering  upon  frenzy.  It  did  not  ne- 
cessarily follow  that  these  jars  were  the  re- 
sult of  marital  incompatibility;  it  might  be 
that  it  was  only  the  re-married  widow  knock- 
ing chips  off  a  belligerent  bed-bug;  and  Sally 
Ann  badly  wanted  to  know  which  it  was. 
Every  loud  word  which  was  uttered  next 
door  brought  her  out  to  crouch  under  the 
back  yard  fence  and  listen  until  at  la3t  she 
caught  a  bad  cold.  Still  her  perseverance 
was  rewarded  in  the  end.  She  heard  with 
her  own  ears  the  widow  call  her  faithless 
lover  "a  big-headed  tripe  eater,"  and  "a 
good  for  nothing  flea  catcher."  Then  she 
retired  to  her  bed  and  died  of  the  above  dis- 
ease— brought  on  by  the  before  mentioned 
cold.  But  she  died  conscious  that  her 
wrongs  were  avenged,  and  her  end  was  peace. 
This  book  will  no  doubt  produce  a  rise  in  the 
stock  market  and  a  fresh  crop  of  green  peas. 

Drink  at  the  Fountain — Is  the  title  of  a  lit- 
tle volume  of  poems.  We  don't  intend  to 
drink  at  this  fountain  ourselves,  and,  so  long 
as  beer  can  be  had  for  five  cents  a  glass,  we 
advise  every  person  else  to  avoid  it  as  they 
would  the  vendor  of  tickets  for  a  charity  en- 
tertainment. In  the  first  place,  it  is  wanting 
in  regard  to  cadence  and  measure,  and  in  the 
second  place,  it  is  full  of  "heresy  and  all  un- 
cleanliness."  We  select  a  short  passage  at 
random :  ' 
"Cheese  it!  cheese  it,     Johnny!"  the  bright  eyed 

maiden  cried, 
As,  coming  round  a  distant  corner,   her  father  she 

espied. 
And  Johnny,  like  a  sailor  bold,  obeyed  that  mandate 

quick, 
For  the  old  man  carried  in  his  hand  a  solid  looking 

stick.     . 
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[Concluded.] 

J  HE  other  to  give  this  happy  mar- 
ried life,  for  trie  sake  of  a  fancied  duty 
elsewhere — only  a  fancied  duty,  May, 
■with  his  own  hands  to  destroy  the  happy  future  not 
only  of  himself,  but  of  one  he  loves,  and  bring  upon 
himself,  if  you  could  but  understand  me,  dear!— an 
infamous  career  from  which  all  his  nature  would  re- 
volt. Ought  he  hesitate  with  such  a  choice  before 
him.  May?" 

"I  do  not  understand,"  she  said,  questioning  me, 
but  Mr.  Fortescue,  her  face  very  pale  and  grave. 
'■Does  such  a  future  await  you,  Earnest?  Have  you 
such  a  choice  to  make?" 

"That  is  the  choice,"  he  answered  with  a  rather 
nervous  glance  at  me.  "Your  decision  will  determine 
which  of  these  futures  is  to  be — ours." 

"But  a  man  has  such  power  over  his  life,"  she 
she  said,  almost  whispering  it  in  her  great  truthful- 
ness. "He  need  not  live  an — an  infamous  career — 
you  called  it  so." 

No  wonder  that,  in  that  pitiful  searching  glance  of 
hers,  she  should  read  some  glimmering  of  the  truth, 
when  the  crimson  rushed  so  hotly  to  the  very  roots 
of  his  hair.  First  her  gaze  grew  a  little  bewildered, 
then  she  suddenly  turned  away  from  him,  and  came 
and  knelt  beside  my  couch,  looking  straight  into  my 
eyes. 

'  What  do  you  mean,  John."  What  is  the  disgrace 
that  threatens — me?  It  cannot  be  you.  It  cannot 
be  Earnest.  It  is  my  name  that-  that  is  not  unblem. 
ished  like  yours— and  his.  Tell  me  the  truth." 
"May,  my  child,  why  should  you  suspect — " 
"It  is  not  suspicion;  it  is  certainty,"  she  said,  in 
a  strange,  steady  way.  "Not  that  my  life  will  ever 
be  discreditable  to  you,  but  that  you  fear  something 
for  me,  from  which  you  would  guard  me,  in  your 
great  kindness  and  affection  for  me.  You  have  never 
yet  denied  me  anything  I  asked,  John;  oh,  don't  de- 
ny me  now!  I  can  bear  anything  you  tell  me.  Why 
should  you  doubt  me  so?  Why,"  she  said,  tears 
starting  at  last  into  her  pleading  eyes,  "should  you 
treat  me  as  if  I  were  a  child?" 

And  so,  without  another  single  doubt,  as  to  what 
had  been  right  or  what  wrong,  only  with  the  old 
old  consciousness  that  her  choice  was  always  best, 
her  decisions  always  wisest,  I  told  her  the  simple 
truth,  covering  her  eyes  while  I  spoke,  not  because 
it  was  so  hard  to  meet  her  steadfast,  wistful  gaze,  but 
because  I  dared  not  see  it  fall  .at  last  in  her  humilia- 
tion. 

I  told  her  slowly,  but  in  few  words  and  then  I 
waited,  fearing  to  hear,  though  I  could  not  see,  the 
sorrow  of  my  child.  But  I  need  not  have  feared.  She 
heard  my  story  to  the  very  end,  and  then  she  rose, 
and,  leaving  my  side,  leaned  upon  the  end  of  my 
couch,  where  I  could  not  see  her  face. 

"Mr.  Fortescue,"  she  said,  just  in  her  own  gentle, 
natural  tone,  "have  you  those  letters  which  are 
forged  in  my  father's  name?" 

"I  hope  it  is  so,"  replied  the  young  Squire,  eagerly 
seizing  her  idea,  while  he  overlooked  her  question 
"We  hoped  so  most  earnestly,  but — but  he  has 
proved  himself  really  the  writer,  I  mean  Major  West- 
ern." 

"Impossible,"  May  answered,  with  quiet,  proud 
conviction  in  her  pausing  tone.  "My  father  died 
when — when  my  mother  and  I  were— together.  And 
that  day  Madame — I  never  heard  her  other  name, 
but  we  lodged  in  her  house — took  me — while  my 
mother  slept — to  the  house,  and  I  saw  him.  I  did 
not  know  what  I  was  going  to  see.  I  could  not  have 
gone  if  I  had.  She  took  me,  unknowing  whither,  I 
went.  But  I  saw — my  father — dead.  My  mother 
cried  bitterly  when  she  found  where  I  had  been.  But 
I  could  not  cry.  It  was  too  terrible.  Who  can  he 
be  who  pretends  to  be  my  father?"         ■. 

"I  will  show  you  the  letters,"  the  young  Squire 
said;  but  I  could  see  that  it  was  difficult  for  him  to 
believe  what  had  become  a  certainty  in  my  mind 
while  May  spoke.  "If  this  be  a  fraud,  I  will  spare 
no  pains  to  sift  and  expose  it." 

"No,  please,"  my  child  said  gently.  "You  have 
been  annoyed  too  much  already  by  what  ought  never 
to  have  been  allowed   to  vex  any  one  but  myself.     I 


know  what  a  trouble  I  have  been  for  many  years  to 
my  own  guardian;  but  no  one  indeed  had  any  right 
to  make  me  the  cause  of  worry  and  anxiety  to  you, 
Mr.  Fortescue."  * 

He  interrupted  her  eagerly;  but  I  fancied  she 
hardly  heard  what  he  said,  while  she  stood  waiting, 
so  pale  and  still,  and  with  such  a  tale  of  patient  sad- 
ness in  her  clasped  white  hands. 

"Thank  you,"  she  said,  when  he  had  finished. 
"It  is  very  good  of  you  to  say  these  things,  because 
I  know  you  would  not  say  them  unless  you  really 
felt  them,  and  it  shows  how  kind  you  have  been  to 
me.  But — please  forgive  me  for  speaking  just  what 
I  feel  to-night — I  have  had  no  time  to  be  prepared 
for — for  what  I  have  just  heard — please  let  me  do 
what  is  surely  my  duty  alone.  May  I  have  those  let- 
ters soon,  and  will  write  to  the — the  writer  of  them." 
"Who  can  he  be?"  put  in  young  Fortescue,  for  the 
first  time  moving  from  his  position  on  the  rug,  as  if 
he  felt  that  May  had  in  some  way  made  him  under- 
stand that  she  had  said  all  she  had  strength  to  say. 
"In  those  long-ago  days,"  she  said,  a  little  brok- 
enly, "my  father  had — a  servant  who  was  not  like  a 
servant — at  least  he  got  a  certain  power  over  my 
father,  and  led  him — " 

"Hush,  May!"  I  cried,  rising  instantly  in  my  great 
weakness,  broken-hearted  to  hear  my  child  speak  so 
to  us,  who  had  no  right  to  hear  this  from  her  brave 
young  lips.  "Hush,  my  child!  Forget  that  time. 
Remember  only  how  we  wish  to  spare  you  now — we 
who  love  you." 

For  a  moment  she  looked  into  my  face  with  a  ter- 
rified glance,  fearing  only  for  me;  then  her  head  fell 
upon  my  arm,  as  sometimes  it  had  done  in  those 
days  of  old,  when,  as  a  little  child,  she  had  grown 
sad  in  talking  of  her  mother,  and  the  tears  were  as 
quietly  shed  to-night  as  they  had  been  in  that  strange 
grave  sadness  of  her  childhood— as  naturally  shed- 
there  beside  me,  as  I  felt  most  gratefully,  as  if  she 
out  me  willingly  into  the  place  of  the  mother  whose 
loss  had  come  back  to  her  tu-night  with  a  new  sor- 
row. 

I  don't  knew  whether  we  spoke  to  each  other 
through  those  few  moments,  before  May  raised  her 
head  again,  and  quietly  offered  her  hand  to  Earnest 
Fortescue. 

"It  was  a  kind  thought,"  she  said,  steadying  her 
voice  by  a  great  effort  "of  yours  and  of  my  guardian's 
to  place  me  beyond  the  reach  of,  of  even  my  father's 
authority,  and  I  shall  always  remember  how  nobly 
you  did  it,  wishing  me  not  to  know  of  any  threat- 
cued  humiliation.  But  it  is  over  now,  and — if  I  may 
I  will  write  to  that  man,  and,  and  ask  my  guard- 
ian to  forget  it  all,  and  let  me  still  be  his  adopted 
child,  and  not  be  so  much  trouble  as  I  have  been  be- 
fore." 

Ah,  was  it  any  wonder  that  the  thought  of  this 
happiness  to  me  just  then,  in  my  feebleness,  un- 
strung and  exhausted  as  I  was,  should  unman  me, 
even  as  the  fear  of  my  child's  loss  had  never  done  ? 
For  a  moment  the  room  Beeraed  to  reel  before  me. 
I  felt  my  child's  hands  seize  mine  one  moment, 
heard  her  swift  low  cry,  and  then  it  was  all  dark- 
ness. 

Ernest  Fortescue  had  been  to  bid  us  farewell 
again,  as  he  left  for  town  that  day,  May  had  gone 
from  the  room  with  him,  and  I  lay  waiting  for  her 
return.  The  fear  that  had  been  so  intense  with  me 
before,  had  died  now,  for  May  had  detected  at  once 
the  imposition  that  had  been  practiced  upon  Mr. 
Fortescue,  in  hope,  as  we  supposed,  of  winning 
money  from  him  for  silence.  And  now  there  was 
no  shaddow  upon  my  child's  future,  and  if  Earnest 
waited  a  little — 

Just  as  my  thoughts  paused  there,  she  came  back 
to  me;  entering  very  quietly,  and  passing  her  empty 
chair,  she  moved  softly  about  the  room,  I  watching 
her  in  the  firelight.  And,  when  she  had  no  more 
excuse  for  passing  by  my  call,  she  came  up  to  the 
head  of  my  couch,  and  leaned  behind  me,  there 
where  I  could  not  see  her  face. 

"So,  May,"  I  said,  as  easily  and  naturally  as  I 
could,  "the  old  Hall  is  to  be  vacant  again  for  a  time. 
Dear,"  I  went  on  presently,  for  she  had  not  answered 
me,  "when  do  you  think  the  young  Squire  will  re- 
turn?" 

"Never,  John." 

"But,  May,"  I  cried,  with  a  failing  attempt  to  turn 
and  read  her  face,  "do  you  forget  your  promise  to 
me?" 

"I   kept  it,  John,"  my  child  said  gently.     "He 
came — for  my  answer  that  morning,  and  I  said,  what 
I  promised  I  would  say.     I  did  indeed. 
"And  why — " 

"That  very  day,  afterwards,  my  darling  Baid,  try- 
ing to  calm  me  with  her  gentle  touch  upon  my 
shoulder,  "I  asked  him  to  forgive  me  for  not  under 
standing  myself.  And  he  was  generous  and  forgave 
me." 

"Oh,  my  love —  and  this  was  because  I  fell  into  a 
usefuless,  helples,  nursling,  and  let  you  sacrifice 
your  time  and  health  and  liberty!  Are  you  to  forfeit 
all  to  me,  even  your  happiness?" 

"No,  John.  Oh,  no!  I  consented  to  go  to  *my 
mother's  home  because  you  seemed  so  much  to  wish 
it,  and  said  it  was  best  for  me.     And  I  was  sure  you 


knew,  because  you  had  always  done  what  was  best 
for  me.  I  never  guessed  how  soon  I  should  under- 
stand enough  to  be  quite  Bure  that,  in  your  great 
kindness  for  me,  you  had  mistaken.  I  told  him  this 
and  he  was  very  patient  with  me,  John." 

"And  you  sacrificed  yourself  so  utterly,  my  darl- 
ing, for  your  guardian's  sake?" 

"Hush!"  my  child  whispered,  very  low  and  earn- 
est. "It  was  no  sacrifice.  Don't  you  remember 
how  I  said  to  yon  even  then,  John,  'If  my  home  is 
dearer  to  me  than  my  mother's,  why  should  I 
change?" 

"Oh!  May,"  I  cried,    "tell  me  in  a  few  words  that 
I  may  understand,  even  while  I  cannot  see  yoar  face 
is  that  true?     Is  the   old   home  dearer   to  you   than 
your  mother's?" 
"Yes." 

"And  even  Earnest — " 

"Knows,"  my  child  answered,  very  softly,  in  my 
pause,  "and  has  known  for  many  weeks,  that  I  could 
never  love  the  life  he  offered  me,  as  I  have  loved  the 
old  life  here.  And,  "my  child  went  on,  with  a  sud- 
dan  change  of  tone,  and  laying  her  fingers  softly  on 
my  forehead,  as  if  she  knew  how  it  was  throbbing 
with  an  unfamilliar  pain,  "I  don't  know  how  I  am 
to  keep  my  promise  to  you  now,  John,  for  my  moth- 
er's home  is  to  be  empty." 

"Some  one  else  will  come,"  I  said,  with  a  fierce 
grasp  of  my  failing  strength;  "and  whoever  he  may 
be,  he  is  sure  to  want  to  steal  you  from  me.  They 
have  all  wanted  to  do  so.  Even  if  the  mysterious  old 
owner  comes  himself,  he  will  be  sure  to  ask  for  you 
presently.  I  shall  get  used  to  it,  I  suppose,  in  time." 
"It  is  to  be  hoped  he  will  come,  as  I  have  to  keep 
my  promise,"  remarked  my  child. 

"Yes,  and  it  will  be  easier  then,  as  he  will  own  the 
Hall.  And  suppose  he  were  as  handsome  as  Earnest, 
and  as  good  a  man,  and  as  pleasant  and  as  clever, 
and  as  rich,  and  as  young— could  you  resist  him 
then  if  he  asked  you  the  old  question?  Would  you 
accept  the  home  that  used  to  be  your  mother's?" 
"Yes,  I  could  resist  him,  John,  then." 
"You  would  say — " 

"I  would  suy,  'Please  leave  me  at  the  farm,  for  I 
am  happiest  there,'  "  said  May. 

"And  suppose,"  I  went  on,  my  heart  beating  with 
a  pain  in  every  throb,  though  I  tried  so  hard  to  speak 
lightly, — "never  mind  how  silly  my  words  sound, 
May — suppose  when  he  came  he  dared  ask  you  the 
same  question,  yet  not  such  a  o'^e  as  as  Earnest,  was 
not  handsome,  and  good,  and  pleasant,  and  clever, 
and  rich,  and  young,  but  was  even  such  a  one  as — 
myself?" 

"He  could  not  be." 

"Scarcely,"  I  acknowledged  brokenly.  "But  try 
to  suppose  he  were,  and  yet  asked  you  to — to  accept 
his  home." 

"Then  I  should  say" — I  could  not  see  my  child's 
eyes,  but  I  heard  the  faltering  of  her  sweet  low  voice 
— "I  would  come." 

"I  am  not  jesting,  May,"  I  cried.  -'Oh,  do  not 
jest  to  me  in  your  answer!  If  he  were  such  as  my- 
self ?" 

"I  understand  you,  John.  It  is  an  impossible 
case.  But  if  it  were  possible,  I  should  say,  *I  will 
come,'  The  Hall  and  the  farm  would  be  the  same  to 
me  then." 

"Oh,  my  darling,  remember  this  is  to  be  a  truth! 
With  such  a  one  as  myself  ?" 

.  "With  such  a  one,'  she  said,  and  smiled  a  little 
as  she  came  to  my  side  and  held  out  both  her  hands, 
"I  could  be  happy  anywhere." 

"Oh,  May,"  I  cried,  and  drew  her  to  me  with  my 
unmaimed  hand,  that  she  might  not  see  the  womanish 
tears,  "think  what  this  means,  the  hope  that  you  are 
giving  me!  Tell  me,  could  you  live  happily  in  your 
mother's  home — with  me?" 

"Have  I  not  always  lived  happily  with  you,  my 
own  dear  guardian?"  answered  May." 

"But — oh,  my  child,  try  to  understand  me,  for 
this  hope  is  so  strange  and  strong!  could  you  live 
happily  in  the  old  home  your  mother  loved — as  my — 
wife  ?" 

I  think  that  something  of  the  great  strength  aud 
humility  of  my  love  must  have  been  written  in  my 
face,  for  her  eyes  were  lowered,  and  her  lips  trembled 
as  I  spoke.  But,  when  she  looked  up  to  answer  me, 
I  saw  a  new  look  upon  her  face,  and,  ah  me,  such  a 
warmth  and  tenderness  in  her  lovely  eyes  ! 
"I  don't  know,  John.  But  I  could  try." 
"Oh,  my  love,  my  love!"  I  whispered.  And  then 
I  could  say  no  other  word,  so  weak  I  was,  and  so 
unfitted  with  any  words  for  my  great  grrtitude. 

#  *  +t  w  *  * 

"You  have  talked  too  much  this  evening,  John. 
How  let  us  sit  quite  still  a  little  and  rest." 

My  darling  was  on  her  own  little  chair  beside  my 
couch,  and  she  leaned  her  cheek  against  it  as  she 
sat  so  still  in  the  firelight;  while  I  held  her  hand  in 
mine,  and  watched  the  bright  and  happy  face  with 
what  nameless  love->and  pride  and  gratitude! 

"In  a  few  moments,  darling.  It  seems  a  dream  to 
me  yet,  that  you  have  consented  to  stay  with  me  all 
your  life.  Yet  you  must  keep  that  promise  you  made 
me,  May,  one  night  in  the  moonlight."  i 

"Then  you  must  tell  me  how." 
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"You  must  go,  my  love,  and  take  your  mother's 
place  iu  the  dear  old  home  she  loved." 

"Not  without  you,  Johu." 

I  laughed  a  little.  It  was  so  exactly  what  she  used 
to  say  to  me  wlieu  I  would  try  to  persuade  her  to 
accept  thoso  urgent  invitations  that  came  to  her  from 
the  Hull.     Aud  it  was  such  a  jest  as  she  said  it  now. 

"No — not  without  me,  dear.  I  cau  never  spare 
you  to  go  anywhere  without  me  now." 

"So  you  see  you  will  be  obliged  to  release  me  from 
that  promise,  Johu,"  said  May. 

"Yes,  dear,  if  you  wish  it.  But  that  home  that  was 
your  mother's  is  yours  now,  May  I — I  bought  it  to 
give  as  a  wedding  gift  to  my  child.  I  used  to  dream 
how  on  your  wedding  morning  I  would  tell  you  aud 
Ernest  that  the  old  home  was  youjs,  bought  long 
ago  with  uucle  Joshua's  wonderful  savings.  I  had 
bought  it  for  you — such  a  slight  return  from  your  old 
giiardiau  for  the  happy  years  you  had  given  him! 
Yet  now — " 

"Now,  John,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life — let  me 
confess  it  at  last,"  interrupted  May,  "I  have  always 
been  afraid  of  doing  so.  #  * 

At  this  moment,  I  love  the  old  home  just  as  you  have 
always  so  easily  taken  it  for  grauted  that  I  should 
love  it,  while   you  were  building  my  future  for  me." 

"And  while  you — " 

"While  I,"  she  said — and  there  stole  into  her 
cheeks  the  soft  pink  color  that  bore  a  different  mes- 
sage for  me  now — "knew  that  this  future  could  never 
satisfy  me.  Oh,  John,  how  I  should  have  clung  to 
these  last  few  days  with  you,  if  I  had  really  been  go- 
ing away!" 

It  was  no  dream,  no  jest.  It  was  not  compassion 
in  her  face.  It  was  something  that  never,  even 
through  one  hour  of  her  sweet  childish  life,  had  I 
felt  possible,  something  that  made  me  look  back  with 
keen  self-pity  for  the  man  who  had  never  dreamed  ot 
such  an  hour  for  himself  as  this,  and  made  me — 

"May,  darling,"  it  was  but  a  broken  whisper  after 
all,  while  I  lifted  the  bright  face  to  mine,  just  as  I 
used  to  do  when  she  was  such  a  tiny  child — you  have 
not  told  me  that  you  accept  that  gift  of  mine.  If  you 
could  but  know  what  delight  it  has  been  to  me  to 
fancj*  your  acceptance  of  it,  my  one  gift  to  my  child!" 

"Your  one  gift  to  your  child,  John,"  she  said, 
taking  my  one  hand,  big  as  it  was,  into  both  of  hers, 
as  I  believe  she  could  not  have  done  a  month  before, 
"has  been  what  I  never  put  into  words.  But  I  will 
tell  you  of  it  sometimes,  on  other  days.  This  last 
gift  is  not  to  be  mine  yet.  You  know  when  you  said 
you  intended  to  give  it  me." 

"You  will  take  it  from  me  on — on  our  wedding-day 
my  love?" 

"Yes.  Not  till  then.  To-day  I  have  taken  enough. 
Oh,  John,  what  happiness  is  iu  my  soul  to-night!" 

"Dear,  if  you  only  knew  what  you  have  given 
me!" 

"Nothing, "  she  whispered,  with  her  dear  truthful 
eyes  lifted  to  mine.  "All  that  you  have  of  mine  I 
gave  you  long  ago — unasked." 

Aud  then  1  think  I  tried  to  tell  her  a  little  of  what 
she  had  been  to  me  since  first  I  took  my  little  bless- 
ing into  the  solitary  home.  But  she  would  not 
listen. 

[the  end.] 


Yesterday  morning  a  heavy  browed  man, 
with  the  tramp  of  a  dragoon,  strode  into  the 
business  office  of  the  Hawkeye  and  ordered 
his  paper  stopped.  It  was  stopped  right  on 
a  hyphen,  never  waited  to  finish  out  the  sen 
tence.  The  man  waited  a  moment  to  give 
the  manager  an  opportunity  to  ask  "why," 
but  the  manager  went  on  answering  a  letter 
from  the  Emperor  of  China,  relative  to  the 
terms  for  the  daily  and  special  advertising 
rates,  and  didn't  seem  to  take  much  interts. 
in  anything  else.  Finally  the  man  broke  out, 
"I  know  when  I'm  insulted  if  I  am  poor. 
Here  was  me  takin'  this  paper  nigh  unto 
eleven  years,  and  when  my  daughter  Sal  was 
married  last  week,  you  must  go  and  call  her 
S-a-r-a-h.  "We  don't  put  on  so  much  style  as 
some  folks,  but  it  gravels  us  just  as  bad  to 
be  called  out  of  our  honest  names."  And 
the  indignant  subscriber,  refusing  to  listen 
to  any  apologies  or  explanations,  went  up  to 
Marion  Hall  and  joined  the  Democrats. 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,  $4  a  year.   Thirty- 
five  cents  a  month  by  carriers. 


EP^No  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Nosey. — The  best  way  to  kill  mosquitoes  is 
to  catch  them  and  cut  their  heads  off. 

Olney. — The  author  of  "Heaven  is  my 
home"  lived-  most  of  his  time  in  the  Poor 
House. 

Reelfoot. — The  expression  "I  have  seen 
four  men  dining  on  a  dollar"  is  incorrect;  its 
worse.  It's  an  untruth.  You  may  have  seen 
four  men  dining  on  food  which  was  purchased 
with  a  dollar. 

Miner — Says  he  knows  of  a  boy  who  would 
rather  go  without  his  dinner  than  stay  away 
from  school.  You  are  doing  pretty  well, 
Miner,  but  you  are  nowhere,  as  yet,  beside 
Jim  Anderson. 

Charlotte. — The  difference  between  ho- 
mceoparhy  and  allopathy  is  very  distinct,  but 
the  difference  between  a  homoeopathic  doc- 
tor's bill  and  that  of  an  allopathic  disciple  of 
iEsculapius  is  not,  as  a  rule,  observable. 

Whittier. — We  don't  know  which  particu- 
lar patent  medicine  is  best  to  produce  a 
"well-toned  system";  but,  if  you  wish  to  pro- 
duce a  "high-toned  system"  you  must  go 
among  our  Railroad  magnates  and  other 
aristocracy. 

Jackson — Says:  "I  am  a  young  mau  and 
wish  to  learn  telegraphy;  where  should  I 
go  ?"  To  Whitelaw  Eeed  of  the  N.  Y.  Tri- 
b'ine.  He  can't  teach  you  how  to  send  mes- 
sages, but  he  can  instruct  you  in  the  art  of 
manufacturing  them. 

Mobile. — Presuming  that  you  own  not  less 
than  three  boiled  shirts  and  two  clean  pocket 
handkerchiefs  there  is  no  obstacle,  that  we 
are  aware  of,  to  your  becoming  an  indepen- 
dent candidate  for  the  Governorship  of  this 
State  at  the  next  election. 

Scot. — Yes,  sir.  Queen  Victoria  is  a  sub- 
scriber to  this  journal  and  the  Ameer  of  Af- 
ghanistan is  not;  consequently,  the  former 
must  have  our  moral  support  in  the  contest 
which  is  about  to  take  place  between  them. 
We  always  sympathise  with  those  who  sup- 
port us. 

Alexis — Wants  to  know,  "Does  the  horse- 
shoe signify  anything?"  Yes.it  signifies  a 
a  great  deal  when  it  is  on  the  foot  of  a  mule. 
Planted  in  the  pit  of  a  man's  Btomach — with 
an  animated  leg  attachment — it  signifies  the 
biggest  kind  of  a  doubling  up  on  the  part  of 
"the  noblest  work  of  God." 


Doctor. — Wants  to  know  who  is  the  au- 
thor of  the  lines:  "What  a  piece  of  work 
I  ami  How  noble  in  reason!  How  infinite 
in  faculties!  In  form  and  moving  how  ex- 
IH-ess  and  admirable !  In  action  how  like  an 
angel!  In  apprehension  how  like  a  god!" 
Well  we  are  not  quite  sure,  but  it  reads  very 
like  one  of  the  "Scathing  Satirist's"  pa- 
ragraphs. 

Wide  Awake. — We  give  it  as  our  diagnosis 
that  you  are  suffering  from  an  enlargement 
of  the  pmub  of  msitoge.  We  would  recom- 
mend you  to  rub  your  head  every  morning 
with  a  brick  bat,  commencing  the  applica- 
tion at  5 :30  and  leaving  off  at  6  A.  M.  As 
your  case  seems  to  be  a  serious  one  requir- 
ing the  strongest  remedies,  we  would  also 
recommend  you  to  bathe  the  large  toe  of 
your  right  foot — if  not  your  whole  body — in 
clean  water  at  least  once  a  week,  and  to  read 
each  day  a  chapter  from  "The  Pious  Reflec- 
tions of  Deacon  Pitch." 


"Whoa,  Emma!" 

The  shades  of  night  were  falling  fast 
As  through  the  streets  of  Franklin  passed 
A  blear-eyed  youth  who  used  his  voice 
In  slang,  the  language  (')  of  his  choice — 
"Whoa,  Emma!" 

His  pantaloons  were  far  from  neat — 
A  worn  patch  glistened  on  the  seat: 
There  was  no  collar  'round  the  throat 
From  which  was  thrown  the  slangy  note, 
"Whoa,  Einmal" 

One  might  have  seen  with  half  an  eye 
That  the  strange  youth  was  mighty  dry — 
There  was  a  blossom  on  his  nose 
From  under  which  the  cry  arose, 
"Whoa,  Emma!" 

His  brow  was  low,  his  funds  the  same, 
His  face  bore  many  marks  of  shame, 
And  wickedness  gleamed  in  his  eye 
When  he  intoned  the  paltry  cry, 
"Whoa,  Emma!" 

Upon  his  wrist — the  right,  I  think — 
Was  picked  a  star  in  India  ink; 
Such  strange  adornment  takes  the  eye 
Of  many  who  repeat  the  cry, 
"Whoa,  Emma!" 

An  old  man  said,  "Young  man,  go  West!" 
"What  d'ye  soy? — Pull  down  yer  vest!" 
Thus  spoke  the  youth  whose  blooming  nose 
Grew  brighter  as  the  cry  arose, 
"Whoa,  Emma!" 

"Oh,  stay,"  some  washerwomen  said, 
"And  iu  this  washtub  soak  yer  head" — 
He  had  no  use  for  Afric's  blondes 
And  cried  with  perfect  nonchalance, 
"Whoa,  Emma!" 

That  night,  witnin  the  county  jail, 
With  coat  sans  collar,  minus  tail, 
A  blear-eyed  youth  was  heard  to  roar 
While  feeling  upward  for  the  floor, 
"Whoa  (hie)  Emma!" 


One  thousand  members  of  seminaries  and 
colleges  are  waiters  in  the  White  Mountain 
hotels.  Under  their  intelligent  manage- 
ment the  artless  tripe  becomes  the  "pre- 
pared stomach  of  ruminating  animals,"  and 
the  guiless  hash  loses  itself  in  the  mazes  of 
"concreted  particles  of  the  disordered  ele- 
ments of  yesterday." — Danbury  News. 
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Tlic  Very  Freslicst  American  Humor* 

Don't  get  in  debt  to  a  shoemaker  if  you 
would  call  your  sole  j'our  own. — Camden 
Post. 

Why  is  it  that  all  those  political  frauds 
take  the  form  of  Syphers  ?  Is  it  on  account 
of  their  native  noughtiness? — Phila.  Bulletin. 

The  wise  man  placeth  the  stock  of  his  gun 
to  his  shoulder  before  he  fireth,  but  the  fool 
looketh  down  the  barrel  to  see  the  ball  start. 
— Ex. 

The  noble  red  man  knows  not  the  use  of 
drawers,  and  yet  the  government  is  squan- 
dering money  on  Indian  bureaus. — Rome 
Sentinel. 

We  hope  Edison,  who  has  been  sick,  will 
recover.  He  can't  be  spared  from  this 
wicked  world,  until  after  he  has  tackled  the 
prevailing  style  of  stove  pipe. — Ex. 

A  lady  contributor  to  D anbury  News  re- 
cently got  married  and  Bailey  extends  "best 
wishes."  She  couldn't  have  contributed 
"spring  poetry." — Berkshire  Courier. 

Susan  B.  Anthony  announces  that  she  is 
an  admirer  of  Ben  Butler.  We  think  we 
know  Butler  well  enough  to  predict  that 
her's  will  be  a  case  of  unrequited  affection. 
— Oil  City  Derrick. 

Thirty -three  young  women  took  the  veil  in 
Baltimore  the  other  day,  but  six  times  that 
many  inPiladelphia  are  willingto  take  the  veil, 
bonnet  and  all,  as  soon  as  they  get  the  mo- 
ney.— Phila.  Chronicle. 

We'd  like  to  know  which  has  the  most 
brevity  about  it,  a  fire  to  gather  a  crowd  or 
a  collection  to  annihilate  it.  We  suppose  it 
must  annihilate  it,  else  where  does  it  go  with 
such  awful  abruptness. — Ex. 

There  is  a  rumor  that  Clara  Morris  has  se- 
parated from  her  husband,  and  the  lady 
spends  half  her  time  coutradicting  it  and  so 
making  a  brand-new  advertisement  for  her 
gentle  self. — Buffalo  Express. 

It  is  said  the  new  Peoria  court  house  will 
cost  nearly  $200,000  "without  the  furniture." 
Well,  times  are  hard,  why  don't  they  do  like 
young  housekeepers,  and  only  furnish  the 
sitting-room  and  kitchen,  to  begin  with  ? — 
Hawkeye. 

Fighting  Joe  Hooker,  it  is  alleged,  says: 
"A  people  brought  up  to  do  no  work  can  be 
whipped  by  a  race  of  pigmies.  That  was  the 
trouble  with  the  South."  See  here,  Joseph! 
Who  are  you  are  you  calling  "pigmies?" — 
N.  Y.  Graphic. 

Cincinnati  has  the  fastest  four  year  old  in 
the  world — Maud  S. — and  has  not  too  much 
Maud  S.  T.  to  say  so.  P.  S. — Subscribers 
who  desire  to  stop  their  paper  will  please 
give  us  their  old  as  well  as  their  new  ad- 
dress.— Oil  City  Derrick. 

The  man  who  has  just  donned  his  winter 
flannels  may  be  known  by   a  generally   pre- 


occupied look  and  the  anxious  celerity  with 
which  he  backs  up  against  a  lamp-post  or  the 
sharp  edge  of  a  building  when  he.  thinks  no 
one  is  looking  at  him. — Norwhich  Bulletin. 

The  nights  are  growing  cold  and  frosty 
and  you  never  think  about  locking  the  front 
door  till  after  you  have  put  out  the  light  and 
crawled  into  bed.  And  then—it  would  shock 
a  burglar  to  hear  j-our  remarks  as  you  stand 
shivering  in  the  hall  feeling  for  the  key. — 
Hawkeye. 

A  bad  young  man  of  Pleasant  street  told 
his  grandmother,  whose  memory  is  a  little 
lame, .  that  the  end  of  winter  was  almost 
here.  He  neglected  to  state  which  end,  and 
the  good  old  soul  now  relates,  as  her  most 
remarkable  experience  a  winter  without  frost 
or  snow. — Rockland  Courier., 

A  policeman,  who  had  offered  his  hand  to 
a  young  woman  and  been  refused,  arrested 
her  and  took  her.  to  the  station-house. 
"What  is  the  charge  against  this  woman?" 
asked  the  Lieutenant.  "Resisting  an  offer, 
sir,"  was  the  reply.  She  was  discharged 
and  so  was  the  officer- — Cin.  Sal.  Night. 

It  has  now  been  nearly  three  days  since 
anybody  announced  a  new  infallible  cure  for 
rheumatism  and  all  billious  complaints  and 
malarial  diseases.  Come,  rouse  up,  some  of 
you.  Don't  let  this  old  world  tumble  into 
its  grave  for  want  of  a  new  medicine.  Fly 
around  and  paste  a  new  label  on  the  old  bot- 
tle .  — Hawkeye. 

A  couple  of  young  men  went  out  to  Tal- 
cott  Mountain  hunting  yesterday.  Not  be- 
ing familiar  with  the  hiding  places  of  the 
game  they  inquired  of  an  elderly  gentleman 
if  there  was  any  thereabouts.  "Haven't  seen 
as  much  as  a  chipmunk  this  year,"  was  the 
reply.  "There  was  plenty  of  game  where  I 
came  from  when  I  moved  here,  boys,"  said 
the  gentleman,  thoughtfully.  "Where  was 
that?"  "About  thirty  miles  east."  "How 
long  since  you  came  from  there,"  asked  the 
young  men,  preparing  to  go  for  the  game. 
"About  forty  years,"  replied  the  emigrant. 
The  amateur  hunters  drove  on. — Hartford 
Gourant. 

The  most  startled  man  is  Jersey  City,  two 
or  three  nights  ago  was  an  undertaker.  He 
was  preparing' the  body  of  a  woman  for  bur- 
ial. The  knees  of  the  corpse  were  drawn  up, 
and  in  order  to  straighten  the  limbs  he  sat 
down  on  them.  Just  then  he  felt  a  smart 
slap  on  his  back,  and  turning  was  horrified 
to  see  the  face  of  the  corpse  in  close  proxi- 
mity to  his  own.  With  a  yell  of  horror  he 
broke  from  the  room  and  fled,  and  he  doesn't 
believe  to  this  writing  that  the  pressure  on 
the  limbs  brought  the  body  to  a  sitting  pos- 
ture. He  says  indignantly,  furthermore, 
that  if  there  are  to  be  any  affectionate  de- 
monstrations in  his  courting  experience  he 
wants  to  begin  them  himself. — Buffalo  Ex- 
press. 

He  was  a  wild-eyed,  long-haired  indivi- 
dual, and  had  a  roll  of  manuscript  under  his 
arm,  We  immediately  set  him  down  for  a 
poet,  and  before  he  had  a  chance  to  open  his 
mouth  we  informed  him  that  the  cashier  was 
not  in,  and  we  didn't  buy  poetry  anyhow. 
He  asked  us  if  there  was  another  paper  in 
town  and  we  cheerfully  told  him  there  were 
four  others.  "Well,"  he  said,  unrolling  his 
manuscript,  which  was  headed  "Public  Sale 
of  Real  Estate,"  "I  guess  I'll  have  this  ad- 
vertisement printed  in  one  of  the  other  pa- 
pers then,"  and  he  was  gone  before  we  could 
recover  from  our  surprise,  leaving  us  at  least 
eleven  dollars  out  of  pocket.  Appearances 
are  deceitful,  and  poets  should  wear  a  badge, 
in  order  to  prevent  unfortunate  mistakes. — 
Norr.  Herald. 


He  Didn't  Drink. 

While  Mr.  Hawkins  was  raking  up  some 
leaves  which  had  blown  into  his  front  yard 
the  other  day,  an  aged  individual  walked  up, 
leaned  on  the  fence,  and  said: 

"Hey,  there,  mister!" 

Mr.  Hawkins  turned  quickly  around  and 
walked  over  to  the  paling  to  ascertain  the 
wants  of  his  visitor. 

"I  jest  want  to  see  if  I  can't  get  a  little 
help.  I've  walked  from  Kalamazoo  and  ain't 
had  nothin'  ter  eat  for  three  days." 

He  was  evidently  a  tramp,  and  Mr.  Hawk- 
ins eyed  him  suspiciously,  until  he  broke  in: 

"That's  jest  the  way;  nobody  believes  me 
when  I  tell  a  straight  story.  I  know  you 
think  I'm  a  murderer  and  a  tramp  and  a 
loafer,  but  I  can  tell  you  I  ain't;  I  work 
whenever  I  can  get  a  show." 

"I  think  3'ou  want  to  buy  a  drink,"  said 
Mr.  Hawkins. 

"Indeed  I  don't,  sir,"  responded  the 
tramp,  with  great  emphasis,  "I  never  drink 
a  drop." 

"What,  you  never  drink?" 

"Ne.er,  sir!" 

"Not  even  wine?"  queried  Hawkins. 

"No,  sir!'.' 

"No  beer  either!"  protestee  the  tramp. 

"Nor  Robinson  County  whisky  ?" 

"Not  whisky,  sir!" 

"Then,"  said  Mr  Hawkins,  "I  can  do  no- 
thing for  you.  Daniel  Webster  used  to 
drink,  and  you're  no  better  than  he  was,  and 
I  drink  myself.  Any  man  who  comes  out 
openly  and  denounces  Robinson  County 
whisky  can't  have  any  assistance   from   me." 

Then  the  tramp  hobbled  off  a  sadder  but  a 
wiser  man. — Cin.  Breakfast  Table. 


A  Warning  to  Flirts. 

The  Pittsburg  Exposition  is  over  for  this 
year  but  there  is  one  thing  connected  with  it 
that  will  be  read  with  interest  here.  Rather 
a  good  looking  couple  from  the  country 
boarded  a  train  here  the  day  before  the  Ex- 
position closed,  and  with  a  number  of  others 
went  to  Pittsburg.  On  arriving,  the  girl  met 
an  old  acquaintance,  with  whom  .  he  soon  be- 
came uncomfortably  (for  the  other  chap) 
friendly.  She  and  her  Pittsburg  friend  stuck 
together  like  wax  all  day,  viewing  the  sights, 
apparently  oblivious  of  the  fact  that  her  es- 
cort was  around.  When  the  hour  came  for 
starting  home  she  went  with  her  Pittsburg 
friend  to  the  depot,  and  hung  upon  his  arm 
until  just  before  the  train  started,  her  escort, 
the  while,  looking  very  much  displeased. 
They  boarded  the  train,  she  taking  a  seat 
right  behind  him.  The  conductor  tapped 
her  on  the  shoulder  for  "tickets."  She 
leaned  timidly  forward  and  said : 

"Tickets,  John." 

"Tickets,  be ,"  said  John.     "Get  your 

ticket  from  the  fellow  you  trolloped  around 
with  all  day." 

This  was  followed  by  loud  laughing  from 
a  number  sitting  near,  some  of  whom  had 
been  watching  the  girl's  movements  during 
the  day,  and  she  had  to  go  down  into  her 
pocket  for  the  necessary  wealth  to  pay  her 
fare  to  this  city. — Youngslown  (Pa.)Regis- 
ter. 
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— How  to  gain  a  high  position — climb  to 
the  top  of  the  Palace  Hotel. 

— Alfonso,  KiDg  of  Spain,  is  twenty-one 
years  of  age  and  has  never  kissed  the  hired 
girl. 

— The  policemen  of  San  Francisco  have  a 
base-ball  club,  they  have  also  quite  a  number 
of  clubs  of  another  kind. 

— There  are  fifty-five  widows,  in  the  Third 
ward  of  Chattanooga.  Oh !  where  is  Henry 
Ward  Beecher,  or  Lucky  Baldwin,  or  any  of 
those  fellows? 

— Jean  Jacques  Fazy,  the  Swiss  political 
economist,  is  dead.  He  never  subscribed  for 
the  Wasp,  and  we  believe,  wore  a  blue  coat 
with  brass  buttons. 

— The  report  circulated  in  London,  that 
M.  Fourtou  had  challenged  M.  Gambetta  to 
eat  beefsteaks  against  him  for  two  million 
francs  aside  is  untrue.     This  is  official. 

— J.  Mosheimer,  of  this  city,  in  co-opera- 
tion with  a  Society  of  Engineers,  is  publish- 
ing a  monthly  journal,  Ike  Engineer  of  the 
Pacific,  devoted  to  the  advancement  of  min- 
ing, engineering,  mechanical  arts,  etc. 

— The  Chronicle  terms  the  District  Attor- 
ney of  Sacramento  "An  Ignorant  Official." 
Perhaps  our  contemporary  can  recollect  the 
name  of  the  political  organization  which  elec- 
ted him. 

— At  a  fair  for  the  benefit  of  the  yellow 
fever  sufferers,  held  in  Georgia,  the  young 
ladies  raised  a  considerable  sum  by  selling 
kisses  at  ten  cents  a  piece  or  three  for  a 
quarter.  Yum,  yum,  yum.  Ain't  the  market 
awful  low! 

— There  is  one  point  where  California  is 
behind  her  Eastern  sisters.  The  people  of 
this  community  never  steal  dead  bodies,  but 
they  make  up  for  it  b3'  running  off  with  live 
ones — if  they  are  young  and  good  looking, 
and  of  the  right  sex. 

— To  be  sure  Mr.  Pickering!  What  a  head 
for  finding  out  secrets  the  old  man  has.  Un- 
der the  caption  "In  bad  repute"  he  informed 
an  astonished  world  that  Tilden  is  in  bad  re- 
pute with  Tammany.  Beally  now,  when  did 
you  find  it  out,  Loring  ? 

— The  Canadian  potato  crop  is  badly  af 
fected  with  rot.  Produce  dealers  are  re- 
spectfully invited  to  acknowledge  this  item. 
Thanksgiving  Day  is  at  hand  and  the  editor 
requires  a  new  set  of  teeth  to  enable  him  to 
tackle  the  patriarchal  turkey. 


— At  Bellton,  Ga. ,  a  woman  twenty-one 
years  old  bought,  from  his  mother,  a  young 
man  aged  twenty,  for  matrimonial  purposes. 
The  quid  pro  guo  was  an  old  muslin  dress. 
The  sale  was  made  on  Sunday,  and  the  young 
woman  walked  three  miles  through  the  rain 
on  the  following  Tuesday  to  take  delivery  of 
her  chattel.  Men  are  pretty  cheap  in  Geor- 
gia, kisses  are  pretty  cheap  in  Georgia,  let 
us  all  emigrate  to  Georgia. 


"What  is  "Tucking?" 

A  bothered  looking  citizen  came  into  this 
office  yesterday  afternoon  and  respectfully 
asked  to  be  let  look  at  the  dictionary.  He 
sat  down  and  rather  anxiously  thumbed 
Webster  awhile. 

"What  are  you  looking  for?"  asked  are- 
porter,  seeing  that  the  stranger  had  failed  to 
strike  the  trail. 

"Well,"  said  the  man  in  a  burst  of  confi- 
dence, "you  see,  I've  been  married  only  a 
short  time,  and  my  wife's  gone  up  to  Truckee 
on  a  visit,  and  she's  written  to  me  to  look  in 
the  bottom  of  her  trunk  for  a  lot  of  'tucking' 
and  send  it  to  her.  Now  what  I  want  to  know 
is,  what  in  blazes  is  'tucking'?  It  ain't  in  the 
dictionary." 

"Tucking?"  said  the  reporter  briskly,  "why 
tucking  is  the  stuff  girls  make  by  poking  a 
sort  of  short-turned  fish-hook  through  a  hole 
and  catching  the  thread  and  drawing  it  back 
again." 

Then  the  editor  spoke  up  contemptuously, 
and  said  that  a  man  who  was  so  ignorant  as 
that  ought  to  hold  his  tongue.  What  the  re- 
porter had  described  was  crocheting.  Every- 
body ought  to  know  what  kicking  was.  The 
ladies  in  making  it  used  a  little  contrivance 
shaped  like  a  mussel,  with  thread  wound  up 
inside  of  it.  Tucking  could  be  purchased,  he 
believed,  for  ten  or  fifteen  cents  a  yard,  and 
why  intelligent  girls  should  waste  a  whole 
day  in  making  what  they  could  get  for  a 
short  bit  was  more  than  he  could  under- 
stand. 

The  married  stranger  said  the  editor  was 
mistaken;  that  the  article  he  mentioned  was 
not  tucking — it  was  tatting.  This  he  knew 
for  a  fact. 

The  editor  observed  that  when  a  man  came 
to  that  office  for  information,  the  editor, 
when  he  gave  it,  didn't  like  to  be  told  he 
lied.  If  the  stranger  wanted  to  avoid  trouble 
he  had  better  get  out  and  go  to  the  devil.  As 
the  editor  had  grown  red  in  the  face,  and  his 
eyes  were  blazing,  the  married  stranger 
coughed  and  slunk  down  stairs. 

In  the  meantime,  what  is  "tucking"? — 
Reno  (Nev.)  Gazelle. 


Grand  Headquarters. 

MUSIC BOXES 

— FOR— 

HOLIDAY,  BIRTHDAY,  AND  WEDDING  PRESENTS. 

M.  J.  PAILLARD  &  CO. 

Manufacturers  and  Importers 
120  SUTTER  STREET,  San  Francisco, 

680  Broadway,  New  York,         St.  Croix,  Switzerland. 

Music  Boxes  and  Orchestrions 

REPAIRED. 
nov23-2mos 


The   dramatical   events   of  the  week  have 
not  been  of  a  very  startling  nature.      At  the 

California  Theatre 
Miss  Ada  Cavendish  has  given  an  excellent 
personation  of  "Mercy  Merrick"  in  the  "New 
Magdalen."  But  the  fine  effects  of  Miss  Ca- 
vandish's  acting  has  been  utterly  lost  through 
the  atrocious  support  of  the  California  com- 
pany. 


At  Baldwin's 
Miss  Clara  Morris  as  "Jane  Eyre"  in  "The 
Governess"  has  been  fairly  successful.  We 
do  not  mean  to  insinuate  that  either  Miss 
Morris  or  the  stock  company  fulfil  the  dra- 
matic requirements  of  the  piece,  but  still 
they  have  given  it  a  fair  rendition. 


At  the  Bush  Street  Theatre 
The   Oates   Company  at    length    produced 
"La  Marjolaine."     The  piece  is  an   inferior 
one  and  the  performance  is  not  meritorious. 


At  the  Grand  Opera  House 
They  have  been  playing  a  piece  called  "Jack 
Sheppard"  which,  it  is  claimed,  is  a  moral 
agent  inasmuch  as  it  shows  that  crime  is  al- 
ways punished  and  honesty  rewarded.  In 
real  life,  we  may  observe,  the  positions  are 
reversed. 


At  the  Standard 
Another  burlesque  called  "The' Babes  in  the 
Wood"  has  been  produced.  "Hiawatha" 
was  bad,  but  this  production  is  simply  dia- 
bolical. Added  to  the  utter  paucity  of  wit, 
the  scenery  is  bad  and  the  music  worse.  But 
then,  of  course,  the  house  has  been  renovated, 
and  if  there  is  nothing  on  the  stage  to  amuse 
one,  why  the  the  new  upholstery  is  always 
there  and  the  paint  is  still  fresh. 

"Woodward's  Gardens. 
What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Planles  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 
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Use  SLAVEN'S 

Yosemite  Cologne! 


nov9-3m 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


A  Beantlfnl  picture  is  what  we  all  admire.  The 
photogrhphs  taken  at  the  Imperial  Gallery,  724^ 
Market  Street,  are  unsurpassed  in  finish  and  artistic 
merit.  *nov2-lm 


The  Mammoth  Tree. — A  section  of  the  larget  tree 
in  the  world  is  now  being  exhibited  by  Messrs. 
McKearuan,  H.  H.  Tuttle  and  Hubbs,  at  a  vacant  lot 
on  Market  Street,  near  Sixth,  for  a  few  days,  before 
being  exported  to  New  York  and  Europe.  This  tree, 
called  "Old  Moses,"  from  a  mountain  of  that  name 
near  whioh  it  grew,  was  discovered  by  Professor 
Knowles  in  1874,  on  the  Tule  River,  Tulare  County, 
75  miles  from  Visalia.  It  was  considerably  over  240 
feet  in  height  and  measured  111  feet  at  the  base. 
The  section  on  exhibition  measures  100  feet  in  cir- 
cumference. The  age  of  this  tree  is  estimated  to  be 
4824  years.  This  gigantic  wonder  will  be  found  an 
object  of  admiration  and  no  one  should  fail  to  see 
this  monarch  of  the  forests.  *nov2-4t 


The  American  Jewelry  Company  have 
achieved  a  great  triumph  when  they  able  to 
offer  a  solid  gold  ring  with  the  wonderful 
Lefevre  setting  for  one  dollar.  The  Com- 
pany are  a  leading  Jewelry  Firm  in  Cincin- 
nati, and  are  perfectly  reliable. 


A  limited  number  of  complete  second  vol- 
umes of  the  Wasp  may  be  purchased  at  the 
business  office,  602  California  Street. 


"Watches,  Jewelry  and  Silverware,  at  the 
very  lowest  prices.  Watch  and  Jewelry  re- 
pairing a  specialty  all  work  warranted.  H. 
WEULE,  634  Market  St.,  opp.  Palace  Hotel. 


Stock  Indicator  Oyster  and  Lunch  House, 
Leidesdorff  street,  bet.  Pine  and  California, 
below  the  Pacific  Stock  Board.  Oysters  in  all 
styles,  served  from  6  A.  M.  to  6  P.  M.  New 
York  Butter  Cakes  will  be  sold  only  at  the 
old  stand,  519  California  street,  under  Cali- 
fornia Market.         J.  H.  Burns,  Jr.,  Prop. 


Every  one  of  readers  should  carefully 
peruse  the  advertisement  of  the  Koyal  Manu 
f&cturing  Co. ,  of  New  Yark,  which  appears 
for  the  first  time  in  our  issue  of  this  date. 
The  goods  will  speak  for  themselve,  while 
the  responsibility  of  the  firm  is  Touched  for 
by  the  editorial  endorsements. 


— Eecipes  how  to  manufacture  Liquors, 
Wines,  Syrups,  Havana  Cigar  Flavor,  Cordi- 
als, Essential  Oils  and  Fruit  Extracts.  Ph. 
Cohen,  326  Clay  Street.  * 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.     We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 


ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


lions.  Alexander  S«  De  Wolowski, 

The  well-known  pianist  and  vocalist,  honor- 
ary member  of  the  principal  Philharmonic 
Societies,  reopens  courses  and  classes  for 
piano  and  singing,  for  opera,  parlor  and  eon- 
certs,  by  his  new  simplified  method,  the 
shortest  and  best  in  existence,  saving  3'ears  of 
practice  to  beginners,  reading  music  at  sight 
and  training  the  voice  to  its  highest  culture. 
Musical  time  by  his  new  invention.  At  Al- 
bemarle House,  No.  8  Mason  St. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  XJ.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


CONNOLLY'S 

YEAST  POWDER 

FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 
Ask    Your     Grocer    For    It. 


Mrs.  F.  De  Courcy, 

MILLINER 

And  Importer  of 

FINE    MILLINERY    GOODS, 

140  *  142  Sixth  St.,  bet.  Howard  and  Natoma,  S.  F. 
nov9-2mos 


PALMER  BROTHERS 

;•»«  to  734  MARKET  STREET, 

Have  a  full  Assortment  of 

Ladies'  and  Gents'  Furnishing  Goods, 

Toilet  Articles,  Corsets,  Embroideries,  French  any  Valenciennes 
Laces,  a  ffne  Assortment  of  Veilings  and  Rushings,  and  the  larges 
stock  of 

MILLINERY  GOODS, 

And  the  best  stock  of 

BOYS'  CLOTHING  and  HATS  &  CAPS 

IN  THE  CITY. 
nov2-lm 


BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between   8th   and    9th   Streets, 

M.  NUNAN,  Proprietor. 


C  D.   O.    SULLITAN.  JA8.   R.  KELLY 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC, 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 

San  Francisco. 


WM,  E.  LANE, 


All  Orders  Promptly  attended  to. 


REPAIRING  WORK  A  SPECIALTY. 


Work  done  at  reasonable  rates  and  guaranteed. 


505  KEARNY  ST.,  near    California. 


A.  MacBeth.  J.  Gollan. 

MacBETH  &  GOLLAN, 


633  Washington  St., 

Between  Montgomery  and  Kearny  Sts. 
nov9-2mos. 


BALDWIN'S 

Pickled     Butter, 

30  CENTS  per  POUND. 

Eastern  Butter,  in  1 0-pound  Packoges, 
20  Cents. 

TERWILLIGER  &  FINK, 

50  and  51  Washington  Market. 

nov9-lm 


REMOVAL. 


It  W*  I A 


The  leading  Photographer  of  this  city,  has  just  occu- 
pied his  new  and  handsome  parlors  over  the  HIBER- 
NIA  BANK,  corner  Market  and  Montgomery  Sts. 
Entrance  on  Montgomery  Street.  Elevator  connec- 
ted with  building.  Easy  of  access.  The  handsomest 
Photograph  Booms  in  the  city. 

Give  Him  a  Call ! 

nov9-2mos 

AMERICAN    LYRE! 

The  most  simply  constructed  String-  Instrument  before  the  Public. 

Its  Tone  is  Full,  Sonorus  and  Rich,  aim  supeiiur  to  the 

German  Zither  and  Guitar. 

BANCROFT,  KNIGHT  &  CO., 

General  Agents, 

733  MARKET  STREET,  San  Francisco. 

nov9-lm 


ROSS' 

MILLINERY  EMPORIUM, 

UNDEK  THE  BALDWIN. 


nov9-lni 


KOHLER  &  CHASE, 

Agents  for  the  well  known 

DECKER  PIANOS, 

EEMOVED  TO 
137  and  139  Post  St. 


C*CW  T\  Anv  worker  can  make  $12  a  day  at  home.      Coatly 
VTUJJi/  Outfit  free.     Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED     AY"  ASP. 


2G9 


KAST'S 

FASHIONABLE 

SHOE  STORE, 

COBNERAUBRBT  AND   DUPUNT  STREETS, 

Just  received  the  Latest  PARIS  Fall  uiid  Winter 
styles  of 

Ladies  and  Gent'sBoots. 

nov9-3nios 


GOLQMA  VINEYARD. 

Constantly  on 
hand 

WINES  &  BRANDIES, 

Burgundy, 

Muscat,     Catawba, 

EED,   WHITE, 
anil     other     WINES. 

Robert  Chalmers,  Coloma. 

FOE  SALE  BY 

ROBERT    BELL, 

General  Agent  for  San  Francisco,  also 
Dealer  in 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors, 

412  Sansoiue  Street,         -         -        San  Francisco. 


CENTRAL  SALOON 

244  SUTTER  ST..  bet.  Kearny  and  Diipont. 

HOT    LUNCH 

From  1 1  to  1  o'clock. 

Beer,  Wines,  Liquors,  Cigars. 

FRANZ  FELDER,  Manager. 


MERCER'S 

Marsh  Mallow  Candy 
facstory, 

"WHOLESALE   AND    RETAIL, 

No.  17  POWELL  ST.,  opn.  Baldwin's  Hotel,  San 
Francisco. 

Branch  of  518  KEARNY    STREET. 

dpSpecial   Attention   paid   to  Country  Orders. .^§3 


HIBERNrA 
Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast    Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICERS: 


President 

Vice-President  . 


M.  D.  SWEENY 

.CD.  O'SULLIVNA 


TRUSTEES- 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,         Gus.   Touchard, 

il.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donoliue, 

Tkeasober EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Well9,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Otnee  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.      Office  Houre  from  9  to  3. 
july'21-tf    

W.    SCHEHR, 
FASHIONABLE    TAILOR, 

529  Montgomery  Avenue. 

Clothing  made  to  order  in  the  latest  style.    Cleaning, 
Repairing  and  Dyeing. 


Candies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!     Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

EH    CANTY  <3c  CO., 

"Wholesale     and    Retail    Confectioners, 

107  MONTGOMERY  STREE1. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  our  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates.  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal,  Orders  from  the  interior  promply  and  care- 
fully attended  to.  Broken  Candy,  15  cents  a  pound. 
Mixed  Candy,  20  cents  a  pound. 


Henry  Ahrens.         Henry  Tietjen.         Th.  v.  Borstel. 

CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Fine  St.,  near  Folk. 


Henry  .A.lii*ens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

ARCHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block, 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building.  i 


01 A 

IN    S  O  LI  D    ©C 

ONE  DOLLAR 


R.HOE&GO. 


New   York  and  London. 


SAN  FRANCISCO  AGENCY, 

TATUM  &  BOWEN, 

3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market, 

Where  will  be  found  Presses  of  the  latest  Improved 
styles.    The  GKEAT  SUPERIOEITY  of  our 

Lithograph 

wmmm 


Is  admitted  by  all  who  have  availed  themselves  of 
Messrs.  Bosqui  &  Co's  generous  invitation  to  witness 
the  working  of  the  Machine  we  recently  furnished 
them. 


We  have  a  large  stock  of 

Second    Hand    Presses ! 

—VERY  CHEAP— both  of  our  own  and  other  Manu- 
facture,, all  put  in  thorough  order  and  the  latter,  in 
many  cases  better  than  when  new. 


flJC    4-f\  (Con  Per  dav  at  home.    Samples  worth  S3  free. 
q)t)    LU  ip&KJ  Address  Stinson  &  Co.,  Port! 


,  Portland,  Maine. 


rIOUNTING   S. 

ONE  DOLLAR 


Lel'evr.  i.liiic,  *1.  Set  of  Stud*  1 1.  ITUe  Shut]  Stud,  »1.  Lefevre  Ear  Drop*  *1. 

THE  ONLY  PERFECT  FAC-SIMILE  OF  THE  REAL  DIAMOND  IN  THE  WORLD. 


Pronounced  by  the  Academy  of  France  that  M.  Le/evre  has  really  obtained  artificially  the  true  diamond. 
The  basis  of  these  gems  are  pure  crystals  found  in  the  Sierra  Novadas.  from  whence  they  are  exported 
to  the  Lefevre  Laboratory  in  Paris,  France,  where  they  ar<»  submitted  to  a  chemical  and  voltaic  process, 


BI   WHICH   THEIR    SURFACES   ARE    COVERED   WITH    A    COATING    OF   PURE   DIAMONDS, 

Imparting  to  them  all  the  Bkilltancy,  Hauhnkss,  and  refractive  qualities  of  the  natural  diamond,  ana 
making  them  as  desirable  for  Wear,  TlrHlinner,  and  Betuir.v,  as  the  veritable  jrems  themselves. 
The  King,  Studs,  and    Ear    Drops,  as  displayed  In   this   announcement,  are  accurate   engravings  01 

SOLID  OOLD  UOUITTIITGS,  CONTAIITRIS  THB  W01TDEBFUL  LEFEYBE  DIAMOND,  warranted  ly  certificate  U.  S.  Mint  assay. 

ON  RECEIPT  OF  ONE  DOLLAR  ^J^J^^^SS^SJS^liS^S 

"Book  on  Diamonds,"  with  illustrations  ofartfstic  Diamond  Jewelry  In  solid  (14  k.)  gold,  mailed  iree. 

r  have  aecn  trmnv  Imitations  or  diamond*,  lint  DCYeT  nnv  that  eonld  canal  the  UrevreBrillli.nt.-W.I5Lt.ROV.  Stamford  j Tnnn. 

I  am  In  receipt  «r  \  pair  of  the  Wonderful  Lrf-vre  Fnr  Proo-=.  r->r  n„c  dollar;  to  Bay  thai  I  am  pleased  with  Ihem  hardly  nils  UlO 
bill,  thev  arc  simnly  decant-  — A  N'nREW  MORRIS.  JTornellsvllle,  N.  Y. 

The  WondprrulLcfevrc  Diamond  Ring,  Tar  one  dolli 
and  eliciting  wonder  and  admiration  from  all  who 

H.DU  FRF.NOY.' the  er.-m  Freneh  Scientist.  „.i.f«J,„« 

The  Lcfcvrc  Diamond  niont  effectually  distorts  the  Blnmbcn  of  the  possessor*  of  costly  Bcrns.— Journal  or  science. 
JBS3-  We  guarantee  the  Wonderful  Lefevre  Diamonds  for  One  Dollar  to  be  mounted  In  Solid  Gold, 

and  will  cheerfully  refund  the  money  if  found  unsatisfactory.    Address  all  orders  to  the 

AMERICAN  JEWELRY  C0MPANY,«»5  Arcade,  CINCINNATI,  0. 

The  American  Jewelry  Company  is  &  prompt  ud  reliable  house. 


hand  this  morning,  it  h  reallr  elegant,  giving  entire  saUsfactlon, 
it.— W.  H.  RFFnV.  Martin.hurc.  W.  Va. 
nted  In  solid  gold,  are  trolv  marvelons.-R.  F.  AVERY  k  SONS.  Home  and  Farm   T,onl«-Ille,  Ky. 
pcrlmenU  ot  M.  Lefcvro  silences  all  doubl  of  the  aruBclal  reproduction  of  the  *— 
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San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  R. 


Commencing  MONDAY,  NOV.  11th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco: 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 

3  00  P'  M'  ]0AILY>  [Sundays  included]  Steamer  "Jamas  M. 
•  v  V/  Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),  connecting  with 
Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa, 
Healdsburg-,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  con- 
nections at  Lakevills  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg's 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City, 
and  the  Geysers. 

^.Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  for  Ker- 
nel's, Guemevilleand  the  Redwoods.    Sundays  excepted. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  11.00  A.  M.J 

1 • 

^^Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN, 

Geu.  Manager.         Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 


BACK    NUMBERS 

or  THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
"WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


a  week  in  your  own  town.  Terms  and  §5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
dress H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


$66 


MOW  OPENED. 


FHII    TO;    ALLl 

Kules  of  the  People's  public 

STOCK  EXCHANGE 

311  and  313  Pine  Street. 

It  is  optional  whether  we  accept  orders  or  not. 
Orders  Received  from  Five  Shares  to  One  Hun- 
dred. 

MARGINS. 

Tlie  Lowest  Margins  received  on  Stocks  selling 
below  $5|per  share  will  be  50  cents  per  share. 

Above  $5  and  not  over  $10  will  be  $1  per  share. 

Above  $10  and  not  over  $20  will   be  $2  per  share. 

Above  $20  and  not  over  $30  will  be  $3  per  share. 

Above  $30  and  not  over  $100  will  be  $5  per  share. 

Above  $100  and  not  over  $300  will  be  $10  per 
share. 

Parties  can  Operate  direct  from  the  prices  of  the 
indicators,  and  close  on  same  as  the  prices  come  out 
providing  the  quotations  are  not  out  too  long. 

Customers  must  be  governed  by  the  quotations  of 
the  San  Francisco  Stock  Exchange,  subject  to  official 
corrections. 

Commissions  will  be  one-quarter  of  one  per  cent, 
for  buying  and  the  same  for  selling  on  all  transac- 
tions over  $200. 

Those  wishing"  to  remargin  Stocks  must  do  so  be- 
fore their  first  margins  are  exhausted. 

Interest  charged  for  carrying  Stocks  will  be  one 
per  cent,  per  month. 

Stocks  carried  as  long  as  margins  are  kept  good. 

Those  desiring1  Stock  will  please  notify  us  when 
the  order  is  given. 

So  further  Liability  to  the  customer  than  the 
amount  of  margin  put  up. 

No  notification  will  be  given  when  you/  contracts 
are  exhausted. 

Stocks  are  not  sold  out  until  the  entire  margin 
is  exhausted. 

Tilis  Exchange  opens  and  closes  the  same  hours 
as  the  San  Francisco  Stock  Exchange 

Fifty  cents  commission  on  all  transactions  be 
low  $200. 

Orders  by  mail  promptly  executed. 

WM.  G.  STEDMAJST  &  CO. 

NOTICE. 

The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicious  nature  will 
be  published  by  this  paper. 


O!    Ah! 

MULLER 

IS      THE 

LeadingOptician 

135  MONTGOMERY  ST. 

opposite  the  Occidental  Hotel, 
NEAR  BUSH  ST. 

-\— . 


A  §HAND  OFFER  I 

SILVERWARE  FREE  FOR  ALLi 

The  Old  Reliable  ROTAL  MANUFACTURING  CO.,  whose  Metropolitan  Headquarters  iw  JoJ 
rated  at  2^S  and  JJGl>  Broadway,  A'cw  York  City,  and  Factory  at  Providence,  R.  I.,  hive  determined  to| 
introduce  goods  of  their  manufacture  in  every  city  and  hamlet  1t>  tho  United  States  nnd  Canndas.  To  do  this,  we  \r" 
present  to  each  la.lyro.-ukr  or  this  paper  a  stt  [C]  of  our  COIN  PLATED  SILVER  CPOON9,  with  your  h 
name  or  Initials  elegantly  engraved  on  each  Spoon,  the  only  charge  will  bo  75  cents  to  defray  capenso  of  e 
graving  name,  patl.in?  end  express  char-es.     To  avail  yourself  of'lhis  grand  holiday  o:.,r,   it  ivl'il  be  necessary  to  c 
out  the  nttai  tiL-d  CVrt.iionto  No.  4i'S,  and  forward  It  with  7&  cents  on  or  before  "February   l:t,   ISTD,  to   the  Royal  B 
M-innf-vf  in  in,.*  f**i    v..,v  York  " 

E^~CUT  THIS  CERTIFICATE  0UT,^£J     <~ff&i 


It  will  not  appear  in  this  paper  again. 

On  receipt  of  this  Certificate,  together  with  seventy-Ove  cent"  In 
Currency,  E.  Ivor  or  Fostage  Stamps  wo  n-rco  to  hnnd  cu-rivo  hivIj.i  niraa 
or  Initials  as  desired  on  a  set  [0)  of  our  beat  duality  Coin  Plated  Silver 
Spoons,  and  prepay  all  rhipping  char  -es  ti)  ci:y  p  .rt  uf  Tie  Unitid  States  or       ."" 
Canada;,  provided  this  certificate  Is  forwarded  to'us  on  or  before  Feb.  lit,  1879.    ' 

ROYAL  MANUFACTURING  CO.,  258  Broadway,  N.  T. 


We  claim  for  our  Silver  Plated  'Ware  that  for  durability  and  clcr-inco  of  design  we  can  not  be  excelled.   We  firstH 
heavily  plato  with  nickle— iho  hardest  white  metal  known—and  then  follow  with  a  plating  of  pure  Coin  Silver,  thus  V 
making  the  most  durable  pUte  yet  discovered,  and  you  will  find  by  enquiry  r.t  any  dealer,  this  quality  and  designl 
of  Tea  Spoons  wiil  cost  you  about  $4.00  per  set,  without  your  name  engraved  "thereon.     On  each  and  every  article 
our  Table  Cutlery  our  name  is  stamped  and  we  Live  our  design,  copyrighted,  thus  preventing  irresponsible  nnd  n 
scrupulous  dealers  and  advertisers  from  palmlngotFnnarticlo  of  our  manufacture,  at  high  prices.     On  tho  handle  w._ 
each  Spoon  ts  n  crown  with  the  word  eoval  in  the  band,  and  on  the  revorso  side  E.  M.  Co.  Is  stamped.    In  nddilloni 
to  tho  above  offer  should  you  with  to  order  Ilnlves,  Forks  or  Table  Spoon*  at  the  same  time  you  order  Tea  St 
wa  will  furnish  nny  article  or  all  of  them  at  the  following  reduced  prices,  and  prepay  nil  shipping;  charges,  vf 
Solid  Steel  Knives,  blade  and  handle  one  solid  piece,  best  steel  covered  with  n  heavy  plating  of  Mckle  and  Si 
41,75 1  6  Forks,  95  cents;  6  Table  Spoons.  $1.S0;  or  total  for  Knives,  Forks,  Tea  nnd  table  Spoons,  $4.65.     The  ]   .... 
Spoons  and  Forks  nro  of  tha  same  design  nnd  of  the  soma  quality  as  tho  Tea  Spoons,  and  will  be  engraved  without1 
extra  cost,  tho  Knives  being  of  steel  wil'  not  bo  engraved.  ' 

Remember  we  do  not  stamp  your  name,  but  have  experienced  workmen  engrave  your  hst  nnme  In  full 
or  Initials  as  desired.  We  will  nut  lurnlih  nny  of  the  above  goo.ls  ct  prices  named  unit;*  nceumpanled  by  the  above 
Certificate,  as  we  only  wish  to  send  out  a  )!:n*led  quantity  as  an  advertisement,  well  knowing  in  any  family  we  place 
our  Table  Ware  It  will  bo  a  standing  advertisement  for  the  sale  of  our  other  goods,  a  catalogue  of  which  Is  mailed  with 
each  shipment. 

As  toonr  reliability  wo  quote  the  following  from  our  New  Yort  parsers,  and  refer  you  to  any  responsible  house  In 
this  city, 

'"Tho  Royal  Manufacturing  Co.,  S38  nnd  2 GO  Broadway,  Is  one  of  tho  most  reliable,  enterprising  and  responslbli 
houses  of  this  city." — Editorial  American  Farmer.  N.  Y-,  April  1S7S. 

*'  The  Koyal  Manufacturing  Co.  of  this  city  have  sustained  a  well  earned  reputation  for  reliability  by  sending! 
out  goods  guaranteed  to  bo  exacLly  ns  represented,  and  by  this  means  imrckasers  get  only  tho  best  goods  at  more  ~~~  ' 
sonable  figures  than  lar™e  dealers  pay  by  wholesale." — Cditorinl  Frank  Lcslio's  Illustrated  Newspaper,  April  13,  .  . 

"A  repre  sen  tali  vo  of  onrpaper  was  shown  through  the  establishment  of  the  Royal  Mannfacturing  Co.,  S5Si 
and  2C0  Broadway,  and  was  surprised  at  tho  handsome  character  of  the  goods  sent  at  such  extraordinary  low  prices." 
—The  Independent,  N-  Y.,  Juno  20,  1873. 

O"  In  ordering  give  n:  full  Instructions  how  yon  wish  yonr  name  engraved,  and  write  yonr  name  plain  and  ml 
fall.  If  an  express  office  Is  not  In  four  town,  wo  will  send  by  molL  Postage  stamps  Till  be  received  at  their  lace 
value.    All  letters  ordering  Silverware  must  be  addressed  to  the  i 

ROYAL  MANUFACTURING  CO.,  258  Broadway,  New  York. 
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Nails,  Freckles,  Warts    Holes,  erlectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL    &   i. Ulitilt.   from  Paris. 

8^8  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

B.  S.  BTXRISTS, 

Agent  for 


Office  in  E.  F.  Haawell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,   between   J   and   K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
Newspaper,  Book &$ob> Printers 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Eeview,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisci- 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquo) 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  "WASP. 


novl7-tf 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 
FREE 

M@me  and  intelligence  Bmreau 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS- 
FOE  ANT  SEE  VICE,  furnished  without  charges  t< 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours-  9  A.  M.  t( 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 

TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

6£»£  Kearny  Street,  corner  ol 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entranci 
on  Commercial  street.  Establishet 
in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  01 
all  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen 
erative  organs,  and  all  physical  con- 
ditions of  weakness  consequent  upoE 
lithe  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 
Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  Buceessfull  treated 
The  sick  aud  afflicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upoi. 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  inEurop> 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospital  there 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge  unless  h< 
effects  a  cure.  Persons  at  a  distance  maybe  CUEEI 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 
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THE  SAIS  ftiAKCiSCC*      *? « 
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liO-iCALIFORNIA     ST. 
;~  n  w  cor  of  kearny  st^  - 


SanRrancisco,  November  30*1878 


-^RECORDED    AT  SACR  AM  ENTO  CAL  .: 

BY  THE    PUBLISHERS    OF  THE:   WASP. 
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Published  evei"y  Saturday, 

-     AT   - 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
Thirty-five  cents  per  month  delivered  by  carrier. 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY    IN  ADVANCE) 

(Postage  Free) 

One  Year        ....      $4.00 
Six  Months  -  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -      -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 
^Postage  Free) 

One  Year      ....        $5.00 
Six  Months      -  -  -  -    $2.50 

Three  Months      -         -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  he  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  The  Editor,  602  Cali- 
fornia street,  San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  NOVEMBER  30,  1878. 

"  'Gainst  the  wrong  that  needs  redressing,  , 
For  the  weak,  the  strong  oppressing."    ' 


Etee  since  the  days  of  the  great  reformer, 
Jesus  Christ,  it  has  been  customary  for  every 
degraded  adventurer  who  has  attempted  to 
hoist  himself  into  prominence  and  influence 
by  the  advocacy  of  some  absurd,  viscious,  or 
immoral,  theory  to  repel  adverse  criticism  by 
pointing  to  the  name  and  career  of  that  sub- 
lime martyr.  The  most  cheeky  attempt  of 
this  kind,  which  lies  within  our  knowledge, 
is  that  of  the  sand-lot  "leeder"  in  comparing 
himself  with  the  crucified  Nazarene.  The 
mere  idea  of  this  vulgar,  empty-headed,  po- 
litical mountebank  mentioning  his  own  name 
in  the  same  breath — without  instituting  any 
comparison — with  the  self-abnegating,  philo- 
sophical, Jesus  Christ  should  be  sufficient  to 
raise  a  loathing  and  disgust  in  the  minds  ofall- 
intelligent  working  men.  Fancy  Jesus 
Christ  sending  around  his  hat  to  take  up  a 
collection;  fancy  him  using  language  which 
would  make  a  fallen  women  blush  ;tfancy  him 
stumping  Massachusetts  in  favor  of  Ben  But- 
ler? 


OUR  GREATNESS  IN  CROOKEDNESS. 

POLITICS. 

"What  is  meant  by  the  term  "Politics  ?" 
The  lexicographers  are  no  use  to  us  here. 
They  give  a  definition  but  it  corresponds  in  no 
respect  with  the  thing  defined.  As  the  word 
is  used  in  the  United  States  at  the  present 
time  it  evidently  signifies  "Convention  wire- 
pulling," "Ward-striking,"  "Returning 
Board  manipulating,"  "Ballot-bos  stuffing," 
and  "Bribery  "  Only  this  and  nothing 
more. 

"We  have  in  this  country  two  great  politi- 
cal parties,  what  do  they  aim  to  accomplish  ? 
If  we  were  to  take  the  lexicographers'  defi- 
nition of  what  constitutes  "politics"  these  or- 
ganizations should  have  a  definite  and  deci- 
ded programme  as  to  the  direction  in  which 
the  course  of  public  affairs  ought  to  be 
shaped.  They  should  lay  down  in  clear  un- 
mistakable language  the  policy  which  they 
believe  to  be  the  correct  one  to  pursue  in  re- 
gard to  the  administration  of  national  affairs; 
they  should  do  so  utterly  regardless  of  whether 
the  majority  of  the  people  will  be  likely  to 
favor  that  policy  or  not;  they  should  pro- 
claim it  from  the  housetops  because  they 
believe  it  to  be  right;  they  should 
labor  to  convince  their  fellow  citizens,  by  ar- 
gument, that  it  is  right;  and,  finally,  they 
should,  if  the  opinion  of  the  majority  is 
against  them,  recollect  .  hat  under,  our  sys- 
tem of  government,  the  majority  are  supposed 
to  rule.  But  when  we  examine  the  actual 
facts  we  find  out  the  lexicographers  eiror. 
We  find  that  the  highest  aim  of  those  organi- 
zations is  to  avoid  taking  any  decided  posi- 
tion upon  the  current  issues;  they  aim  rather 
to  occupy  that  middle  ground  from  which  it 
is  easy  to  shift  when  the  direction  of  the  cur 
rent  of  popular  opinion  is  ascertained  beyond 
doubt;  they  aim  to  follow  in  the  wake  of, 
rather  than  to  make  and  lead,  popular  opi- 
nion ;  they  aim  to  grind  out  that  glorious  old 
campaign  tune :  "Oh!  look  at  our  glorious 
record;"  they  aim,  by  any  and  all  means,  fair 
or  foul,  to  secure  the  control  of  the  govern- 
ment simply  because  it  gives  place,  power, 
and  patronage,  and,  when  they  are  defeated, 
they  stand  on  the  street  corners  and  cry 
'  'fraud !"•  Cli  candor  had  any  part  in  the  com- 
position of  the  two  political  parties  at  pre- 
sent in  this  country  they  would  give  over 
holding  Conventions,  they  would  stop  rack- 
ing their  brains  for  "planks"  to  catch  "the 
Irish  vote"  and  "the  German  vote."  They 
would  come  before  the  people  and  frankly 
say;  "Look  back  through  the  tunnel  of  time 
into  the  dim  past;  there  you  see  a  few  men 
forming  this,  our,  party;  they  have  the 
achievement  of  a  great  purpose  as  their  ob- 
ject; they  have  a  laudable  ambition  to  ob- 
tain ■'  possession  of  the  reins  of  government 
for  the -purpose  of  carrying  o,t  that  object; 
they  are  not  figuring  for  place  and  pay  mere- 
ly. It  is  true  they  have  been  dead  for  years ; 
it  i  is  true  the  common  object  which  bound 
them  .together  has  long  since  been  accom- 
plished,"but  if  it  were  not,  we  -would  advo- 
cate exactly  the  same  principles  which  they 
did.  For. these  reasons  we  think  we  are  en- 
titled to  the  confidence  of  the  country  and 


our  nominees   to   the  various   offices  of  the 
government." 

But  candor  forms  no  part  of  their  compo- 
sition so  we  are  every  once  in  a  while  treated 
to  "a  platform."  And  the  "statesmen,"  too 
— God  bless  them — condescend  to  address  us, 
at  election  times,  on  such  current  issues  as : 
"When  the  traveller  comes  to  pass  at  Ther- 
mopolse."  Wuomso  the  gods  wish  to  destroy 
they  first  make  mad;  "Behold  yon  noble  ship 
lying  idle  at  the  wharf,"  etc.  In  the  mean 
time  the  material  interests  of  the  country  are 
generally  allowed  to  take  care  of  themselves, 
and  the  political  knaves  who  lead  these  or- 
ganizations look  for  success  to  the  corrupt- 
ing influence  of  the  government  patronage. 
Truly  we  are  a  wonderful  people. 


"DRINK  AT  THE  FOUNTAIN." 

We — that  is  to  say  the  editorial  John- 
Donkey  who  presides  over  the  feeble  literary 
efforts  of  this  publication — rise  to  make  an 
explanation;  and,  as  we  do  so,  we  inwardly 
pray  that  we  may  be  able  to  elevate  ourselves 
to  the  dignity  of  the  occasion.  In  the  column 
which  is  headed  "Literary  Review"  we  pub- 
lished last  week  a  short  review  of  a  volume 
of  poems  which  was  supposed  to  bear  a  simi- 
lar title  to  the  above  caption.  We  say  "sup- 
posed," because  as  a  matter  of  fact,  though 
a  half  dozen  or  so  ephemeral  publications 
have  appeared  under  that  name,  the  one 
which  we  criticised  has  not  yet  been  pub- 
lished. The  book  which  our  mind's  eye 
rested  upon  when  we  wrote  the  observations 
in  question  was  a  compilation  of  the  latest 
effusions  of  our  eminent  poetasters  Chas. 
Warren  Stoddard,  Ambrose  Bierce,  Dan. 
O'Connell,  Harry  Dam,  Mrs.  Corbett,  etc. 
This  work  we  mentally  compiled  and,  as  we 
thought,  appropriately  christened  "Drink 
at  the  Fountain,"  (meaning  thereby  that 
every  person  was  invited  to  drink  at  the  foun- 
tain of  knowledge  which  was  contained,  in 
poetic  numbers,  beneath  its  covers).  This 
publication  we  criticized  in  an  adverse  spirit 
and  our  object  in  so  doing  was  a  good  and  ,a 
worthy  one.  We  intended  to  deter  these 
people  from  ever  perpetrating  such  an  act. 
Whether  we  succeeded  in  accomplishing  our 
intention  we  do  not  know,  but  we  do  know 
that  we  have  accomplished  a  very  different 
purpose.  We  have  raised  the  ire  of  the  good 
gentleman  who  keeps  a  saloon  at  the  corner 
of  Kearny  and  Sutter  streets,  and  which  sa- 
loon is  called  "The  Fountain."  In  the  ar- 
ticle alluded  to  we  stated  that  we  would  pre- 
fer to  deluge  ourselves  in  five  cent  ,  beer  ra- 
ther than  drink  of  the  fountain  of  knowledge 
which  was  submitted  to  us;  and  that  the  said 
fountain  was  full  of — in  the  language  of  the 
episcopalian  service— "heresy  and  all  un- 
cleanliness."  Now  the  mere  mention  of  the 
two  words  "fountain"  and  "beer"  in  the 
same  column  have  convinced  this  astute  gen- 
tleman that  some  black-hearted  villain  has 
hired  our  editorial  pen  to  traduce  the  good 
character  of  his  place  of  entertainment. 
From  this  conviction  arguments  are  as  impo- 
tent to  move  him  as  they  would  be  to  move 
the  stubborn  quadruped  which  is  produced 
by  crossing  a  donkey  and  a  horse.  In  this 
sad  condition  of  affairs  their  are  two   courses 


THE    ILLUSTRATED     WASP. 


-nr. 


left  open  to  us,  the  one  is  to  leave  this  gen- 
tleman where  he  is  (in  which  ease  the  win- 
ter's ruin  would  assuredly  melt  him)  and  the 
other  is  to  lend  a  helping  hand  to  draw  him 
out  of  the  mire  of  self-importance.  We 
choose  the  latter  alternative.  Hence  these 
tears. 

To  the  world  generally  and  to  all  men  in 
particular  we  proclaim  it  that  in  the  observa- 
tions under  the  title  "Drink  at  the  Foun- 
tain," to  be  found  at.  the  bottom  of  the  third 
column  of  page  261  in  the  Wasp  of  Nov.  23, 
1878,  we  had  no  intention,  director  indirect, 
implied  or  expressed,  of  referring  to  "The 
Fountain"  saloon  or  any  other  saloon.  That 
the  Wasp  aims  to  go  a  step  or  two  higher 
than  criticizing  beer  halls  or  beer  sellers. 
That  we  did  not  at  the  time  know  that  there 
was  a  saloon  called  "The  Fountain."  That 
we  have  bince  visited  that  establishment  and 
find  that,  so  far  is  it  from  being  "filled  with 
heresy  and  all  uncleanliness,"  half  an  hour's 
stay  failed  to  disclose  any  evidence  of  the  pres- 
ence of  either  a  heresy  or  a  heretic,  and  that 
it  is  a  marvel  of  cleanliness  and  all  its  ap- 
pointments are  recherche.  And,  finally,  that 
this  editorial  page  advertisement  costs  no- 
thing. 

There  may  be  some  observant  tinkers  or 
cobblers  who,  having  christened  their  respec- 
tive workshops  "The  Palace  of  Tintabula- 
tion"  and  "The  Emporium  of  Wax,"  may 
hereafter  notice  some  faint  allusion  to  "tinta- 
bulation"  or ' '  wax"  in  these  columns.  To  these 
people  we  would  respectfully  say  that  we 
cannot  afford  time  to  run  around  making 
notes  of  all  the  signs  in  this  city,  nor  yet 
can  we  afford  to  use  up  our  columns  in  ex- 
plaining that  we  didu't  mean  "you";  there- 
fore, if  there  is  any  pet  name  which  it  hurts 
any  person's  feelings  to  see  in  print,  or  any 
word  which  anv  person  has  patented,send  us  a 
notice  to  that  effect  and  we  will  avoid  it  as 
we  would  a  plague. 

And  now  in  conclusion  let  us  all  pray  for 
speedy  arrival  of  the  fool-killer. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration. 1 
THANKSGIVING. 

Once  in  every  year,  almost  from  time  im- 
memorial, it  has  been  customary  for  Uncle 
Sara  to  assemble  his  happy  family  for  the  pur- 
pose of  returning  thanks  to  that  unknown 
source  from  which  the  manifold  blessing  of 
the  past  year  have  been  derived.  To  the 
greater  number  of  the  members  of  that  afore- 
said "happy  family,"  this  "returning  thanks" 
business  is  a  very  unusual  exercise  and  pro- 
duces a  large  vacuum  in  the  gastric  regions 
to  fill  which  a  feast  of  roast  turkey,  with 
cranberry  sauce,  and  mince  pie,  has  been 
found  absolutely  necessary. 

We  do  not  desire  to  make  invidious  com- 
pari.pns,  but  it  does  seem  as  though,  in  the 
observance  of  this  our  national  holiday,  we 
were  a  point  or  two  behind  our  tawny  friends, 
the  South  Sea  Islanders.  And  that,  too, 
whether  we  regard  the  event  in  the  light  of 
a  religious  celebration  or  as  a  feast-day. 
The  South  Sea  Islanders  conduct  their  festi- 
vals in  a  manner  more  in  keeping  with  Re- 
publicanism.    They  meet  together  in  a  body, 


■H  brothers  should;  and  there  is  no  distinc- 
tion made  between  man  and  man  on  account 
of  race,  color,  or  previous  condition.  They 
meet,  usually,  in  the  open  air;  and  they 
squat  upon  the  seats  which  a  bountiful  crea- 
tor has  provided  them  with.  So  that  no  man 
can  reproach  his  neighbor  by  saying,  "/gave 
thanks  in  a  cushioned  pew,  in  a  flash  church 
beneath  a  high  steeple  and  was  lead  in  my 
levotions   by  the  great  preacher  Dr. 


and  my  songs  of  praise  were  accompanied  by 
a  fifty  thousand  dollar  organ,  while  you  had 
to  be  content  with  a  hard  board  seat  in  a  lit- 
tle hole-in-the-wall  conventicle  and  were 
lead  by  an  itinerant  bible-pounder  and  your 
sniffling  drawls  were  unaccompanied  by  any- 
thing more  acceptable  than  a  fifty  dollur  par- 
lor organ."  Then  again  when  it  comes  to  the 
feast  part  of  the  programme  those  Island 
Social  Democrats  are  away  ahead  of  us  To 
begin  with,  roast  missionary  is  far  superior 
to  roast  tnrkey  as  a  toothsome  dish.  Be- 
sides, it's  not  so  common;  it's  not  to  be  had 
every  day;  and,  consequently,  it  is  more  suit- 
able food  for  a  great  religious  and  national 
feast.  Another  thing,  the  Islanders  feast  in 
public;  the  viands  are  spread  out  and  all  par- 
take alike.  There  are  no  private  spreads 
furnished  by  the  "hard-earned  gains  wrung 
from  the  peasant's  brawny  hand."  There 
are  no  restaurants  with  a  two,  four,  six,  or 
twelve,  bit  tariff  raising  an  insurmount- 
able obstacle  between  the  impecunious  and 
the  delicacies  of  the  season.  That  is  true 
Republicanism.  All  men  are  born  free  and 
equal — free  to  go  barefooted  if  they  haven't 
got  shoes;  equal  to  the  emergency  of  going 
without  turkey  if  they  can't  get  it. 

The  Wasp  in  offering  these  few  critical  ob- 
servations upon  the  present  manner  of  ob- 
serving this  purely  American  holiday,  does 
not  wish  to  be  understood  as  finding  fault 
with  it.  Unfortunately  this  country  has  too 
few  holidays.  Our  whole  desire  is  to  call 
public  attention  to  a  few  apparent  incongrui- 
ties. And  in  a  country  which  is  brim-full  of 
such  giant  minds  as  Freud,  O'Donnell,  Wel- 
lock,  and  the  other  immortal  ones,  such  trif- 
ling matters  should  be  settled  easily  enough. 


f  See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
SQUEEZED  DRY. 

The  old  cow  which,  in  our  illustration,  is 
labelled  "Stocks"  (which  animal,  by  the  way, 
has  no  connection  with  legitimate  mining  in- 
dustry) is  about  milked  out.  She  has  been 
a  productive  animal  in  her  day — that  is,  to 
the  few  who  were  selected,  but  not  to  the 
many  who  were  called.  At  this  supreme  mo- 
ment, with  this  great  truth  just  beginning  to 
shed  its  lustrous  light  over  our  startled  in- 
tellect, we  hardly  know  whether  to  laugh  or 
cry  and  so  we  think  we  will  split  the  differ- 
ence and  do  neither.  Too  much  levity  does 
not  become  our  dignity  while  indulgence  in 
tears  does  not  become  our  manhood. 

Mr.  Flood  may,  perhaps,  differ  from  us  in 
regard  to  the  correctness  of  our  opinion.  It 
is  just  possible  that  Mr.  Flood  might  differ 
in  opinion  from  the  Wasp  upon  a  great  va- 
riety of  topics,  but  the  fact  of  his  so  differing 
would  not  necessarily  bring  him  any  nearer 
to  the  truth.     If  Mr.  Flood  were   to   assert 


that  excellent  lemonade  might  be  made  by 
squeezing  one  of  "Lucky"  Baldwin's  old 
hats,  the  fact  of  his  so  asserting  would  not 
produce  the  lemonade.  Iu  the  same  way,  if 
he  were  to  assert  that  the  public  can  still  be 
gulled  into  the  belief  that  the  bonanza  njines 
will  ever  produce  money  for  any  person  other 
than  the  black-legs  who  "deal"  the  stock, 
his  so  asserting  will  not,  we  think,  lead  the 
public  into  his  way  of  thought.  This  is  a 
solid  chunk  of  philosophy  which  should  be 
preserved  in  the  Smithsonian  Institute. 

It  is  no  doubt  true  that  the  rapacious  fe- 
males who  have  hitherto  gambled  on  the 
outer  edge  of  the  stock  market  will  continue 
to  do  so.  They  are,  for  the  most  part,  of  a 
hardy  class  who  don't  scare  easily;  the  greater 
number  of  them  wouldn't  be  at  all  alarmed 
if  they  were  to  find  "a  man"  under  their  re- 
spective couches,  or  a  mouse  in  their  puff 
boxes.  But  they  don't  constitute  "the  pub- 
lic"; and  Mr.  Flood  has  our  full  permission 
to  "clinch"  them  all  he  has  a  mind  to.  There 
isn't  one  in  fifty  of  them  who  subscribe  to 
that  fearless  journal  the  Wasp,  consequently, 
we  have  no  sympathy  with  them. 

And  now  having  so  predicted,  if  any  intel- 
ligent man  tries  to  belie  our  words,  by  in- 
vesting in  stocks,  may  his  head  become  bald, 
his  gums  toothless,  his  ears  blue,  and  his 
eyes  red.  It  is  unnecessary  for  us  to  add  the 
wish  that  he  may  lose  his  money  because  he 
will  do  that  anyhow. 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 
IMAGINATION  AND  REALITY.  . 

The  difference  which  exists  between  ima- 
gination and  reality  is  marked.  No  man, 
who  has  ever  dreamt  that  his  maiden  aunt 
had  died  and  left  him  a  fortune  and  woke  up 
to  find  that  a  thief  had  been  in  his  room  and 
stolen  his  only  pair  of  pantaloons,  can  doubt 
the  veracity  of  this  assertion. 

Poetical  fancy  has  embalmed  the  gentle 
shepherd 

Who  played  a  strain  so  gentle  and  sweet, 

As  he  tended  his  flock  with  his  crook, 
That  the  famish'd  sheep  neglected  to  eat 
The  grass  that  grew  by  the  babbling  brook. 

(copyright   secured)  but  hard  realistic  fact 
shows  the  anything  but  a  gentle  shepherd. 
Who  with  oaths  and  curses,  loud  and  deep, 

Kicked  and  cuffed  the  wards  of  his  care 
And  only  when  in  the  arms  of  sleep 
Was  anything  else  but  a  brutal  bear. 

(Copyright  not  secured — truth,  even  though 
it  be  told  in  badly  turned  lines,  requires  no 
protection  in  this  country). 

If  any  person  requires  further  evidence  of 
the  fact  that  imagination  and  reality  are  far 
apart,  let  him  imagine  that  he  is  a  whisky 
barrel  and  commence  filling  himself  with 
fusil  oil  (old  Marriot  must  excuse  our  bor- 
rowing from  his  thunder  magazine)  and  he 
will,  as  he  walks  home  from  the  Police  Court 
next  day,  repent  him  of  his  rashness  in 
doubting  our  words  of  wisdom.  Let  all  who 
revere  the  truth  take  off  their  hats  when  we 
pass  by. 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,  $4  a  year.     Thir- 
ty-five cents  a  month  by  carriers. 
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Rounding  an  old  Chum. 


ONE  fine  evening  at  the  end  of  June  a 
girl  and  two  young  men  were  standing  under 
the  porch  of  a  quaint  old  ivy-covered  house — 
called  Ashton  Cottage — that  stood  on  the  banks  of 
the  Thames  not  far  from  Richmond. 

The  tiio  were  laughing  and  chatting  as  gaily  as 
children  just  let  out  from  school.  Judging  by  an 
occasional  shout  for  "Pat,"  they  were  evidently 
waiting  for  some  one  else. 

The  cottage  itself  stood  alone  in  its  own  grounds — 
a  large  old  fashioned  garden.  The  country  about 
was  plentifully  wooded,  and  through  the  chestnut 
trees  glimpses  of  other  houses  might  be  seen.  Very 
modest  and  pretty  looked  the  gable-roofed  dwelling, 
embowered  in  the  roses,  honeysuckles,  and  fruit  es- 
paliers, the  clean  muslin  draped  windows  gleaming 
in  the  evening  sun. 

The  road  passing  the  house  curved  to  the  right 
and  then  formed  an  avenue,  bordered  on  either  side 
by  large  chestnut  trees,  overshadowing  the  paths 
leading  down  to  the  smooth  broad  river. 

Beyond  the  road  in  front  of  the  house,  was  undu- 
lating meadow-ground,  knee-deep  in  grass  and  flow- 
ers. Tha  road  to  the  left  led  round  to  Kilcraddock 
House,  an  uutennanted  mansion  overlooking  the 
river,  the  grounds  of  which  were  enclosed  by  walls 
extending  for  a  considerable  distance  along  the  bank. 

Tardy  Pat— a  broad-shouldered  young  fellow  of 
about  eight-and- twenty,  rather  above  the  middle 
height,  and  not  by  any  means  good-looking — soon 
made  his  appearance.  His  hair  and  beard  were  al- 
most red;  his  features  large  but  regular;  his  hands 
and  feet  well  shaped,  though  not  small;  he  had  a 
hearty  mellow  voice,  and  one  of  the  softest  and  most 
geni.il  smiles  that  could  be  seen.  He  came  along 
struggling  into  his  well-worn  coat — underneath  which 
was  a  woolen  jersey — explaining  to  his  companions 
that  he  had  just  stayed  to  give  a  helping  hand  to  Mr. 
Sinclair,  who  had  come  upon  a  tough  bit  of  ground 
in  the  kitchen-garden,  which  had  been  too  much  for 
yie  old  gentleman's  strength. 

The  four  then  took  their  way  to  the  river,  on  boat- 
ing purposes  intent,  as  evidenced  by  the  nautical 
custuines  of  the  males. 

"1  say,  Devaine,"  said  the  youngest  of  the  three 
men,  a  bright  looking  young  fellow  of  about  seven- 
teen, "what  a  swell  you  are!  I  wonder  when  I  shall 
be  able  to  sport  a  silk  jersey.  I  know,  though,  what 
I  shall  buy  out  ot  my  first  quarter's  money." 

"When  do  they  begin  givingyoua  salary,  Frank?" 
asked  Pat. 

"After  Christmas." 

"Well.  Frank,"  Baid  the  girl— a  finely  built  bru- 
nette, whose  large,  thickly-fringed,  dark-gray  eyes, 
slight  retrousse  nose,  magnificent  teeth,  and  a  deep 
diniplo  on  either  side  the  large  but  handsome  mouth 
made  up  as  fine  a  specimen  of  girlhood  as  one  would 
wish  to  see — "do  tell  us  how  you  intend  to  aston- 
ish— " 

"The  natives?  Ah,  you  needn't  pull  up  short, 
Miss  Conny!  Girls  are  such  humbugs.  You  know 
you  can  talk  slang  as  well  as  any  fellow  when  you 
like,"  was  the  saucy  and  voluble  reply  of  her  brother 
Frank. 

"Do  you  plead  guilty  to  the  soft  impeachment, 
Miss  Sinclair?"  smilingly  asked  the  handsome  De- 
vaine, with  a  certain  tendresse  in  his  voice  which 
brought  a  telltale  blush  into  Couny's  oval  cheeks. 

"¥ou  haven't  told  us  yet,  Frank,  what  you  are 
going  to  bu  ,"  said  Pat,  after  a  quick,  pained  glance 
at  the  girl's  face. 

"Why,  I  mean  to  get  a  pair  of  patent-leather  boots, 
a  blue  satin  tie,  a  pair  of  yellow  kid  gloves,  and  a 
silk  umbrella. "  . 

A  peal  of  laughter  greeted  this  confession,  and 
great  was  the  chaffing  Frank  had  to  stand,  especially 
from  the  handsome  Devaine,  who  in  his  white  flan- 
nel boating-suit,  looked  as  Fran"  truly  said,  "no  end 
of  a  swell."  His  finely-set  head,  with  its  short  dark 
curls,  was  bent  with  that  gentle  deference,  so  flatter- 
ing to  a  woman,  towards  the  girl  whom  he  contrived 
to  monopolize— by  which  arrangement  Pat  and  Frank 
were  compelled  to  follow;  and,  although  many  a  gay 
repartee  was  laughingly  exchanged  over  the  shoul- 
ders to  the  two  behind,  still  there  were  opportunities 
for  a  remark  now  and  then,  commonplace  enough  in 
itself,  but  to  which  Devaine's  tone  and  manner  gave 
a  subtle  meaning. 

Arrived  at  the  end  of  the  avenue,  they  turned  to 
the  left  along  the  bank,  until  they  came  to  where  the 
high  wall  of  Kilcraddock  House  threw  a  welcome 
shade  on  the  river  path.  A  little  way  beyond  the 
angle  of   the   wall  waB  a  seat,  and  fronting  it  were 


wooden  steps  leading  down  to  the  river.  At  the  foot 
of  these  a  boat  was  moored,  and  in  this  they  w*re 
soon  all  seated;  Frank  steering,  William  Mostyn,  or 
Pat,  as  he  was  familliarly  called,  and  Harvey  Devaine 
rowing.  As  the  boat  shot  out  into  the  stream,  upon 
the  bosom  of  which  the  sunlight  raised  a  golden 
shower,  Conny,  trailing  her  firm  white  finger 
through  the  cool  water,  felt,  although  she  seldom 
met,  the  gaze  of  the  dark  close-set  eyes  oppo- 
site. The  bright  summer  evening,  the  charm 
of  the  snrrounding  scenery,  the  beauty  of  the 
man  himself,  the  very  lull  of  the  plashing 
oars  —  all  served  to  feed  the  feeling  that  had 
stolen  into  Conny's  heart  since  her  accquaintance 
with  this  fortnight-old  friend,  whom  William  Mostyn 
had,  to  his  own  bitter  after-regret,  introduced. 

William  Mostyn  was  the  son  of  a  near  m  ighbor  of 
the  Sinclairs.  He  and  his  father  had  come  to  the 
neighborhood  only  two  years  before,  shortly,  after 
the  death  of  Mrs.  Mostyn,  which  had  such  an  effect 
upon  her  husband  as  to  compel  him  to  give 
up  the  business  to  his  and  to  leave  Loedon  for  the 
quiet  of  the  country.  The  Sinclairs  being  their 
closest  neighbors,  an  intimacy  had  Bprung  up  be- 
tween the  families. 

William  Mostyn,  or  Pat,  although  a  day  never 
passed  without  seeing  him  at  Ashton  Cottage,  had 
never  known  what  his  feelings  were  towards  the 
beautiful  girl  who  always  treated  him  with  the  same 
frank  familiarity  as  she  would  have  done  an  elder 
brother,  until,  in  an  evil  moment,  he  took  the  young 
journalist  Harry  Devaine — who  had  run  down  by 
invitation  on  Saturday  afternoon  for  a  pull  on  the 
river — with  him  to  his  friends  the  Sinclairs. 

Before  Harvey  Devaine  left  that  night  poor  Pat 
knew  that  love  had  lain  slumbering,  in  its  own  secu- 
rity, in  his  heart — goodness  know>  how  long — only 
to  be  awakened  by  the  sight  of  its  birth  in  his  friend 
and  Conny. 

When  the  boat  neared  the  landing-steps  again,  the 
summer  moon,  radiant  in  the  starry  heavens,  was 
flooding  everything  with  its  silver  light. 

Devaine  was  the  first  to  spring  on  shore  and  help 
Conny  out,  Pat  and  Frank  staying  to  secure  the  boat. 
No  word  was  spoken  by  the  two  who  went  on  be- 
fore, and  the  silence  became  embarrassing  to  Conny 
still  not  for  worlds  could  she  disturb  the  "charmed 
hush"  by  any  commonplace  observation.  As  though 
divining  her  thought,  her  companion's  voice  harmo- 
niously broke  the  stillness — 

"How  sweet  the  moonlight  falls  upon  this   bank!" 
She  smiled  dack  sultly — 

"Look  how  the  flower  of  heaven 
Is  thick  inlaid  with  patines  of  bright  gold." 
In  low  melodious  strains   he  still  continued   quot- 
ing - 

"In  such  a  night  as  this, 
When  the  sweet  wind  did  gently  kiss  the  trees, 
And  they  did  make  no  uoish — " 
"I'm  jollv  hungry,  I  can  tell   you!    "What  have  we 
for  supper,  Conny?"  shouted   unsentimental  Frank. 
"I  shall  take  the  short  cut  through  here;"  and,  suit- 
ing the  ac.ion  to  the  word,  he  plunged   into  the  long 
fragrant  grass  and  made  straight  for  the  house,  fol- 
lowed by  the  rest. 

Arrived  at  the  door,  Pat  held  out  his  hand. 
"Good  night,  Conny." 

"Won't  you  come  iu  and  have  some  supper,  Pat — 
you  and  Mr.  Devaine?" 

"No,  thank  you,  Conny,"  was  the  half-sad  reply; 
"my  father  is  all  alone,  so  I'll  not  stay.  I'll  go  iu 
and  say  good-night  to  your  father  and  mother." 
Saying  which,  he  generously  left  the  two  together, 
although  the  act  of  magnanimity  cost  him  a  hard 
struggle. 

It  was  Devaine's  turn  to  hold  the  shapely  hand 
which  thrilled  to  h»s  touch. 

"Good-night,  Conny."  How  sweet  her  name 
sounded  to  herself  pronounced,  for  he  first  time,  by 
his  lips! 

Good-night,  Mr.  Devaine." 

They  stotd  in  the  shadow  of  the  porch,  and  as 
hand  clasped  hand  Harvey's  moustached  mouth 
touched  Conny's  dimpled  cheek. 

"Good-night,  Mr.  Sinclair.  Good. night,  Mrs. 
Sinclair."  Pat's  rather  loud  leave-taking  startled 
them  apart;  then  with  a  decorous  hand. shake  they  all 
separated. 

***** 

"Mother,  I'm  going  across  to  hear  the  nightin- 
gales," said  -Conny  coaxingly  to  the  old  lady,  who, 
with  her  husband,  had  settled  dowu  after  supper  to  a 
guine  of  cribbage  which  Conny  knew  would  last  an- 
other hour  at  If  ast— it  was  then  about  nine. 

"Bless  the -girl,  can't  you  hear  them  from  vour 
own  garden?  Besides,  you'll  catch  your  death  of 
cold.     Has  Frank  gone  to  bed  already?" 

"Yes,  dear,  tired  out,"  said  wilful  Conny,  already 
on  her  way. 

By  "across,"  Conny  meant  the  grounds  of  Kilcrad- 
dock House,  to  which  she  had  at  all  times  free  access 
being  a  gr^at  pet  of  Ihe  old  housekeeper  who  hud 
charge  of  the  place,  and  who  had  given  her  a  key  to 
let  herself  in  and  out  of  the  postern  gate,  to  which  a 
narrow  path  through  the  grass  led  direct  from  Ashton 
Cottage. 


Conny  was  soon  treading  her  way  along  the  moon 
lit  walks  of  the  grand  old  garden  to  her  favorite  re- 
treat— a  high  summer  house  overlooking  the  river, 
built  almost  immediately  above  the  landing  steps 
where  Pat's  boat  was  always  kept  moored.  This  sum- 
mer house,  embowered  in  its  ivy  covering  and  the 
foliage  of  the  surrounding  trees,  was  completely  hid- 
den from  sight. 

And  now  alone  at  last  with  all  her  fluttering  new- 
born bliss,  recalling  every  word  aud  look,  remember- 
ing every  intonation  of  the  musical  voice  blushing 
again  with  the  memory  of  her  lover's  kiss,  Conny  sat 
wrapt  in  a  dream  of  love's  own  conjaring. 

By-and-by,  borne  upon  the  warm  night  air,  came 
the  harbinger  of  man's  lordly  presence — tobacco 
fumes;  and  soon  from  her  hiding  place  she  saw  the 
two  men,  Pat  and  Harvey,  coming  along  the  path. 
Her  heart  throbbing  with  the  sudden  joy  of  seeing 
him  who  had  been  uppermost  in  her  thoughts,  she 
drew  back  into  the  shadow  until  they  passed. 

As  they  approached,  Devaine  was  saying — 

"Your  ideas,  my  dear  fellow,  won't  do  for  the 
present  age.  In  fact,  I  don't  believe  they  ever  ap- 
plied to  men  and  women  living  in  the  world.  Out 
away  in  the  backwoods  of  America  I  can  understand 
a  Darby-and-Joan  existence.  In  the  world,  in  soci- 
ety, where  a  man  meets  with  so  much  temptation,  I 
affirni  it's  impossible." 

"I  don't  see  it,"  was  Pat's  curt  and  dogged  reply. 

"My  dear  Mostyn,''  said  Devaine,  seating  himself 
on  the  bench  just  underneath  Conny's  watch-tower, 
"you  never  do  see  things  in  the  same  light  as  other 
people.  Your  ideas  of  honor,  truth,  business,  mar- 
riage, are  all  very  fine,  but  simply  not  practical. 
Who  but  you  would  ever  dream  of  bullying  me  about 
little  Adav  Did  I  seek  her  out?  What  is  a  man  to  do 
if  the  women  are  such  consummate  asses?  They  are 
all  alike;  they  never  r<-st  until  they  get  a  fellow  in 
their  toiis;  and,  when  he  grows  weary  of  the  joke, 
they  kick  up  the  deuce's  own  sLiudy,  and  begin  to 
rave  about  man's  inct  nst.mcy  and  selfishnt  ss.  Con- 
stancy, by  Jove!" — h  re  he  laughed  amusedly,  "I 
don't  believe  a  man  could  be  constant  if  he  tried!" 

*'Yes,  yes,"  interrupted  Pat  gravely,  as  he  too 
seated  himself — "that  is  all  very  fine  in  the  'light-o'- 
love,  affairs  men  v  dulge  iu;  but  when  it  applies  to 
marriage,  to  that  partnership  for  life,  it  alters  the 
case." 

"Not  a  bit,"  persisted  Devaine. 

"I  tell  you,  Harvey,  that  when  a  man  mar- 
ries a  woman,  taking  her  to  be  his  i-tlpmate 
to  share  his  lot,  for  better  or  for  worse,  in  riches  and 
in  poverty,  and,  by  so  doing,  take  from  her  every 
other  chance  in  the  world—  setting  aside  all  religious 
cant  and  maudlin  sentiment— I  say  he  is  pledged  to 
her  as  sacredly  as  she  to  him;  aud,  to  my  mind,  be- 
ing unfaithful  to  a  wife  is  as  dastardly  and  dishonor- 
able as  rounding  a  chum." 

As  Pat  delivered  himself  of  this  opinion,  energeti- 
cally enforcing  each  word  with  a  vaive  of  his  meer- 
schaum, he  rose  to  his  feet  and  strode  on,  leaving 
Devaine  stretched  out  at  full  length  on  the  seat,  his 
elbow  supporting  his  handsome  head,  his  cigar  be- 
tween his  lips,  which  were  curled  with  an  amused 
and  pitying  smile.  With  one  swift  glance  at  the  man 
lying  below,  and  a  long  wistful  look  at  Pat's  reced- 
ing figure,  Conny  turned  and  swiftly  but  uoiselessly 
retraced  her  steps  homewards. 

***** 

"There — I  knew  how  it  would  be!  You're  as  white 
as  a  ghost.  A  nice  cold  you'll  have  to-morrow!  Did 
you  hear  the  nightingale  sing?" 

"No,  dear,  but  I  heard  a  raven  croak.  Is  papa  in 
ted?    Good-night." 

***** 

"Then  this  is  your  final  answer?"  The  speaker 
was  Harvey  Devaine,  wuo.  pale  even  to  his  lips,  was 
standing  in  the  parlor  of  Ashton  Cottage,  having  just 
taken  up  his  hat  as  if  to  go. 

"Yes,  Mr.  Devaine,"  was  Conny's  low  but  firm 
reply. 

"Then,  Miss  Sinclair,  I  compliment  yon  upon  be- 
ing the  most  perfect  coquette  it  has  ever  been  my 
honor  to  know." 

This  taunt  only  served  to  bow  Conny'B  head  a  lit- 
tle lower,  and  bring  the  hot  blood  rustling  over  face 
aud  neck. 

"Good-morning." 

"Good-morning,"  she  just  governed  her  trembling 
lips  to  answer;  but  the  moment  the  door  closed  she 
threw  herself  in  a  corner  of  the  sofa  and  cried  as 
though  her  heart  would  break. 

***** 

Three  weeks  had  passed  by  and  Pat  had  not  put  in 
an  appearance  at  Ashton  Cottage.  Frank  and  Mrs. 
Sinclair  brought  home  his  excuses  for  not  having 
called.     His  plea  was  unusual  pressure  of   business. 

Conny  scarcely  missed  him  at  first,  by  reason  of 
the  hard  battle  she  was  hourly  fighting  with  herself; 
but,  like  the  true,  brave,  girl  she  was,  she  never 
flinched  from  the  contest,  but,  facing  the  trouble,  did 
her  best  to  overcome  it. 

At  last  Pat — who  had  not  seen  Devaine  pince  the 
morning  following  the  boating  excursion,  when  he, 
Pat,  left  for  busiuos  with  the  knowledge  of  what  De- 
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vaine's  purpose  was  in  remaining  for  a  later  tra.n — 
lnaJe  up  bis  niiud  that,  as  the  thing  had  to  be  done, 
and  not  being  able  to  frame  any  more  excuses  for 
keeping  away,  he  would  get  the  meeting  with  Couny 
over;  so  in  a  most  cowardly  state  of  mind  he  went 
across  to  Ashton  Cottage. 

He  had  waited  till  it  was  dusk  before  be  ventured 
to  trust  his  tell-tale  face  to  the  BCrutiny  of  Conny's, 
and  most  likely  Devaine's — keen  eyes.  Passing  round 
tbe  garden  to  the  back  of  the  house,  where  the  sit- 
ting-rooiu  was,  in  which  the  old  people  almost  invar- 
riably  played  their  evening  game  of  cards,  to  his  sur- 
prise there  sat  Conny  alone,  reading  by  the  light  of 
the  lamp,  which  shed,  to  his  thinking,  a  pallor  over 
her  dear  face. 

For  one  moment  he  meditated  flight.  He  never  would 
be  able  to  go  through  the  form  of  congratulation 
which  would  be  expected  of  him.  Just  then  Conny 
raised  her  head,  and  he  was  seen.  As  he  stepped 
through  the  French  window,  8he  rose  hastily,  and 
putting  out  both  hands,  exclaimed — 

"Oh,  Pat,  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you  again!" 

The  glow  of  pleasure  which  spread  over  her  faoe — 
which  was  thinner  and  paler  than  when  he  last  saw 
it — he  mistook  for  eager  delight  to  impart  her  sweet 
secret  to  one  whom  she  regarded  as  as  a  brother. 

Holding  her  hands  very  tenderly  in  his  own,  he 
Baid,  looking  wistfully  ii^to  the  beautiful  gray  eyes — 

"Conny,  I  have  been  a  sad  coward.  Do  you  know 
I  could  not  summon  up  the  courage  to  come  and 
wish  you  joy  ?" 

"Wish — me — joy?"  she  echoed  slowly  and  wonder- 
ingly.  'Oh!'  A  sudden  light  set  m^d  to  dawn  upon 
her.  "Pat,  you  are  all  wrong,"  she  said,  with  a  faint 
approach  to  her  old  saucy  smile. 

Ttte  hands  that  Pat  held  were  grasped  so  hard  as 
to  cause  her  pain. 

"Conny,  don't  joke,  but  tell  me — tell  me — did  not 
Devaiue — "  As  he  hesitated,  she  supplied  the 
words. 

"Ask  me  to  be  hip  wife?     Yes." 

"And  you,  Conny — " 

"I  refused  him,  Pat." 

"Thank  Heaven!"  said  Pat  fervently,  pressing  the 
dear  hands  passionately  to  his  lips. 

"Amen!"  was  Conny's  low  and  solemn  answer. 
"And  now,  Pat" — and  all  her  bright  manner  returned 
"coiue  and  sit  down  and  tell  me — " 

"Wait  a  minute,  Conny,"  said  he,  without  relin- 
quishing her  hands;  "I  want  you  to  tell  me  some 
thing  else." 

"What  is  it,  Pat?" 

"If  I  were  to" — the  tender  voice  grew  husky  in  its 
intensity — "to  ask  you  the  same  question  that  De- 
vaiue did,  what  would  your  answer  be?" 

"Why,  Pat,  my  answer  would  be" — here  she  dis- 
engaged one  of  the  imprisoned  hands,  and,  laying  it 
confidingly  en  Mb  shoulder,  looked  gravely  and 
frankly  into  his  face — "  'Yes.'  " 

And  Conny  never  regretted  having  given  her  life  into 
the  keeping  of  the  man  who  scorned  the  idea  of 
Rounding  an  Old  Chum. 

[the  end.] 


A  Rough  Retort. 


In  the  city  of  Halifax  there  dwelt  a  lawyer 
crafty,  subtle,  and  cute  as  a  fox.  An  Indian 
of  the  Miami  tribe,  named  Simon,  owed  him 
him  some  money.  The  poor  red  man  brought 
the  money  to  to  his  creditor,  and  waited,  ex- 
pecting the  lawyer  to  write  him  a  receipt. 

' '  Wiiat  are  you  waiting  for?"  s«id  the  law- 
yer. 

"Keceipt,"  said  the  Indian. 

"A  receipt,"  said  the  lawyer.  "Beceipt! 
What  do  you  know  about  a  receipt?  Can  you 
understand  the  nature  of  a  receipt?  Tell  me 
the  use  of  one  and  I  will  give  it  to  you." 

The  Indian  looked  at  him  a  moment,  and 
then  said  : 

"S'pose  maybe  die.  I'me  go  to  heaben; 
me  find  gate  locked;  me  see  the  'postle  Peter; 
he  say,  'Simon,  what  do  you  want?'  'Me 
wants  to  get  in.'  He  say,  'You  pay  Mr.  W. 
dat  money?'  'What  me  do?'  I  hab  no  receipt; 
hab  to  hunt  all  over  h — to  find  you."       «■ 


A  Clear  Head. 


Some  folks  never  lose  their  presence  of 
mind.  One  of  our  reporters  chanced  this 
morning  to  come  upon  two  men  who  were 
having  a  rough-and-tumble  fight.  Just  as  he 
got  out  his  note  book  they  both  went  to  grass, 
whereupon  the  gladiator  who  had.  fallen  on 
top  of  the  other  looked  Up  and  yelled  out, 
"Mr.  Newspaper  Man,  please  refer  to  me  as 
the  topic  uppermost." 


pPNo  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Delia.. — This  country  is  large  and  we  can 
see  no  reason  why  you  should  not  succeed  in 
capturing  a  husband  with  $100,000 — to   get. 

Jason. — A  note  made  payable  thirty  days 
after  sight  will  fall  due  about  tbe  time  that 
hair  grows  on  General  Washington's  monu- 
ment. 

Staggers. — The  amount  of  interest  on  the 
public  debt  is  something  like  $92,000,000  per 
year,  but  you  can  buy  a  pair  of  socks  and  a 
plug  hat  for  a  very  small  proportion  of  that 
amount. 

Ann  Boxlen. — The  man  who  wrote  "In 
case  of  an  accident  to  a  woman  did  you  ever 
notice  that  the  papers  gave  her  given  name  1" 
is  a  fool.  "The  papers"  never  "gave"  a  wo- 
man "her  given  name."     Brace  up,  Tony  I 

Stake. — Yes,  sir.  Nature  makes  several 
different  kinds  of  music.  There  is  for  ex- 
ample, the  music  of  the  iEolian  harp,  the 
music  of  a  baby  with  a  kink  in  its  internal 
arrangements,  and — well  a  whole  lot  of 
others. 

Isaac. — If  any  person  tells  you  that  "it 
takes  five  years  to  perfect  a  title  under  the 
Homestead  act"  take  a  club  and  beat  sense 
into  him.  The  conjoint  efforts  of  fifty  years 
cOuldn't  perfect  a  title  under  the  Homestead 
act.     Zol 

McDonald  — We  were  not  on  the  "Chal- 
lenger" when  she  made  that  celebrated 
cruise;  consequently,  we  can't  inform  you 
who  "shivered  his  timbers"-  but  we  suppose 
the  captain  shivered  hip  body  every  time  he 
jumped  out  of  bed,  when  in  cold  latitudes. 

Dixon. — Before  building  a  coal  bin  you 
should  first  take  out  your  purse  and  measure 
its  contents  then  go  round  to  the  various 
dealers  in  coal  and  measure  the  proportions 
of  your  credit,  after  which  you  will  be  able 
to  calculate  the  size  of  a  bin  which  you  re- 
quire. 

Undaunted. — We  would  not  advise  you  to 
invest  in  Sierra  Nevada;  you  might  make  a 
fortune  by  so  doing,  and  there  are,  unfortu- 
nately, too  many  instances  to  illustrate  the 
great  danger  of  becoming  suddenly  rich. 
Don't'buy  Sierra  Nevada  so  long  as  peanuts 
can  be  had  for  five  cents  a  bag. 

Doors.—  It  was  General  Duorot,  of  the 
French  army,  who  said,  that  "nomanis^t  to 


be  a  soldier  until  he  realises  that  he  knows  no 
more  than  a  horse."  In  our  opinion  the  Gen- 
eral may  be  a  very  gallant  warrior,  and  a  first 
class  hund  at  a  pumpkin  pie  seance,  but  as  a 
philosopher  he  is  a  failure.  The  average  run 
of  men  don't  know  half  so  much  as  a  well 
brought  up  horse  and  until  they  realise  that 
fact  they  are  fit  for  nothing. 

Scotch  Jim. — Has  suffered  a  relapse   and 
sends  us  the  following: 

The  covering  of  my  pedal  extremities  are  much 
broken, 

And,  by  the  sacred  nasal  brobosis  of  that  holy  to- 
ken 

Which  is  called,  in  Saxon  vernacular,  St.  An- 
drew's bear, 

I  wiBh  some  charitable  person  would  buy  for  me 
a  new  pair. 


A  Letter  Carrier's  Lament. 

Through  the  great  city,  night  and  day, 
In  weather  frigid,  damp,  or  warm, 

I  roam  in  one  unvaried  way, 
A  Wandering  Jew  in  uniform. 

No  passers  by  e'er  pity  find 
For  me,  aristocratof  tramps; 

And  no  one  dreams  that  my  poor  mind 
Can  think  of  aught  but  postage  stamps. 

And  yet  that  mind  is  wise  and  strong, 

Containing  information  rare, 
To  speak  of  which  would  take  too  long, 

And  if  I  did,  no  one  would  care. 

Now  I  most  every  day  give  forth 
Two  thousand  letters,  let  me  say, 

From  East  to  West,  from  South  to  North, 
At  various  houses  on  my  way. 

But  I  am  really  forced  to  grieve; 

I  know  not  why  such  thingB  should  be, 
For  no  fond  note  do  I  receive, 

Nobody  ever  writes  to  me. 

And  oh,  the  sarcasm  of  my  fate! 

I,  who  a  beauteous  maiden  love, 
A  girl  whose  eyes  are  dark  and  great, 

A  creature  purer  than  a  dove. 

Receive  no  letter  by  her  signed; 

And  yet  from  6  A.  M.  till  late, 
I  with  vain  yearnings  undefined 

Distribute  mails  and  meekly  wait. 

And  she  has  said  she  loved  me  well, 
That  I  was  her  whole  soul's  delight, 

Perhaps  she  don't  know  how  to  spell, 
Or,  much  more  likely,  cannot  write. 

Alas!  alas!  could  I  obtain 

One  blotless  line,  there  wonld  be  hope. 
She  writeth  not — I  wait  in  vain. 

Perhaps  she  has  no  envelope. 

So  I,  who  think  such  fortune  strange, 
Will  put  Fate  calmly  on  the  shelf, 

And  for  a  most  desirous  change, 
Will  post  a  letter  to  myself. 


■What  the  Captain  Told  His  Wife. 

Milliner  (to  Captain  who  has  been  buying 
a  hat  for  his  wife) :  "Tell  your  wife,  if  she 
wants  it  dressy,  to  put  a  panache  of  six 
feathers  poised  high  on  one  side,  with  the 
feathers  curling  forward;  place  a  lizard  or 
beetle  to  hold  it,  and  put  another  lizard  on 
the  band  that  covers  the  curtain.  That's 
easy  to  remember."  The  Captain  (to  his 
wife):  "She  said,  'if  you  wanted  it  dressed 
up,  to  put  a  pancake  and  sixteen  poisoned 
feathers  curled  up  forrid,  clap  on  some  liz- 
ards and  beetles  to  belay  them  with,  and 
cover  the  lizard  on  the  band  with  your  cur- 
tains'." ■  i 
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Tlie  Very  Freshest  American  Humor. 

On  the  rail — a  scolding  woman. — N.  Y. 

Mail. 

Positive,  wait;  comparative,  waiter;  super- 
lative, get  it  yourself. — Boston  Iranscript. 

The  favorite  game,  of  cards  with  dogs  is 
you-cur.  They  always  play  bow-wow-ers. — 
Whitehall  Times. 

In  a  Danbury  clothing  store  is  a  card  an- 
nouncing: "Perfectly-fitting  garments.  Every 
article  sets  as  good  as  a  hen."I)anbury  News. 

"We  go  East  for  the  precious  metals  and  to 
the  West  for  solid  meat — for  the  gold  to  the 
Ore-ient  and  for  beef  to  the  Ox-ident.  — N. 
Y.  Graphic. 

What  galls  a  man  who  has  neither  employ- 
ment nor  fine  clothes  is  to  have  some  one 
present  him  a  smoking  gown  worth  eight 
dollars. — Ex. 

Dean  Stauley  says  American  newspapers 
are  not  given  to  veracity.  No;  nor  to  any- 
body else.  Pay  in  advance  is  what  is  de- 
manded.— Ex. 

Michigan  turns  out  9,000  washboards  per 
day.  Now  ean  Mrs.  Livermore  longer  ask, 
"what  shall  we  do  with  our  daughters  ?" — 
Chicago  Journal. 

"Do  you  see  what  a  fine  country  residence 
I  have  here,  Pat  ?"  "Ah,  yis  sir;  I  do  that. 
Here  could  I  live  forever,  and  die  in  peace." 

Rochester  Express. 

The  interior  department  of  a  man  whose 
ideas  are  clothed  with  beautiful  language, 
must  look  like  an  animated  spelling  book. — 
Hackensack  Republican. 

We  don't  know  whether  you  wish  you 
could  open  your  door  without  a  key  or  not. 
But  you  can't  without  hurting  your  head. — 
Fond  du  Lac  Reporter. 

The  fishing  furore  is   a-bait-ed. Rolling 

stock — operations  in  a  cigar  factory Vel- 
vet— was  a  Frenchman's  description  of  his 
condition  last  evening. — N.  Y.  Mail. 

Mr.  Edison  will  devote  his  thoughts  for 
the  nest  few  months  to  inventing  something 
which  will  induce  his  baby  to  believe  that 
squalling  is  unhealthy. — N.  Y.  Com.  Adv. 

We  are  fickle  as  a  people  in  our  love  of  po- 
pular songs.  We  first  admire,  then  run  the 
thing  into  the  ground.  Finally  we  wind  up 
by  abusing  the  author. — N.  Y.  Com.  Adv. 

Herman  Reeser,  aged  fifteen,  hanged  him- 
self near  Blairston,  la.,  because  his  father 
made  him  saw  wood.  He  dropped  his  saw 
aside  and  took  to  suicide. — Plula.  Bulletin. 

Hathaway,  the  Fall  River  defaulter,  is  gil- 
ding picture  frames  in  prison,  and  thus  has 
the  opportunity  of  seeing  the  evidence  of  his 
guilt  all  around  him. — New  Haven  Register. 

It  has  become  very  fashionable  to  have  the 


wall  decorated  with  worked  mottoes,  but  no 
one  ever  sees  that  motto,  "Base  is  the  slave 
who  pays"  adorning  the  interior  of  a  beer 
saloon. — Phila.  Chronicle. 

"There's  not  much  meat  about  you,"  said 
the  gopher  to  the  beetle  with  the  long, 
crooked  mandibles,  like  ice  tongs,  "but  you'll 
do  on  a  pinch."  And  so  saying  he  exhaled 
the  gasping  bug. — Bawkeye. 

When  a  defaulting  trustee  straightway 
builds  himself  a  new  three-story  house,  with 
all  the  modern  improvements,  we  cannot  but 
realize  that  the  way  of  the  transgressor  is 
hard;  mansard,  that  is. — Hawkeye. 

A  writer  in  Scribner's  argues  the  question, 
"Does  Machinery  Rob  the  Laborer?"  It 
does,  occasionally.  We  read  of  a  buzz  saw 
robbing  a  laboi'er  of  a  finger  or  two,  every 
once  in  a  while. — Cin.  Sat.  Night. 

It  makes  a  young  man  feel  very  much  as  if 
some  things  in  the  worJd  were  all  vain  to  sing 
"Come  to  my  bosom,  come  love,"  under  a 
window,  and  then  happen  to  see  a  sign,  "To 
let"  on  the  door. — Cin.  Breakfast  lable. 

A  German  Socialist  has  just  illustrated  the 
height  of  impudence.  He  wrote  Emperor 
William,  mentioning  that  he  intended  to  kill 
him,  neglected  to  enclose  stamp  for  reply, 
and  now  complains  of  discourtesy  because  he 
hasn't  received  any  answer.— Boston  Iravel- 
ler. 

"Eh,  what  kind  of  game  have  you  ?"  asked 
a  customer  in  a  Stumptown  restaurant  the 
other  day  as  he  glanced  over  a  dirty-looking 
bill  of  fare.  "We  haf  got  no  game  but  bin- 
ocle,"  replied  the  proprietor,  "but  you  will 
find  a  keno  place  on  der  next  block!" — New- 
ark Call. 

"Good  night,"  sang  a  level-headed  youth 
as  he  slammed  the  front  gate  and  paced  off 
down  the  street.  Then  he  took  out  his 
handkerchief  to  rub  the  rouge  of  the  tip  end 
of  his  nose,  and  wondered  how  much  pearl 
powder  cost  a  pound  when  purchased  in  large 
quantities. — Ex. 

Lives  of  Yankee  girls  remind  us  we  can 
make  our  lives  sublime,  and  departing  leave 
behind  us  footprints  over  in  East  Lime. 
Footprints  that  perchance  another,  should 
they  them  e'er  hup  to  meet,  will  exclaim,  why 
who  in  thunder  could  have  had  such  mons- 
trous feet  ? — Bridgeport  Standard. 

No,  indeed,  Ethel.  Oh,  no.  We  wouldn't 
trust  a  young  woman  who  spells  it  "feemail 
kollige,"  to  sweep  down  our  back  stairs,  let 
alone  editing  our  poetical  department.  Be- 
sides we  have  no  such  department.  It  staid 
out  late  one  night  and  hasen't  been  able  to 
pay  its  fine  yet. — Keokuk  Constitution. 

Just  because  a  clergyman  in  a  town  west 
of  here  said  at  a  funeral,  in  his  words  of  con- 
solation to  the  mourners,  that  "in  that  better 
land  there  are  no  tears,  no  deaths,  no  coffins, 
no  undertakers" — just  lor  his  saying  this, 
the  undertaker  refused  to  pay  his  pew-rent, 
took  his  children  out  of  Sunday  school,  and 
has  stopped  going  to  church  altogether. — 
Ex. 

A  country  editor  says  after  discussing  the 
question  all  winter,  he  comes  to  the  conclu- 
sion every  spring  that  the  circus  is  immoral; 
but  when  the  bill  poster  comes  along  with 
the  big  pictures,  his  mind  changes.  He  adds 
"As  we  gaze  at  the  lions,  tigers  and  mon- 
keys, and  think  that  nature  made  all  of  them, 
we  are  not  so  sure.  And  when  we  look  at 
the  beautiful  young  lady,  with  nothing  on 
but  a  blue  ribbon  round  her  waist,  with  one 
leg  pointing  to  six  o'clock  and  the  other  to 
high  noon,  and  think  that  nature  made   her, 


too,  just  as  she  was,  except  the  ribbon,  we 
begin  to  lean  up  to  the  circns.  But  when 
the  brass  band  begins  to  play  and  the  ele- 
phants go  round,  we  rush  for  a  front  seat  to 
get  in  ahead  of  the  deacons,  who  always  wear 
stove-pipe  hats,  and  won't  sit  down  in  front." 


To  be  Continued. 

There  were  four  of  us  in  one  of  the  cars 
on  the  Lyons  Railroad.  Four  smokers-— a 
fact  which  had  naturally  a  tendency  to  bring 
us  into  sympathetic  relations.  I  forget  ex- 
actly how  we  fell  into  conversation,  but,  at 
any  rate,  by  the  time  we  had  got  to  Ville- 
nueve  the  conversation  was  general  on  the 
subject  of  railroad  accidents.  We  had  all 
told  stories  of  more  or  less  interest,  garn- 
ished with  the  greatest  amount  of  danger 
possible,  when  the  only  one  among  us  who 
had  not  yet  furnished  a  budget  of  adventure 
said : 

"All  that,  gentlemen,  is  undoubtedly  ex- 
tremely interesting,  but  will  you  not  allow 
me  to  say  that  the  whole  of  the  singular 
accidents  of  which  you  have  spoken  are  as 
nothing  compared  to  a  railway  catastrophe 
which  happened  some  years  ago  in  England, 
at  which  I  was  unwillingly  present." 

Very  naturally  this  beginning  awakened 
our  interest,  and  we  entreated  him  to  go  on. 
"Willingly,  gentlemen,"  said  our  traveling 
companion.  "As  I  said  before,  it  was  in 
England,  about  five  years  ago.  I  had  taken 
the  Bristol  train  at  6  o'clock  in  the  morning, 
a  morning  that  I  shall  never  forget,  for  a  lit- 
tle village  some  twenty  miles  off.  We  had 
been  going  along  very  smoothly,  when,  from 
the  railroad  carriage  in  which  I  was  placed, 
the  first  on  the  train,  the  noise  of  a  violent 
quarrel  reached  me.  I  looked  out  of  the 
window.  The  noise  came  from  the  locomo- 
tive, where  a  fight  had  begun  between  the 
engineer  and  the  fireman.  I  learned  later  the 
cause  of  the  dispute,  which,  I  might  as  well 
say  now,  arose  from  jealousy  of  some  woman. 
It  had  burned  in  their  hearts,  and  now  that 
the  explosion  had  come  it  was  violent. 

"I  was,  I  said,  gentlemen,  at  the  window 
looking  out,  when  the  noise  redoubled.  Tne 
struggle  was  becoming  furious.  The  two 
men  were  fighting  like  wild  beasts.  Tou 
shudder,  gentlemen.  Ah!  I  shudder  still 
when  I  saw — -what  I  shall  never  cease  to  see. 
The  two  men  writhed  out  of  the  engine  in 
their  agony  and  rolled  off.  The  train  was 
going  at  the  rate  of  twenty  miles  an  hour. 
Left  to  itself  the  engine  went  faster  and 
faster.  The  fields,  the  trees,  the  houses  dis- 
appeared in  a  way  that  made  my  head  swim. 
We  passed  a  station.  We  scarce  had  time  to 
see  it.  Another  one  was  passed,  a  third,  a 
fourth.  Cries  of  horror  were  heard  from  the 
different  coaches.  We  felt  that  we  were  lost 
Already  I  could  see  the  little  depot  at  the 
end  of  the  route;  nothing  could  save  us  from 
being  dashed  to  pieces.  I  resigned  myself  to 
fate  and  shut  my  eyes. 

***** 

"Fontainbleau !  Fontainbleau !"  broke  in 
the  conductor,  interrupting  the  story  of  our 
companion. 

"Sorry,  gentlemen,  but  I  get  out  here" 
and  bowing  politely,  he  disappeared. 

None  of  us  have  ever  heard  the  end  of  that 
story. 
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— A  Georgia  negro  ate,  at  one  sitting,  fif- 
teen pounds  of  oysters  and  crackers  and 
wanted  more. 

— Miss  Kate  Field  is  furnishing  "An  Ame- 
rican's Diary."— £.r.  Diary!  Diary!  What 
kind  of  a .     What  is  a  Diary  anyhow  ? 

— "The  laborer  is  worthy  of  his  hire,"  ob- 
served one  of  the  processionists  on  Tuesday 
evening  last,  and  then  he  stole  a  torch  and 
ran  home  with  it. 

— A.  O.  Bacon  has  been  elected  Speaker 
of  the  Georgia  Legislature.  If  he  doesn't 
save  his  bacon  it  won't  be  for  the  -want  of  in- 
terjections. 

— A  California  farmer  has  just  dug  up  a 
twenty-five  pound  potato.  California  must 
be  kept  ahead  somehow,  if  it  busts  every 
pen  in  this  office. 

— The  Brazilian  minister  invites  proposals 
for  illuminating  the  city  of  Bio  de  Janiero 
with  gas.  Denis  there  is  a  chance  for  you  to 
turn,  that  which  nature  has  bountifully  sup- 
plied you  with,  to  profitable  account. 

— Wm.  Andrews,  who  crossed  the  Atlan- 
tic in  a  small  dory,  has  netted  $20,000  by 
the  exhibition  of  himself  and  his  boat  at 
Paris.  Which  goes  to  show  that  there  are 
more  fools  than  himself  in  the  world. 

— Mary  Maples  Dodge,  conductor  (sic J  of 
St.  Nicholas,  will  give  two  poems  from  her 
own  pen. — Ex.  Will  she  ?  Not  if  the  court 
knows  itself.  Mary  ain't  in  the  giving  busi- 
ness.   She  knows  a  dodge  worth  two  of  that. 

— Miss  Mathilda  Cottrelly  will  take  a  be- 
nefit at  the  German  Theatre  on  Sunday  eve- 
ning next.  "Das  Blitzmaedel  (the  Light- 
ning-girl) will  be  produced  for  the  occasion. 
Miss  Cottrelly's  talent  has  won  for  her  many 
friends  and  she  will  no  doubt  have  a  sub- 
stantial house. 

— The  new  city  hall  in  Providence,  B.  I., 
erected  at  a  cost  of  about  $1,000,000,  was  de- 
dicated on  the  14th.  And  no  mau  can  now 
dispute  the  fact  that  Providence  has  been 
good  to  itself  without  raising,  in  the  minds 
of  his  fellowmen,  a  suspicion  that  his  per- 
ceptive faculties  are  not  keen. 

— It  has  got  to  be  fashionable  in  England 
to  marry  American  girls.  Shouldn't  wonder 
if  this  isn't  part  of  a  deep  laid  plot,  on  the 
part  of  Beaconsfield,  to  annex  the  United 
States.  Consult  with  your  young  men  on 
this  important  matter,  Mr.  De  Young,  and  let 
an  anxious  people  know  its  true  inwardness. 


— The  ex-Empress  Eugenie  has  $12,000  a 
year.  Why  don't  some  American  fortune- 
liunter  go  to  see  that  widow? — Detroit-  Free 
Press.  We  would  have  been  there  before 
now,  if  that  inferual  haberdasher  hadn't  shut 
down  on  our  credit  just  as  our  last  box  of 
paper  collars  was  exhausted.  Are  you  in  the 
same  fix  ? 

— Mrs.  Mackay,  of  California,  is   reported 
to  have  expended  something  like  $70,000    at 
the  Paris  exhibition,    buying   many    articles 
declined  by  royalty  as  too  dear. — Ex. 
Och!     Mistreat  Mackay,  I  bid  ye  "Good  Day." 
Shure  there  wance  waa  a  toime,  an'  it's  thrue, 
Whin  yer  mother  dhrank  aomething  called    "tay'j 
Out  av  a  cup 

There  is  a  pound  of  fresh  butter,  lying  at 
this  office,  for  the  man  who  can  complete  the 
last  line  with  a  euphoneous  curve. 


His  Continuous  Journey. 

Last  evening  a  man  with  red  mud  on  his 
boots  and  weariness  all  over  him  entered  a 
car  of  an  incoming  train  at  a  station  a  dozen 
miles  or  so  from  New  York.  When  the  con- 
ductor came  along  the  weary  man  drew  from 
his  vest  pocket  the  last  half  of  an  excursion 
tickst  between  New  York  and  a  station  some 
half  dozen  miles  beyond  where  he  entered  the 
train,  and  on  another  branch  of  the  road,  over 
which  the  train  had  not  passed.  The  conduc- 
tor quietly  returned  the  ticket  and  remarked 
"not  good,"  at  the  same  time  pointing  to  a 
stipulation  on  the  ticket,  which  said  that  in 
consideration  of  the  reduced  rate  the  company 
would  only  accept  the  ticket  for  "one  contin- 
uous journey." 

The  weary  man  looked  inquiringly  into  the 
glare  of  the  conductor's  lantern  and  said : 

"Waal  ?" 

"You  stopped  over  at  the  last  station,"  ex 
plained  the  conductor,  "and  so  you  are  not 
making  'one  continuous  journey.'  " 

"How  do  you  know  I  ain't?"  wearily  asked 
the  passenger. 

"Because  this  train  hasn't  been  on  the  other 
branch  at  all,"  said,  the  conductor,  showing 
signs  of  impatience. 

"What  has  this  train  got  to  do  with  my 
continuous  journey?"  questioned  the  man, 
also  getting  impatient. 

As  though  propounding  a  question  that 
would  put  a  stop  to  further  talk,  the  conduc- 
tor asked : 

"Well,  how  could  you  make  a  continuous 
journey  on  this  train  from  a  place  this  train 
doesn't  go  to  at  all?  '  adding  that  the  rules  of 
the  company  were  peremptory  and  must  be 
enforced. 

"I  ain't  said  nothing  about  this  train,"  re- 
plied the  weary  man  evidently  much  disgiisted. 
"I  footed  it  all  the  way  to  the  junction  after  I 
found  the  last  train  had  gone,  and  got  here 
just  in  time  to  hang  on  this  train  as  it  was 
starting;  and  if  that  ain't  a  continuous  jour- 
ney I'd  like  to  know  what  in?" 

The  hilarity  of  the  other  persons  in  the  car 
seemed  to  aunoy  their  weary  fellow  passen- 
ger, and  he  explained  as  the  conductor  passed 
on,  that  he  would  like  to  know  "if  the  rules 
of  the  comyauy  prevented  a  man  from  walk- 
ing over  their  old  road  on  an  excursion 
ticket." 


Chew  Jackson's  best  Sweet  Navy  Tobacco. 


Before  and  behind  the  footlights  things 
have  been,  during  the  past  week,  as  quiet  as 
the  summer  zephyrs  when  rustling  through 
a  patch  of  thistles.     At  the 

California  Theatre 

Miss  Ada  Cavandish  has  given  an  excellent 
representation  of  the  erring  "Jane  Shore"  in 
the  historical  piece  of  that  name.  As  was 
the  case,  last  week,  with  "The  New  Magda- 
len," the  fine  effects  of  Miss  Cavandish's  ef- 
forts have  been  sadly  marred  by  the  inferior 
support  which  was  accorded  her. 


At  Baldwin's 

The  management  acting  upon  the  principle 
that  "variety  is  the  spice  of  life"  and  moved 
thereunto,  presumably,  by  the  fact  that  they 
could  do  nothing  else,  have  warmed  over  a 
re-hash  of  "A  Woman  of  the  People"  and 
"A  Celebrated  Case."  Those  two  pieces,  to- 
gether with  two  appearances  by  Clara  Morris 
have  sufficed  to  tide  the  house  over  the  week. 


At  the  Bush  Street  Theatre 
Alice  Oates'  troupe  have  continued  to   pre- 
sent '  La  Marjolaine."    The  performance  has 
not  improved  in  any  respect  and  the  only 
wonder  is  that  any  person  goes  to  see  it. 


At  the  Standard 

Bef  ulgent  as  it  is^n  the  glory  of  new  uphols- 
tery and  fresh  paint,  the  "Babes  in  the 
Wood"  have  retained  the  possession  of  the 
boards.  Mr.  Kennedy,  by  giving  one  good 
piece  ("Bobinson  Crusoe,  Esq.")  to  two  bad 
ones,  has  made  an  excellent  beginning.  He 
opened  his  house  with  "A  Surprise"  per- 
haps he  will  close  it  with  one,  too. 


Woodward's  Gardens. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Planl.es  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 
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Ques. 
Mrs.  Bowers  is  away  out  in  Colorado,   and 
taking  in  the  gold. 

Eubenstein  has  written  a  new  piano  con- 
cert piece  for  Mme.  Essipoff. 

Miss  James,  the  soprano  of  the  Wilhelm 
troupe,  is  a  native  of  Council  Bluffs,  la. 

Signor  Salvini,  it  is  reported,  is  engaged 
for  a  professional  tour  in  Bussia. 

John  McCullough's  St.  Louis  engagement 
was  the  most  successful  he  ever  played. 

At  the  London  Princess',  a  new  play  by 
Messrs.  Albery  and  Hatton,  has  been  accep- 
ted. 

Laura  S.  "Webb-Richards,  a  Southern  poet, 
gave  dramatic  readings  in  New  York  last 
week. 

Theodore  Thomas  has  been  heard  to  say 
that  he  will  stay  in  Cincinnali  if  it  breaks  his 
art. 

Effie  Ellsler  is  enjoying  a  hit  in  Toronto. 
The  Canadians  are  charmed  with  her,  and 
she  is  ditto. 

High  prices  resulted  in  comparatively  poor 
houses  at  Adelina  Patti's  recent  concerts  in 
Dublin. 

The  New  Orleans  Picayune  calls  Von  Stam- 
witz,  Modjeska  and  Jauauscheck  "dialect 
tragediennes." 

Ullman,  the  impresario,  is  in  treaty  with 
Adelina  Patti  to  sing  in  Germany  in  January 
and  February. 

Use  SLAVEN'S 

Tosemite  Cologne! 

nov9-3m 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


A  Beautiful  picture  is  what  we  all  admire.  The 
photogrhphs  taken  at  the  Imperial  Gallery,  724% 
Market  Stroet,  are  unsurpassed  in  finish  and  artistic 
merit.  *nov2-lm 


A  limited  number  of  complete  second  vol- 
umes of  the  Wasp  may  be  purchased  at  the 
business  office,  602  California  Street. 


Stock  Indicator  Oyster  and  Lunch  House, 
Leidesdorff  street,  bet.  Pine  and  California, 
below  the  Pacific  Stock  Board.  Oysters  in  all 
styles,  served  from  6  A.  M.  to  6  P.  M.  New 
York  Butter  Cakes  will  be  sold  only  at  the 
old  stand,  519  California  street,  under  Cali- 
fornia Market.         J.  H.  Burns,  Jr.,  Prop. 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  "will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


Moiis.  Alexander  S.  De  Wwlowski, 

The  well-known  pianist  and  vocalist,  honor- 
ary member  of  the  principal  Philharmonic 
Societies,  reopens  courses  and  classes  for 
piano  and  singing,  for  opera,  parlor  and  con- 
certs, by  his  new  simplified  method,  the 
shortest  and  best  in  existence,  saving  years  of 
practice  to  beginners,  reading  music  at  sight 
and  training  the  voice  to  its  highest  culture. 
Musical  time  by  his  new  invention.  At  Al- 
bemarle House,  No.  8  Mason  St. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,518  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


DO^^STOLLY'S 

YEAST  POWDER 

FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 
Ask    Your     Grocer    For    It. 


RO 


MILLINERY  EMPORIUM, 

TTNDEE  THE  BALDWIN. 
nov9-lm  ■ 


HOLIDAY  CABINET. 
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New  and  Useful   articles  for  25  cts. 
An  untaeard  of  oiler,   Emminoitha Urt. 
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f  «gM  clean  for  noT7  entries.    Comp'oto  Colendi 

tsouk     Uselnl  cl  ';o  ts  echGoI-bo?,  girl,  or  business  man. 

■worth  ihe  prlco  cf  wbolo  Cablnot. 

No.  «.- 
Youth's 
Box  of 
Paints, 

tt  I  t  h  assorted 
paint j  and  brush- 
es. A  pleasant 
and  Instructive 
pastime  ennbllag 
■boss  iv bo  huvo  a 
taste  for  It  to 
les.ni  tho  beauti- 
ful art  of  water  color  painting. 

No.  3.— Mystic  Oruclc,  or  Combination  Cards.— 

A    p.-rt  mystery,       Wl!l   enable 

yon  t  j  bam  (without  thelrcnspect- 

!  ueJC)&9  rTaofany ''oldbnch.,"j 

I  "  oldrar.ld,"  crothe'r  parsons  also 

!  tod'.Bcovcr anvnurnberor numbers 
mpl-t  cl*.  rlovcr  males  a  mis-  < 
:o.     J;;.t  tbo    tiling   for   eoclal 

No.  4.— E  nrekn, 

Pocitet  Bonk.— Suit- 
able lor  yoivsg  f  )11:3  cf  c'ibcr 

Boijbat  aay  D3U3cdt7nny 

one.     Hal  compartments  far 

Li  We.    poataca    s'nmps,    end 

currency.  Iloat,  bandy,  and 

useful. 
No.  5.— Jet  Sleeve 

Buttons.— Now  and 

-  ol^fpintly  coWrd  doninn  They 
eo=iain  no  dmuiI,  cannrt  tarnlsb, 
endarorkr.-yo  br'jjht  end  ornamen- 
tal. A'.-[-u-l  alIJa  to  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  young  or  old. 

No.  C— French  Merle* 
ton.-r A  rouslnrj.  rattling 
rasslcol  inc'.ru^cnt,  euro  to  plonao. 
C7erv  T7lJ>awaLo  lad.  Wilfecaro 
c.ts,  £-\va  r.Tv-.r  rats,  and  a . I  i bo  1 1J  fjlta  frantic.  An  entire 
brass  bnndin  a  nut-  ,- 
obeli.  Jolliectt'iing  ft 
ever  made  for  Christ-  \] 

We  send  all  C  _ 
bt'IcIoe,  pocked  ip  nnest  box,  for  only  PS  ct3'i  ^7  raoll  postpaid. 
This  extraordinary  offer  Is  ci-do  to  proccro  Domes  for  oar  Holidny 
Catsloirue,  cs  wahopo  tD  rn^ho  pemnnent  customers  cf  all  who 

f'urchaVe  tbo  Cabinet,  rorsc^a  ret  declrinz  ah.  tbo  articles  can  sell  . 
hoso  not  wanted  for  mors  tliza  tbo  co:  t  c  I  tbo  wholo.  Clean,  unused 
PosUgo  Stamps  taken  samoca  cash.    Address, 

Euret*  Trick  and  Novelty  Co., 
P.  o.  Box  4C,u.  39  Ann  St.,  New  York. 

Thia  advttCinmcni  mil  net  apptar  spot*. 


IER  BROTHERS 

7-iii  to  734  MARKET  STltEET, 

Have  a  full  Assortment;  of 

Ladies4  and  Gents9  Furnishing  Goods* 

Toilet  Articles,  Corsets,  Emlirelderics,  French  any  Valenciennes 
Laces,  a  ffne  Assortment  of  Veiling* and  Bushings,  and  the  larges 
stock  of 

MILLINERY  GOODS, 

And  the  best  stock  of 

BOYS'  CLOTHING  and  HAT3  &  CAPS 

IN  THE  CITY.  ■ 
nov2-lm 


BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between   8th   and    9th   Streets, 

M.  NUN  AN,  Proprietor. 


0.  D.  O.    8ULLIVAN.  JAS.  K.    KEIXT 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 

REMOVAL. 


& 


W»  TA 


The  leading  Photographer  of  this  city,  has  just  occu- 
pied his  new  and  handsome  parlors  over  the  HIBER- 
NIA  BANK,  corner  Market  and  Montgomery  Sis. 
Entrance  on  Montgomery  Street.  Elevator  connec- 
ted with  building.  Easy  of  access.  The  handsomest 
Photograph  Booms  in  the  city. 

Give  Him  a  Call ! 

nov9-£mos 

KWWKEfc'S 

AMERICAN    LYRE! 

I'hc  most  simply  constructed  String  Instrument  before  the  Public. 

Its  Tone  is  Full,   Sonorus  and  Rich,  ann  superior  to  the 

German  Zither  and  Guitar, 

BANCROFT,  KNIGHT  &  CO., 

General  Agents, 

733  MARKET  STREET,  San  Francisco. 

nov9-lm 


Mrs:  F.  De  Courcy, 

m  ILLINER 

And  Importer  of 

FINE    MILLINERY    GOODS, 

H0&  142  Sixth  St., tiet..HowaraandNatoma,  S.  F. 
nov9-2mos 


WAJSTTED. 


"  In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,  CANVAS- 
SERS fo-r  the 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find   this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
"Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 
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Grand  Headquarters. 

MUSIC  BOXES 

— FOR— 

HOLIDAY,  BIRTHDAY,  AND  WEDDING  PRESENTS. 

M.  J.  PAILLARD  &  CO. 

Manufacturers  and  Importers 
120  SUTTER  STREET,  San  Francisco, 

680  Broadway,  New  York,         St.  Croix,  Switzerland. 


Music  Boxes  and  Orchestrions 

REPAIRED. 
nov23-2mos 


CO   XERMAR'-vET  AXD  DUPOXT  STREETS, 

Just  received  the  Latest  PARIS  Fall  and  Winter 
styles  of 

Ladies  and  Gent's  Boots. 

nov9-3mos 


MERCER'S 
Marsh  Mallow  Candy 

FACTORY, 

WHOLESALE   AND    RETAIL, 

No.  17  POWELL  ST.,  opp.  Baldwin's  Hotel,  San 
Francisco. 

Branch  of  518  KEARNY    STREET. 

EjjpSpecial  Attention  paid   to  Country  Orders. ^^3 


A.  MacBeth.  J.  Gollan. 

MacBETH  &  GOLLAN, 

Merchant  T 


nan 


g>! 


633  Washington  St., 


Between  Montgomery  and  Jiearny  Sts. 
nov9-2mos. 


BALDWIN'S 

Pickled     Sutter, 

30  CENTS  per  POUND. 

Eastern  Butter,  in  10-pound  Packoges, 
£0  Cents. 

TERWILLIGER  &  FINK, 

50  and  51  Washington  Market. 

nov9-lin 


KOHLER  &  CHASE, 

Agents  for  the  well  known 

DECKER  PIANOS, 

REMOVED  TO 
137  and  139  Post  St. 


GOLOMA  VINEYARD. 


Constantly  on 
hand 

WINES  &  BRANDIES, 

Burgundy, 

Muscat,     Catawba, 

RED,   WHITE, 
and     other     WINES. 

Robert  Chalmers,  Coloma. 

FOE  SALE  BY 

ROBERT    23EJUE-., 

General  Agent  for  San  Francisco,  also 
Dealer  in 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors, 


412  Sansduie  Street, 


San  Francisco. 


Candies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!     Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

D.  OikMTTir  <3fe  CO., 

"Wholesale     and    Retail    Confectioners, 

107  MONTGOMERY  STREE1. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  our  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates.  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal,  Orders  from  the  interior  promptly  and  care- 
fully attended  to.  Broken  Candy,  15  cents  a  pound. 
Mixed  Candy,  '20  cents  a  pound. 


Henry  Ahrens.         Henry  Tietjen.         Th.  v..  Borstel. 

CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .Alliens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  BEST  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


(**  f\T  T\  Any  worker  can  make  $12  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
%*  vJJ.IV  OuJtt  ire«.    Address  Trub  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 


Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  THIRD  YEAR  ! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
.be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -         -  -         -     $4  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

lyAll  Postmasters   are   Agents.      Liberal    Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


R.HOE&GO. 


New   York  and  London. 


SAN  FRANCISCO  AGENCY, 

TATUM  &  BOWEN, 

3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market, 

Where  will  be  found  Presses  of  the  latest  Improved 
styles.    The  GREAT  SUPERIORITY  of  our  » 


Lithograph 


\B 


ii 


\)  m  m s  ■ 


Is  admitted  by  all  who  have  availed  themselves  of 
Messrs.  Bosqui  «fe  Co's  generous  invitation  to  witness 
the  working  of  the  Machine  we  recently  furnished 
them. 


We  have  a  large  stock  of 

Second    Hand    Presses ! 

—VERY  CHEAP— both  of  our  own  and  other  Manu- 
facture, all  put  in  thorough  order  and  the  latter,  in 
many  cases  better  than  when  new. 


Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE:— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICERS: 


President 

Vice-President  . 


M.  D.  SWEENY 

.  C.  D.  O'STJLLIVNA 


$5  to  $20  ^■r-d's 


examples  worth  i$5  free. 
Address  Stinson  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


TRUSTEES* 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      CD.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touchard, 

£t.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Treasurer EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attorney RICHARD  TOBIN 

REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wells,  Fargo  Sl  Co's  Express  Otfice  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  {louse,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  §2.60  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3, 
july21-tf  ' 

A.    SCHBOEPFEB, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block, 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andJPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 

(fifiO  a  week  in  vour  own  town.  Terms  and  S5  outfit  free.  A  - 
tpO O  dross  H.  li.iu.E'rr  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 
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WM,  E.     ANS, 


All  Orders  Promptly  attended  to. 


REPAIRING  TVOHK  A  SPECIALTY 


"Wort  done  at  reasonable  rates  and  guaranteed. 


505  KEARNY  ST.,  near    California. 
Sail  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  K.  K 


Commencing  MONDAY,  NOY.  11th,  1878. 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco : 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),  connecting  witi 
Mail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Petaluma,  Santa  Rosa 
Healdsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  con- 
nections at  Lakevills  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  Skagg't 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakepurt,  Mendocino  Citj 
and  the  Geysers. 

^^.Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  for  Kor 
bel's,  Guernevilleand  the  Redwoods.     Sundays  excepted. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  11.00  A.  M.J 

SSLFreight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN, 
Gen.  Manager.         Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHERTY. 
Gen.  P.  &  T.  Ag't 


BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
"WASP  oan  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

3STOW  OPENED. 


FB.EE  ^o  ae«e*i 

Rules  of  the  People's  public 

STOCK  EXCHANGE 

311  and  313  Pine  Street. 

It  is  optional  whether  we  accept  orders  or  not. 

Orders  Received  from  Five  Shares  to  One  Hun- 
dred. 

MARGINS. 

The  Lowest  Margins  received  on  Stocks  selling 
below  $5^per  share  will  be  50  cents  per  share. 

Above  $5  and  not  over  $10  will  be  $1  per  share. 

Above  $10  and  not  over  $20  will   be  $2  per  share. 

Above  $20  and  not  over  $30  will  be  $3  per  share. 

Above  $30  and  not  over  $100  will  be  $5  per  share. 

Above  $100  and  not  over  $300  will  be  $10  per 
share. 

Parties  can  Operate  direct  from  the  prices  of  the 
indicators,  and  close  on  same  as  the  prices  come  out 
providing  the  quotations  are  not  out  too  long. 

Customers  must  be  governed  by  the  quotations  of 
the  San  Francisco  Stock  Exchange,  subject  to  official 
corrections. 

Commissions  will  be  one-quarter  of  one  per  cent, 
for  buying  and  the  same  for  selling  on  all  transac- 
tions over  $200. 

Those  wishing  to  remargin  Stocks  must  do  so  be- 
fore their  first  margins  are  exhausted. 

Interest  charged  for  carrying  Stocks  will  be  one 
per  cent,  per  month. 

Stocks  carried  as  long  as  margins  are  kept  good. 

Those  desiring  Stock  will  please  notify  us  when 
the  order  is  given. 

No  further  Liability  to  the  customer  than  the 
amount  of  margin  put  up. 

No  notification  will  be  given  when  your  contracts 
are  exhausted. 

Stocks  are  not  sold  out  until  the  entire  margin 
is  exhausted. 

This  Exchange  opens  and  closes  the  same  hours 
as  the  San  Francisco  Stock  Exchange 

Fifty  cents  commission  on  all  transactions  be 
ow  $200. 

Orders  by  mail  promptly  executed. 

WM.  G.  STEDMAN  &  CO. 
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Of  A 

IN    SO  LI  D    GOLD 

ONE  DOLLAR 


0  ® 

J  Tl N  G  S. 

ONE  DOLLAR 


MOUNTING   S. 


Lefevre  Kiuu,  *1. 


feet  of  btuds,  *  1. 


IThe  fchali]  Bind,  *1. 


Lefevre  Cur  .Drop*  *1. 


THE  ONLY  PERFECT  FAC-SIMILE  OF  THE  REAL  DIAMOND  IN  THE  WORLD. 

Pronounced  by  the  Academy  of  France  that  M.  Lefevre  has  really  obtained  artificially  the  true  diamond. 

The  basis  of  these  gems  are  pure  crystals  found  in  the  Sierra  Nevadas,  from  whence  they  are  exported 

to  the  Lefevre  .Laboratory  in  Paris,  France,  where  they  are  submitted  to  a  chemical  and  voltaic  process, 

BY  WHICH   TIIEIK    SURFACES  ABE    COVERED  WITH   A    COATING    OF   PURE   DIAMONDS, 

Imparting  to  them  all  the  Bkilltancy,  Hardness,  and  refractive  qualities  of  the  natural  diamond,  and 
making  them  as  desirable  for  Wear,  Brllllancr,  and  Bennr,r,  as  the  veritahle  gems  themselves. 
The  King,  Studs,  and  Ear  Drops,  as  displayed  in  this  announcement,  are  accurate  engravings  of 
SOLID  GOLD  M0UOTI1TGS,  CONTAINING  THE  WOOTEBFtTL  LEPE7BE  DIAMOND,  warranted  I97 certificate  V.  S.  Mint  15:17. 
nil  DCPriDT  nC  flMC  nflll  AD  we  will  spud  free, by  EEfitSTEBKD  Mail,  to  any  address 
UH  II  LOCI  r  I  Ul  Unit  UULLHn  in  America,  either  article  as  above  represented.  Our 
"Book  on  Diamonds,"  "with  illustrations  of  artistic  Diamond  Jewelry  in  solid  (14  k.)  gold,  mailed  free. 

T  have  seen  manv  Imitations  of  diamonds,  lint  never  nnv  that  could  equal  the  Lefevre  Brilliant.— M.  ELLROY,  Stamford.  Conn. 

I  nm  in  receipt  of  11  pair  of  the  Wonderful  Lefevre  Ear  Drops.  Tor  one  dollar;  to  say  that  I  am  pleased  with  Ihem  hardly  fills  itio 
bill,  they  are  slmnlv  elepint ANDREW  MORRIS.  Hornellavflle,  N.  Y.  ... 

The  Wonderful  Lefevre  Diamond  Ring,  for  one  dollar,  came  to  hand  this  mornlnc.  It  Is  rrnllv  elegant,  giving  entire  satisfaction, 
and  eliciting  wonder  and  admiration  from  all  who  see  it.— W.  H.  REEDY,  Martin»hurc  VT.  Va'. 

The  Lefevre  Diamonds,  mounted  in  solid  gold,  are  truly  marvelous.— Tt.  F.  AYF.RY  A  SONS.  Home  and  Farm.  Louisville,  Ky. 

The  eminently  successful  experiments  of  M.  Lefevre  illencea  all  donht  of  the  artificial  reproduction  of  the  true  diamond,— 
H.  DU  FRKMlY.'rhe  cn*nt  French  Scientist. 

The  Lefevre  Diamond  most  effectually  disturbs  the  el  ambers  of  the  possessors  of  costly  gems.— Journal  of  Science. 

IK*5*  We  guarantee  the  Wonderful  Lefevre  Diamonds  for  One  Dollar  to  be  mounted  In  Solid  Gold, 
and  will  cheerfully  refund  the  money  if  found  unsatisfactory.    Address  ail  orders  to  the 

AMERICAN  JEWELRY  C0MPANT,«5  Arcade,  CINCINNATI,  0. 

Tho   American  Jewelry  Company  is  it  prompt  and  reliable  tiouoo. 


NOTICE. 

The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicious  nature  will 
be  published  by  this  paper. 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 
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D,  HIGKS  «3t  CO., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

— ANE — 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543   Clay   Street 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 

Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing* 


Nails,  Freckles,  "Warts,  Moles,   eOectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   ftEIURD,   from  Paris, 

fi38  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

:b.  s.  Bimirsrs, 

Agent  for 

The  tlliiiitii  W&§g 

Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,   between   J   and   H, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
Mewspsper,  BaekSJeb  Primers 

409  "Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-tf 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 
FREE 

M&Ste  snd  Iui§lligese§  Bureau 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOR  ANY  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours-  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A-  P-  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 

TO  THE  UNFORTUNATE. 

Dr.  Gibbon's  Dispensary, 

023  Kearny  Street,  corner  of 
Commercial,  San  Francisco,  entrance 
on  Commercial  street.  Established 
.  in  1854  for  the  treatment  and  cure  ol 
\all  diseases  of  the  urinary  and  gen-rt 
Iterative  organs,  and  all  physical  con- 
Uditions  of  weakness  consequent  upon 
3the  errors  or  ignorance  of  the  sexes. 
Skin  diseases  and  rheumatism  successfull  treated. 
The  sick  and  afnicted  should  not  fail  to  call  upon 
him.  The  Doctor  has  traveled  extensively  in  Europe 
and  inspected  thoroughly  the  various  hospital  there, 
obtaining  a  great  deal  of  valuable  information,  which 
he  is  competent  to  impart  to  those  in  need  of  his  ser- 
vices. DR.  GIBBON  will  make  no  charge,  unless  he 
effects  a  cuirei  Persons  at  a  distance  may  be  CURED 
AT  HOME.  All  communications  strictly  confiden- 
tial. Charges  reasonable.  Call  or  write.  Address, 
DR.  J.  F.  GIBBON,  Box  1957,  San  Francisco. 
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Published  every  Saturday, 


602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
Thirty-five  cents  peiv  month   delivered  by  carrier, 
Single  copies;  ten  cents. 


BY  M*.'IL 

To  all  parts  of  the  United  Stav  es 
Columbia, 

■     (INVARIABLY    IN  AD^NCE) 

(Postage  Free) 

One  Year        -         -         - 
Six  Months 
Three  Months 


Canada  and  British 


$4.00 
$2.00 
$1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUROPE: 
^Postage  Free) 

One  Year 

Six  Months      - 

Three  Months      -  -    '      - 


\ 


OO 

-    §2.^0 

$1.2V 

Dealers. — The   San 
all   Country 


Notice    to    Country    News 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.     All   orders  for  supplies   of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  The  Editor,  602  Cali- 
fornia street,  San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  DECEMBER  7,   1878. 

'"Gainst  (lie  wrong  that  needs  redressing, 
For  the  weak,  the  strong  oppressing." 

At  about  half  past  three  o'clock  in  the  af- 
ternoon of  Thanksgiving  Day  two  boys, 
verging  on  manhood,  engaged,  for  about  ten 
minutes,  in  a  pugilistic  encounter  on  the 
sidewalk  of  Third  street,  between  Howard 
and  Mission.  That  a  brutal  exhibition  of 
this  kind  should  be  permitted  to  take  place 
upon  one  of  our  principal  thoroughfares  is 
bad;  but  that  is  should  attract  an  admiring 
audience  of  about  thirty  or  forty  genteelly 
dressed  people  is  worse.  We  suppose  that 
the  police  officer,  who  should  have  graced 
the  occasion  with  his  presence,  was — emana- 
ting the  example  of  his  superiors,  the  Com- 
missioners— engaged  in  contemplating  his 
own  greatness.  And  we  also  suppose  that 
the  admiring  audience,  who,  by  their  pres- 
ence and  their  exclamations,  encouraged  the 
boys  to  fight,  immediately  proceeded  to  the 
sand-lot  and  organized  themselves  into  a  po- 
litical association  having  for  its  object  the 
reform  of  the  various  abuses  in  our  govern- 
mental affairs. 


OCR  GREATNESS  IN  CROOKEDNESS. 


THE    PUBLIC  SERVICE. 

We  are  open  to  question  whether  there  is 
in  the  civilized  universe  a  government  which 
possesses  a  more  corrupt  and  a  more  incom- 
petent Civil  Service  than  does  that  of  the 
United  States.  It  seems  to  be  assumed  by 
the  people,  by  the  press,  and  by  the  states- 
men (?),  that  the  whole  Civil  Service  of  this 
country  is  supported  for  thii  simple  purpose 
of  rewarding  the  friends  of  the  political  party 
which  happens  to  be  in  the  ascendancy.  In 
appointing  an  officer  to  perform  the  duties 
of  some  responsible  position  the  appointing 
power  rarely  considers  the  interest  of  the 
country.  How  to  placate  some  dissatisfied 
faction  or  to  quell  some  internal  party  strife 
is  the  great  end  sought  to  be  attained.  Men 
are  appointed  and  dismissed,  positions  are 
created  and  abolished,  for  this  purpose  and 
for  this  purpose  only.  President  Jackson, 
the  great  Democratic  leader,  inaugurated 
this  system,  but  the  Kepublican  Administra- 
tions of  Lincoln,  Grant,  and  Hayes,  have 
put  the  feeble  efforts  of  "Old  Hickory"  into 
insignificance. 

If  there  is  any  valid  reason  why  the  Civil 
Serviee  of  the  country  should  not  be  man- 
aged upon  exactly  upon  the  same  basis  which 
any  private  individual  manages  his  own  em- 
ployees we  have  yet  to  hear  it.  A  free  gov- 
ernment is  simply  an  association  of  the  peo- 
ple. Its  purpose  and  mission  is  to  perform 
those  things  which  are  requisite  and  neces- 
sary for  the  welfare  and  happiness  of  the 
fl  hole  social  bodj'  and  yet  appertain  to  no 
one*  'n  particular.  A  private  individual  who 
reqim  cs  some  service  performed  for  him  seeks 
to  obtai  n  some  person  who  is  fitted  to  per- 
form that  particular  kind  of  work,  and  when 
he  <*ets  a  w\  ^  qualified  person  he  endeavors 
to  retain  him\  so  lonS  as  he  has  need  to  have 
such  service  pV "formed.  Why  should  not 
the  government^0  the  same  ? 

No  merchant  or\  anker  would  tnink  of  en" 
trusting  his  businessVn  tbe  hands   of  clerks 
who  have  not  had  exp\  '"ence   and  training 
in  his  own  particular  busK  'iess'  anc*       '*  difi 
so  happen  that  he  could  noV  obtain  the   ser- 
vices of  experienced  assistants         would  seek 
to  train  those  whom  he  employV       a       to   re~ 
tain   them   in   his  service  when\  they  '"'ere 
trained — that  is  so  long  as  they  we  re   taitn- 
ful  and  attentive  in  the  performance  L      their 
duties.     But  the  length  and  breadth   61 
civilized  universe  might  be  scoured   and      v 
a  merchant  would  not  be  found   who   wouh 
tolerate,  for  a  moment,  his   employees   criti- 
cizing the  policy  upon  which   he   conducted 
his  speculations 

Our  government,  however — or  rather  the 
men  who  now  control  it — regards  this  mat- 
ter in  a  different  light.  Every  year  or  two, 
about  half  of  the  whole  number  of  its  em- 
ployees are  "fired  out"  and  others  put  in 
their  place.  Very  few  government  officials 
are  ever  allowed  to  retain  their  positions  af- 
ter they  have  become  properly  acquainted 
with  the  nature  of  their  duties  and  the  best 
way  of  performing  them.  They  are  taken 
into  the  public  employment   when   they   are 


unqualified  and  dismissed  from  it  as  soon  as 
qualified.  It  has  been  said  that  this  is  one 
of  the  necessary  evils  of  a  Kepublican  form 
of  government.  That  under  Kepublican  in- 
stitutions all  citizens — whether  competent  or 
not,  we  suppose — are  entitled  "to  hold  of- 
fice," and  that  if  frequent  changes,  in  the 
personnel  of  the  government  servants  are  not 
made  it  is  impossible  that  all  citizens  or  a 
fiftieth  part  thereof  shall  hold  office.  That 
is  a  strong  forcible  argument,  and  one  which 
carries  conviction  with  it;  but  it  does  seem  to 
us  as  though,  if  the  chief  object  the  peo- 
ple, through  their  government,  have  in  view 
in  employing  officials  is  to  give  employment 
to  themselves,  they  would  do  well  to  increase 
by  one  hundred-fold  the  number  of  their 
emplo3rees;  and  to  establish  Custom  Houses, 
Treasuries,  Post  Offices,  etc.,  in  every  ham- 
let in  the  land. 


THE  WATS  OF  ERUDITION. 

The  scandalous  disclosures  relative  to  the 
"Education  Department"  which  have  just 
taken  place  will  not  surprise  any  well  in- 
formed person.  That  the  liberal  provision 
which  the  people  of  this  community  make 
for  the  education  of  their  young  is  scanda- 
lously squandered,  has  been  made  apparent 
time  and  time  again.  It  has  been  abundant- 
ly proved  that  salaries  of  two,  three,  and 
four  times  the  amount  they  should  be,  are 
paid  to  favorite  teachers;  that  crawling  syco- 
phancy and  judicious  corruption  are  promo- 
ted over  the  head  of  merit;  and  that  the 
whole  "Education  Department"  is  a  sink  of 
corruption,  of  favoritism,  and  of  incompe- 
tency. It  cannot,  therefore,  surprise  any 
one  to  learn  that  the  Board  purchases  lots  at 
double  their  real  value,  and  that  copies  of 
the  teachei'3  examination  rjapers  are  peddled 
around,  like  any  other  comodity,  two  or 
three  days  prior  to  the  examination.  We 
have  not  a  particle  of  doubt  but  that,  if  those 
erudite  ladies  and  gentlemen  who  are  now 
receiving  from  two  to  three  hundred  dollars 
per  month,  for  rendering  services  which  one 
hundred  dollars  per  month  would  more  than 
repay  for,  were  called  upon  to  pass  a  square 
examination,  it  would  be  found  that  three 
out  of  every  four  of  them  are  better  qualified 
for  the  wash-tub,  or  the  harvest  field,  than 
the  teacher's  desk  in  a  school  room. 

To  provide  for  the  education  of  the  young 
is  one  of  the  first  duties  of  any  civilized  com- 
munity, but  providing  for  a  whole   array   of 
incompetent  loafers  and  rogues  is  no  part  of 
the  duty  of  any  kind  of  a  community.     How 
to   obtain  a   new  regime  is,  however,  a  diffi- 
cult question  to  answer.       Election  succeeds 
"ection  and  the  class  of  men  who  are  hoisted 
public    positions    become    worse    and 
One  scandal  appertaining  to  the  ad- 
tion   of  public   trusts  is  no   sooner 

,    k   ~i  than  another  and  worse  one  takes 
hushed  u\      _  „  ,, 

,         \    Stern  reformers  mutter  to  them- 
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,     .  ...         .    ition  and   fraud  must  cease, 
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is  more  corrupt  than  all  the  others,  he  wipes 
the  tears  from  his  eyes  and  Bwears  that  all 
honor  and  honesty  has  left  the  eo  mtry. 
Perhaps  he  is  right;  perhaps  the  "Education 
Department"  is  as  honest,  as  faithful,  and  as 
capable,  as  we  need  expect. 


good  sir,  we  d'dn't  follow  any  leader;  and 
when  you  say  that  we  did  you  deliberately 
violate  the  first  principles  of  common    truth. 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
IT  STILL  GOES  ITS  WAY. 

Notwithstanding  the  fierce  attacks  of  that 
eminent  and  learned  jurist,  the  immortal 
Fawcett,  of  that  sprightly  influential  news- 
paper, the  Record-Union,  of  that  pure  minded 
patriot  and  deeply  read  disciple  of  Escula- 
pius,  "Dr."  O'Donnell,  and  last  but  not 
least,  of  that  poor,  sadly  abused,  corpora- 
tion, the  C.  P.  R.  R.,  the  Press  of  California 
still  proceeds  on  its  way  without  meeting 
any  more  serious  resistance  than  the  yelping 
of  a  few  curs. 

The  Press  of  California  is,  perhaps,  not  so 
perfect  as  it  might  be,  from  a  moral  stand 
point.  In  fact  it  is  our  honest  opinion  that 
a  search  for  anything  like  angels'  wings  un- 
der the  arms  of  the  average  Californian  edi- 
tor or  publisher  would  be  a  vain  one.  We 
question  whether  General  McComb,  Charley 
DeYoung,  or  even  Deacon  Fitch,  will  become 
too  good  for  this  wicked  earth  anytime 
within  the  next  fifty  years.  But  while  that 
is  so,  it  is  still  more  questionable  whether 
the  proper  influences  to  improve  it  can  ema- 
nate from  a  "Dr."  who  has  stood  at  the  bar 
of  justice,  two  or  three  times,  charged  with 
criminal  offenses,  or  a  Judge  who  holds  two 
offices  in  violation  of  the  Constitution,  or  a 
newspaper  which  is  in  the  pay  of  a  gigantic 
monopoly,  or  a  railroad  corporation  which 
corrupts  public  bodies  and  public  officials. 

The  Press  of  to-day  all  over  the  civilized 
globe  wields,  for  good  or  for  evil,  a  great 
power;  and  California  is,  in  that  respect, 
much  like  the  rest  of  the  world.  The  men 
who  constitute  "The  Press"  resemble  in  a 
great  measure  the  balance  of  the  human  fa- 
mily; dogs  bark  at  them,  women  smile  on 
them,  and  tailors  disappoint  them  They 
are  not  iufallible  either;  they  are  liable  to  err 
just  the  same  as  a  bank  clerk  who  runs  off 
with  his  employer's  funds,  or  a  dressmaker 
who  cuts  her  customers  gown  bias  when  it 
is  wanted  straight.  But  while  the  Press 
is  not  always  so  magnanimous  in  its  actions  or 
so  pure  in  its  motives  as  could  be  wished,  it 
is  a  noticeable  fact  that  the  people  whose 
character  it  attacks  have  generally  a  very 
black  record.  It  is  a  noticeable  fact  that 
honorable  men  with  clean  hands  care  a  great 
deal  less  for  the  hard  words  of  the  Press  than 
it  does  for  theirs. 

Our  distinguished  contemporary,  the  Be- 
cord-  Union,  has  been  good  enough  to  refer 
to  that  portion  of  the  Press  which  objected 
to  being  Constitutionally  gagged,  ourselves 
amongst  others,  in  terms  that  were  anything 
else  but  complimentary.  This  concentration 
of  journalistic  talent  charges  us  with  follow- 
ing an  untrustworthy  leader,  like  a  sheep,  and 
with  talking  about  that  which  we  don't  un- 
derstand. We  cry  your  pardon,  good  sir; 
we  thought,  and  think  still,  that  we  did  un- 
derstand   the    matter.     And,    in    addition, 


[See  Double-page  Illustration. 1 
DREAMS. 
Appropriately,  as  we  think,  to  this  season 
of  feasting,  we  offer  on  our  double-page  a  few- 
illustrations  of  those  visions  which  most  fre- 
quently disturb  the  repose  of  the  human 
race.  An  overloaded  stomach  engenders 
dreams  just  as  an  underloaded  pocket  engen- 
ders a  empty  stomach.  And  a  guilty  con- 
science pictures  to  the  somnolent  mind  dire 
disasters  and  catastrophies  just  as  a  clear  one 
produces  visions  that  are  elysian. 

For  the  benefit  of  all  dreamers  we  offer 
the  following  suggestions: 

If  you  dream  that  the  house  is  on  fire,  you 
should  immediately  arise  and  take  a  drink  of 
water.  Your  so  dreaming  is  a  sure  sign  that 
you  are  thirsty. 

If  you  dream  that  you  are  compelled  to 
ttvnd  guard  upon  a  lore'v  tower  in  your  role 
de  rcu.it,  get  up  and  pick  the  blankets  off  the 
floor,  sleeping  with  bare  legs  is  unhealthy 
this  cold  weather. 

If  you  dream  that  your  teeth'  are  falling 
out,  go  and  pay  the  dentist  that  which  you 
owe  him. 

If  you  dream  that  dame  fortune  has  sud- 
denly smiled  upon  you,  and  that  you  have 
houses  and  lands  and  great  possessions,  take 
three  fingers  of  whisky  when  you  wake  up 
and  it  will  help  you  to  bear  the  disappoint- 
ment. 

If  you  dream  that  you  are  about  being 
married  to  a  lady  of  ebony  color,  discharge 
your  black  nurse  and  hire  a  China  boy. 
Your  dream  may  be  only  a  freak  of  the  mind, 
but,  on  the  other  hand,  it  may  be  that  she 
has  formed  some  dark  design  of  putting  your 
wife  out  of  the  way  and  capturing  yourself. 
It  is  always  better  to  be  on  the  safe  side. 

If  you  dream  that  you  are  swimming  in 
the  slimy  waters  of  the  North  Beach  and  a 
shark  is  about  to  gobble  you  up,  avoid  going 
to  law  for  at  least  one  year. 

If  you  dream  that  you  are  behind  the  pri- 
son bars,  banish  from  your  mind  all  thoughts 
of  that  hypothecation  you  were  about  perpe- 
trating. 

If  you  dream  that  the  evil  one  has  you  in 
his  clutches  and  is  leading  you  to  that  place 
which  the  goody-goody  folks  keep  for  the 
especial  accommodation  of  the  bady-bady 
folks,  you  had  better  take  to  water  as  a  bev- 
erage for  two  or  three  weeks. 

If  you  dream  that  you  are  sitting  upon  a 
hot  stove,  get  up  and  search  the  bed  for 
chestnut  burrs. 

If  you  dream  that  you  are  falling  from  a 
high  place,  examine  the  floor  and  ascertain 
if  it  is  hurt. 

If  you  dream  that  you  are  being  pursued 
across  a  high  railroad  trestle  by  a  train 
well,  the  best  thing  you  can  do  is  to  keep  off 
railroad  trestles.  You  have  no  business  there 
and  your  dream  might  possibly  turn  into  a 
stern  reality. 

Thirty- 


MCMCIPAL  ECONOMY  J 

Some  little  time  ago  the  present  Board  of 
Supervisors  with  much  austentation  and 
show  reduced  the  working  staff  of  several  of 
the  Municipal  Offices  and  withdrew  from 
several  of  the  more  favored  officials  the  free 
livery  stable  privileges  which  they  had  hi- 
therto enjoyed.  At  the  time  of  this  action 
on  their  part,  as  at  the  present  time,  there 
was  a  strong  feeling  running  through  this 
community  that  the  time  had  arrived  for  the 
gross  extravagance — if  not  dishonesty — 
which  marked  the  administration  of  the 
City  Government,  to  cease.  We  thought  at 
that  time — and  we  are  now  quite  convinced 
that  we  were  right — that  this  action  on  the 
part  of  the  Board  of  Supervisors  was  an  at- 
tempt to  placate  and  trifle  with  public  0]:>in- 
ion.  With  much  austenation  and  show  they 
dismissed  a  few  clerks  and  after  a  lapse  of  a 
few  weeks  loilhout  auslenlalion  or  show,  re- 
engaged all  the  dismissed  ones  and  a  few 
others  besides.  These  are  plain,  hard,  un- 
palatable fads.  But  they  are  facts  which  es- 
tablish beyond  doubt  the  kind  of  a  Municipal 
Government  which  we  possess. 

The  whole  extent  of  the  saving  which 
would  have  been  accomplished,  had  our  City 
Fathers  stuck  to  the  original  reduction, 
would  have  amounted  to  a  few  hundred  dol- 
lars a  month.  Had  the  desire  to  economise 
been  real  they  might  have  made  the  amount 
a  few  thousand  per  month  by  turning  adrift  a 
few  good  for  nothing  idlers,  such  as  the  Inspec- 
tor of  Gas  and  the  Inspector  of  Sewers;  but 
there  never  was  any  real  desire  to  economise. 
It  was  simply  an  attempt  to  trifle  with  pub- 
lic opinion.  The  discharge  of  a  few  light 
salaried  clerks  was  trumpeted  forth  into  the 
world  in  clarion  tones;  but  their  re-engage- 
ment was  accomplished  as  softly  as  a  pick- 
pocket would  abstract  your  purse.  The  fact 
of  the  matter  is,  the  sand-lot  "leeder"  was 
right  when  he  said  "the  City  Government  is 
rotten  from  the  centre  to  the  circumference." 
It  could  not  be  made  much  worse  even 
though  he  and  his  needy,  seedy,  and  greedy 
bummers  and  adventurers  were  to  obtain 
possession  of  it. 


[See  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 
SOMEBODY  AT  THE  DOOR. 

The  picture  which  will  be  found  upon  our 
last  page  is  an  apt  illustration  of  the  pecu- 
liarities of  the  season  which  is  just  at  hand — 
mud  and  rain  down  here  and  snow  on  the 
hills. 
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Our  contemporary,  the  Chronicle,  seems  to 
be  very  much  alarmed  over  the  fact  that  the 
prize  sausage  maker  of  this  city  owes  his  suc- 
cess to  the  fact  that  he  flavors  his  manufac- 
tures with  the  tender  portions  of  the  feline 
anatomy.  For  our  own  part  we  are  inclined 
to  think  that  cats,  as  a  sausage  ingredient, 
are  far  preferable  to  the  old  shoes  and  de- 
ceased tramps  which  those  delicacies  used  to 
be  composed  of.  And  in  addition  we  think 
that  Judge  Louderback  should  be  impeached 
for  punishing  such  a  public  benefactor  as  the 
man  whose  genius  discovered  a  useful  pur- 
pose for  this  troublesome  discription  of  ani- 
mal life. 
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A  FISHY   STORY. 


One  day  as  we  were  sailin' 
"With  wind  abaft  and  faihn' 
And  every  one  bewailiu', 
That  we  could  no  faster  go. 
The  lookout  on  the  quarter, 
Saw  gliding  through  the  water, 
Something  which  he  thought  he  oughter, 
Report  as  a  shark,  you  know. 

Now  it  seems  to  me  that  Nickels — 
The  man  so  fond  of  pickles, 
And  whom  a  late  lunch  tickles, 
"When  the  potted  ham  is  good-  — 
'Twas  he,  I  think,  was  standing — 
The  watch  on  deck  commanding — 
"With  legs  outspread,  and  hand  in 
His  pocket  as  he  stood. 

So  Then  the  word  "shark"  sounded, 
To  the  rail  he  quickly  bounded, 
Mutt'riug  to  himself,  "confounded, 
I  don't  think  'tis  true." 
"While  Wingate,  much  delighted 
Rushed  with  him  then  to  sight  it,, 
And  cried  out,  "let  lis  fight  it" 
"With  a  baited  hook  or  two. 

A  honk  was  brought  and  baited 
And  patiently  we  waited, 
"While  the  shark  he  hesitated 
To  take  the  matter  in. 
But  finally  grown  braver, 
And  tempted  by  the  flavor, 
"With  one  last  sort  o'  waver, 
He  grabbed  it  with  a  grin. 


Began  a  hnulin'  faster 

And  yanked  him  head  and  tail. 


Alas  for  shark,  poor  fellow. 
He  turned  all  green  and  yellow, 
"With  anguish,  who  can  tell,  oh  ! 
As  the  hook  went  through  his  gills. 
Quick  Wingate  tried  to  haul  in 
But  slipped,  fell  a  sprawlin'. 
And  spread  all  out  when  fallin', 
Like  water  when  it  spills. 

Then  Lock,  at  this  disaster, 
Help  by  the  Quarter-master, 


And  on  to  deck  they  flopped  him 
"While  Van  Camp,  as  they  dropped  him 
Well — 'twas  lucky  something  stopped  him 
Or  he'd  jumped  the  weather-rail. 


Book,  working  the  position 
Spread  himself  like  a  musician, 
When  he  thought  he'd  have  the  fish  in, 
Through  the  skylight  overhead. 


Now,  Goward  in  the  cabin, 

A  lyin'  then  a  nappin', 

Awoke  at  all  this  fiappin' 

As  the  monster  passed  the  port. 

And  sitting  there  a  blinkiu', 

He  began  a  mighty  thiukiu'. 

Of  the  things  he  had  been  drinkin', 

And  of  snakes,  and  all  that  sort. 

Our  "Pay"  from  sleep  awakin', 
At  the  noise  the  thing  was  nmkin', 
Jumped  fmm  his  bunk,  all  shakin', 
And  looked  about  for  arms. 


"While  out  came  Coinly—  runnin', 
Like  a  Typee  man  a  gunnin', 
And  said  lie  saw  no  fun  in, 
Being  frightened  out  of  bed. 


And  with  loaded  Smith  &  Wessou 
(And  without  a  thought  of  dressin') 
He  poured  out  a  vocal  "blessiu" 
On  the  cause  of  the  alarms. 


Then  uuder  "Dock's"  direction 

The  art  of  shark  dissection 

"We  all  learned  by  inspection 

As  from  the  bridge  we  gazed. 

While  they  cut,  and  sliced,  and  slashed  him, 

And  into  steaks  they  hashed  him. 

And  so  thoroughly  they  m  tshed  him — 

That  we  all  stood  there  amazed. 

Now  with  the  shark  expended, 
I  find  my  story's  ended, 
But  from  it  I  intend, 
A  monil  you  should  see. 
"In  life  ke^p  sharp  a  lookin'. 
For  fear  that  you  may  be  "took  in,'* 
For  oft  you'll  find  a  hook  in 
Things  that  so.'test  seem  to  be. 
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Be  kind  to  the  poor — that  is  if  you  are  poor 
yourself. 

When  a  Mormon  Saint  marries  a  wife, 
what  kind  of  wax  do  they  seal  her  to  him 
with  ? 

"Grandfather's  Clock"  has  started  to  go 
again.  You  can't  depend  upon  anything  in 
this  country. 

Mr.  Roe  has  written  a  new  story  entitled 
"A  Face  Illumined."  Some  brandy  swiller's 
biography,  eh  ? 

Paint  often  blisters  from  heat — perhaps 
that  is  the  reason  why  ladies  object  to  en- 
countering the  rays  of  the  sun. 

Eternal  vigilance  is  the  price  of  liberty, 
observed  the  thief,  who  was  keeping  watch 
while  his  mate  robbed  the  store. 

The  finer  feelings  and  nobler  sentiments 
of  man  are  offended  by  coarse  language,  but 
still  more  so  by  a  coarse  undershirt. 

Chinese  Sunday  schools  have  been  organi- 
zed in  Philadelphia  and  St.  Louis.  "The 
Chinese  must  go" — to  Sunday  school. 

It  is  very  strange  but  no  matter  how  ardent 
a  Republican  a  man  may  be  he  is  always 
happy  to  hold  three  Kings  and  two  Queens. 

Germany  turns  out  five  hundred  doctors 
annually  and  America  (always  in  the  lead) 
turns  out — ah  "figgers,"  "figgers"  where  are 
you? 

"Love  your  enemies,"  is  what  good  peo- 
ple advise  you  to  do.  Perhaps  that  is  the 
reason  why  so  many  men  love  gin — and  Gin- 
nies. 

A  contemporary  publishes  a  receipt  for 
"Preserving  silks  and  ribbons,"  but  so  long 
as  peaches  are  so  cheap,  who  wants  to  pre- 
serve silks  or  ribbons. 

Each  policeman  is  appointed  to  a  beat  and 
the  saloon-keepers  say  that  this  is  almost  un- 
necessary so  many  members  of  the  force  are 
beats — and  dead  beats,  too. 

The  man  who  is  dying  a  lingering  death 
cares  not  whether  the  newspapers  will  head 
the  account  of  his  demise  "Death  by  inches," 
or  by  feet,  or  by  glasses,  or  by  pounds. 

Ostrich  tips  are  no  longer  fastened  down 
to  the  hat,  but  are  allowed  to  float  carelessly 
in  the  air. — Fashion  Item.  The  hotel  guests 
tips,  are,  however,  still  put  in  the  waiters 
pocket. 

From  the  number,  shape,  and  size   of  the 


bumps  on  a  man's  head,  a  phrenologist  will 
tell  him  what  his  natural  disposition  is.  Bin 
who  can  read  the  significance  of  the  bumps 
on  a  man's  foot  ? 

"Adversity,"  said  a  preacher  hist  Sunda}', 
"takes  us  up  short."  And  one  of  his  listen- 
ers, who  had  j  ist  been  clinched  on  Pine 
street,  muttered  to  himself  "it  ain't  adversity 
it's  the  d — d  bulls." 

Comfort  is  more  than  consolatian. — Ejc. 
That's  all  you  know  about  it;  just  wait  until 
you  cut  your  finger  and  a  pretty  girl  conies 
into  a  dark  room  to  sit  with  you  and  console 
you,  and  then  you  may  offer  an  opinion. 

During  the  first  five  hundred  years  of  the 
existance  of  the  City  of  Rome  not  one  di- 
vorce case  occurred,  which  goes  to  show  that 
the  progenitors  of  that  grand  old  Republic 
kept  their  mothers-in-law  under  the  iron 
heel. 

Lorenzo  Monzo  Larcena,  an  employee  of 
the  Spanish  government,  arrived  in  New 
York  Saturday,  blew  out  the  gas  Sunday,  and 
was  found  dead  on  Monday.  All  of  which 
goes  to  show  that  these  Spanish  people  don't 
understand  republican  institutions. 

Chemical  analysis  develops  the  fact  that 
the  white  of  an  egg  and  the  milk  of  a  cow 
are  almost  identical  in  composition,  but  che- 
mical analysis  still  breaks  down  when  it  at- 
tempts to  discover  the  composite  parts  of  the 
average  boarding  house  sausage  meat. 

Col.  Ingersoll  has  been  lecturing  on  the 
"Mistakes  of  Moses."  And  now  an  anxious 
world  wants  to  know  which  Moses  it  was; 
the  one  who  was  in  the  dark  when  the  candle 
went  out,  or  the  one  who  plundered  the  State 
of  South  Carolina  in  post-bellum  days  ? 

Wuen  a  rich  man  dies  his  heirs  quarrel 
over  his  estate  and  the  lawyers  divide  it 
amongst  themselves.  Then  ten  to  one  some 
scoundrel  disturbs  his  rest  and  steals  his 
body.  All  humanitarians  who  desire  to  keep 
their  fellowmen  from  wrong  should,  as  a  mat- 
ter of  precaution,  send  their  riches  to  this  of- 
fice before  they  die. 

Edgar  Fawcett,  the  poet  has  written  a  gen- 
uine American  blank  verse  tragedy,  entitled 
"Arnold  and  Andre,"  which  is  said  to  be  a 
strong  play  and  a  fine  literary  production. — 
Ex.  Our  Press-gag  Fawcett  should  write  a 
genuine  American  blank  verse  comedy  en- 
titled "How  to  hold  three  or  four  offices  at 
once."  He  has  a  thorough  knowledge  of  how 
it's  done  and  should  not  miss  such  a  splen- 
did opportunity. 

""When  you  are  past  twenty-five,"  says 
Mme.  De  Bassanville,  "never  let  more  than 
five  or  six  hours  pass  without  closing  your 
eyes  for  a  short  time — say  ten  minutes;  not 
necessarily  to  sleep,  but  to  repose  the  mus- 
cles of  the  eye."  The  average  American 
male,  of  the  age  of  twenty-five,  seldom  lets 
more  than  two  hours  pass  without  closing 
one  of  his  optics — at  the  white  coated  man 
who  stands  in  front  of  the  bottles.  But  then 
he  doesn't  keep  it  closed  long  enough. 


Q£2rLU§mry  Be  view*  ~Z 


Ihe  Livermore  Valley. — This  is  a  little 
twenty  five  page  brochure  and  is  written  with 
a  two-fold  purpose.  In  the  first  place,  the 
author  aims  to  establish  the  fact  that  the  Li- 
vermore Valley  is  not  a  hill;  in  the  second 
place,  he  wishes  to  convince  all  persons  who 
can  appreciate  rural  felicities  that  this  was 
the  precise  spot  which  the  poet  was  thinking 
of  when  he  wrote  those  sublime  words: 

"  Here  could  I  live  and  die." 
This  work  is  from  the  pen  of  Dr.  Wm.  P. 
Barrett  and  is  written  in  the  choicest  Liver- 
morese.  It  contains  a  great  deal  of  informa- 
tion which  will  be  very  valuable  to  emigrants 
who  are  looking  for  a  suitable  place  to  settle 
in.     Its  published  price  is,  we  presume,  ma;. 

The  Dean's  Revenge. — After  reading  this 
work  through,  a  great  wild  cry  arises  in  our 
soul  and,  when  it  resolves  itself  into  words, 
it  saj-s:  "Why  was  not  this  book  written 
years  upon  years  ago  ?  Why  were  we  left  to 
recuperate  from  the  measles,  the  small  pox, 
and  the  mumps,  without  having  this  corusca- 
tion at  hand  to  cheer  our  lonely  hours  ? 
"The  Dean's  Rovenge,"  it  seems,  differed 
from  the  revenge  of  all  other  men  inasmuch 
as  it  was  more  gently  obtained  and  more  last- 
ing in  its  effects.  A  small  cur  dog  bit  the 
Dean  in  the  right  heel;  now  instead  of  turn- 
ing about  in  anger,  as  other  men  would,  and 
smiting  that  dog  with  the  toe  of  his  boot  he 
simply  presented  his  left  heel  to  the  foolish 
canine.  After  the  second  bite  the  dog's  sys- 
tem became  permeated  with  theology  and 
now  he  cannot  run  around  and  bark,  and 
yelp,  and  steal  bones,  etc.,  as  other  dogs  do. 
No.  His  conscientious  convictions  compel  him 
to  walk  at  a  stately  and  dignified  pace,  to 
preserve  a  decorous  silence,  to  abhor  larceny, 
and  to  look  unhappy  and  religious. 


Autobiography  of  a  Rising  Statesman. — This 
work  is  from  the  pen  of  J.  R.  Freud,  and 
comes  to  us  at  a  most  opportune  moment. 
We  had  just  been  contemplating  the  gigantic 
intellect  of  that  young  statesman  when  an 
"Americun  Werkinman" — clad  in  a  garment 
made  from  the  Constitutional  idiocy  of  those 
brainless  jackanapes  who  are  seeking  to 
hoist  themselves  into  places  for  which  neither 
nature  nor  culture  have  fitted  them,  by  a  la- 
vish distribution  of  fulsome  syncophancy 
upon  the  devoted  head  of  said  "Werkinman" 
— entered  with  this  book.  We  are  clearly  of 
opinion  that  it  is  one  of  the  most  interesting 
works  which  this  year  has  produced  and 
should  have  a  place  in  ever}'  man's  kitchen 
fire. 


Subscribe  for  the  Wasp,  $4  a  year.   Thirty- 
five  cents  a  month  by  carriers. 
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CLOVER. 


CHAPTER  I. 

SHE  was  one  of  those  busy,  punctual  little 
creatures  who  flit  past  your  window  day  by  day 
on  their  way  to  some  regular  business  post. 
Perhaps  you  look  from  your  warm  breakfast  and  re- 
mark, "here  goes  that  young  person  as  sure  as  clock- 
work! I  am  confident  I  could  set  my  watch  by  her." 
Perhaps  you  wonder  ere  you  return  to  your  coffee 
whence  the  said  young  person  comes,  whither  she 
goes,  and  what  manner  of  history  pertoineth  to  her; 
as  a  rule,  however,  you  regard  the  passer-by  with 
utter  indifference,  as  one  of  many  with  whose  con- 
cerns you  have  nothing  to  do. 

Heedless  as  to  the  speculations  of  those  whose 
careless  eyes  rested  so  often  on  her  slight  small 
figure  clad  in  sombre  mourning,  Clover  Searle  went 
to  and  fro  morn  and  evening  between  West  Street, 
Daleford,  and  Daleford  Junction,  en  route  for  the 
busy  town  of  Breuthain,  where  she  was  employed 
from  ten  to  five.  Wet  or  fine,  in  December  as  in 
June,  the  girl  trudged  the  streets  of  the  suburb,  in- 
tent on  catching  the  9:20  up-train.  The  Junction 
was  more  than  two  miles  from  her  home,  so  Clover 
had  quite  enough  occupation  for  her  thoughts  in 
performing  that  distance,  obtaining  her  ticket  and 
getting  to  the  top  of  the  high  staircase  in  the  little 
more  than  half  an  hour  which  she  allowed  herself. 
Clover  often  wished  the  company  issued  third-class 
season  tickets,  for  the  second-class  annuals  were  be- 
yond her  pocket,  and  she  dreaded  the  daily  ordeal  of 
elbowing  her  way  to  the  ticket-box  through  hurried 
cily  men  starting  for  Bentham,  and  the  polite  re- 
marks of  the  booking  clerk.  Clover  found  it 
in  her  heart  at  such  times  to  wish  that  she 
were  a  spectacled  maiden  of  fifty  with  a  "front." 
But  her  twenty  years  mocked  such  cravings, 
and  she  continued  to  behold  in  the  mirror, 
when  she  tied  her  neat  braids  with  black  ribbon,  a 
childish  face  with  a  very  marked  dimple,  a  face  that 
none  could  fail  to  find  very  pretty  indeed. 

It  is  a  sultry  morning,  and  Miss  Searle  perceives 
the  signal  down  for  the  9:20  whilst  yet  she  is  at  the 
bottom  of  Daleford  Hill,  so  she  makes  a  slippery 
rush  up  the  path,  and  gains  the  station  just  as  the 
train  glides  up  to  the  platform. 

"Come,  you're  early  for  once,  miss,"  begins  the 
clerk,  pretending  to  withhold  the  ticket,,  but,  seeing 
her  distress,  he  ceases  his  "chaff,"  and  Clover  darts 
up  the  flight  of  stairs,  entering  a  third-class  carriage 
after  the  first  thrill  o  f  movement  has  succeeded  the 
whistle. 

"Dangerous  that,  Miss  Searle!  'Pon  my  word, 
you  frightened  me — you  did — though  it's  an  ill  wind 
that  blows  nobody  good,  for  you're  faithtul  to  the 
farther  end  of  the  train  when  you're  in  time,  and  I 
stick  to  the  smoking-carriage;  so  it's  quite  an  agree- 
able novelty  to  enjoy  your  company." 

Poor  Clover  turns  round  in  dismay  at  the  familiar 
confidential  tones;  in  her  hurry  she  entered  the  car- 
riage nearest  to  the  stairs,  and  behold,  it  is  a  smok- 
ing-cornpartuient,  where  five  or  six  of  the  less  gentle 
sex  are  puffing  away  at  the 

"Pernicious  weed  whose  scent  the  fair  annoys." 
Beside  her  sits  the  very  person  whom  she  persist- 
ently avoids — Charles  Ferber,  her  landlady's  only 
son,*  who  is  manager  of  a  small  jeweller's  in  Bren- 
tham,  and  whose  conceit  and  self-sufficiency  are  bo 
strong  that  he  really  believes  the  timid-faced  blue- 
eyed  maiden  is  not  only  pleased,  but  grateful  to  re- 
ceive his  patronizing  attentions. 

"Oh,  good  morning,  Mr.  Ferber!  Is  this  a  smok- 
ing carriage?  I  am  sorry  to  have  intruded — I — " 
"Any  objection  to  a  cigar,  miss?"  asks  a  young 
fellow  opposite.  He  has  taken  out  his  case  hesitat- 
ingly, and  seems  to  wonder  at  the  indifference  of  the 
others  to  a  lady's  presence.  He  is  very  young  indeed 
and  Ferber's  careless  tones  subdue  him  as  he  answers 
for  Clover. 

"She  doesn't  mind  a  weed — she's  used  to  it.  Fa- 
ther smokes  of  an  evening— eh,  Miss  Searh>?" 

The  color  comes  and  goes  in  Clover's  cheeks;  she 
turns  to  the  window,  and  tries  to  appear  intent  oh 
the  not  very  interesting  scenery  through  which  they 
are  passing.  She  knows,  howeyer,  that  her  father's 
lodgings  are  held  at  a  very  cheap  rent,  that  Mrs. 
Ferber  could  let  them'agaui  a  and  again  to  a  better 
advantage,  and  that  they  are  suffered  to  remain  be- 
cause Ferber  likes  their  society  when  his  day's  work 
it  done,  and  has  a  notion  that  the  flute  with  which 
he  wrestles  is  an  elegant  accompaniment  to  Miss 
Searle's  pianoforte.  Clover  is  afraid  to  offend  Chas. 
Ferber — she  hates  herself  for  the  meanness,  yet 
forces  herself  to  vouchsafe  an  occasional  monosyl- 
able,  and  even  something  which  does  duty  for  a 
smile  to  the  young  jeweller,  who  makes  the  most  of 
this  opportunity  to  show  his  companions  on  what 
good  terms  he  stands  with  this  beautiful  girl  with  the 
unmistakable  air  of  refinement  and  gentle  birth 

But  Clover  is  wondering  meanwhile  how  it  will 
feel   to  travel  backwards  and  forwards  to   her  work 


when  Sydney,  her  ten-year-old  schoolboy  brother, 
is  old  enough  to  accompany  her.  Ah,  she  will  be 
getting  quite  an  old  maid  by  that  time — quite  used 
to  a  position  she  finds  just  now  rather  trying!  She 
wishes  she  had  a  big  brother,  strong  and  tender,  and 
brave  and  chivalrous,  like —  Well,  there's  only  one 
memory  that  assists  the  comparison,  and  Clover  must 
stifle  that,  or  the  dark  blue  eyes  will  be  dewed  vio- 
lets indeed.  Arrived  at  Breutham,  Ferber  assists  his 
mother's  lodger  from  the  carriage,  with  the  remark — 
"Ten  minutes  sooner  or  later  don't  matter  for  me 
— I'll"  take  you  down  the  High  Street,  miss.  It  must 
be  lonely  walking  so  much  by  yourself." 

"Oh,  no!  I  would  much  rather  go  alone,"  says 
Clover  earnestly;  not  for  worlds  would  she  be  seen 
in  Ferber's  company,  as  her  escort,  even  by  her  cas- 
ual acquaintances  she  has  made  in  a  business  way. 
"You're  confoundedly  chilling,  miss;  'pon  my 
word,  it's  too  bad!"  answers  Ferber,  bringing  his 
vulgar  face  so  close  to  her  own  that  Clover  murmurs 
something  about  "being  late  at  the  Pottery,"  and 
hurries  from  the  station,  her  heart  bursting  with  in- 
dignation and  wonder,  wherein  she  has  so  far  forgot- 
ten herself  in  the  past  that  Charles  Ferber  dares  to 
behave  like  this. 

Clover  Searle,  together  with  five  other  young 
ladies,  is  employed  at  the  Dyke  Pottery,  Brentham, 
as  a  designer.  Her  artistic  genius  is -real,  and  her 
execution  remarkably  graceful  and  delicate;  but  lack 
of  experience  has  hitherto  proved  a  kifflculty  to  her, 
and  her  companions  tell  her  that  as  she  becomes  ac- 
customed to  her  work  her  receipts  will  equal — nay, 
exceed — their  own.  Some  of  them  have  heard  that 
Clover's  designs  meet  with  admiring  appreciation 
from  old  Mr.  Dyke,  the  representative  of  the  firm. 
This  gentleman's  kind  and  charitable  heart  was 
moved  when  Clover  came  to  him  one  morning,  about 
a  year  before,  in  answer  to  his  advertisement  for  an 
designer.  Miss  Coombe,  who  had  loug  been  em- 
ployed by  the  Pottery,  was  suffering  from  the  effects 
of  an  accident,  and  for  a  time  her  place  was  vacant. 
Clover  gave  as  reference  the  Vicar  of  Silverdistone, 
who  wrote  in  answer  to  Mr.  Dyke's  inquiries  that 
Miss  Searle  was  well  known  to  him,  being  people  of 
position  terribly  reduced  in  circumstanhes,  and  that 
Miss  Searle  was  one  who  would,  in  any  position, 
creditably  perform  her  duty. 

So  Clover  had  been  taken  on  at  the  Pottery  as  a 
temporary  employee;  but  she  had  given  so  much  sat- 
isfaction that  on  Miss  Coombe's  return  she  was  re- 
engaged, and  now  anxiously  directed  her  best  en- 
deavors to  excellence  in  her  vocation  to  the  end,  that 
in  time  her  dear  father  might  leave  the  dull  lodging 
at  Daleford,  and  she  might  earn  a  liberal  salary  from 
one  of  the  large  London  firms  who  did  more  than 
Dyke  &  Co.  in  the  way  of /aieace  and  artistic  pottery. 
Two  years  before  Miss  Searle  would  have  been 
greatly  amused  had  any  gipsy  fortune-teller,  scan- 
scanning  her  pretty  white  palm,  have  told  her  she 
would  earn  her  bread  at  a  country  pottery,  and  Syd- 
ney Searle,  the  handsome  heir  to  Worcestead,  would 
be  counted  lucky  toattendDaleford  Grammar  School 
at  the  cheapest  rate,  as  a  nominee  of  the  governor 
Mr.  Dyke. 

Two  years  before  Clover  rode,  drove,  and  waltzed., 
and  skated,  and,  in  short,  did  all  that  could  be  ex- 
pected of  a  lovely  light-hearted  girl  of  eighteen  who 
had  been  "finished"'  as  expensively  as  the  comfort- 
able parental  foriune  warranted.  Nay,  Clover  did 
more  than  this;  her  gentle  mother  had  trained  her 
to  be  mindful  of  the  duties  no  less  than  of  the  privi- 
leges of  her  station — indeed  she  taught  her  to  call  the 
former  by  the  name  of  the  latter — and  the  girl's 
pony-chaise  was  as  well  known  in  the  haunts  of  dis- 
tress and  need  as  in  the  borne  of  plenty.  Every- 
where the  dimpled  face  was  loved;  and  the  last  drop 
in  the  cup  of  Clover's  earthly  happiness  seemed 
added  whin  she  met  Sir  Francis  Strachan,  the  owner 
ot  a  neighboring  seat,  who  had  been  long  resident 
abroad  tending  an  invalid  mother.  On  the  death  of 
the  latter  the  young  man  returned  to  his  property 
his  late  bereavement  kopt  him  in  some  measure  se- 
cluded, and  this  fact  gave  all  the  more  interest  to  his 
intercourse  with  the  Searle's,  whose  land  adjoined 
his  own.  He  was  introduced  to  Clover  at  the  Vicar's. 
She  could  not  fail  to  admire  his  splendid  height, 
chivalrous  manner,  and  intellectual  features,  nor 
could  she  withhold  her  girlish  sympathy  with  his 
sadness  and  loneliness.  Stratehan  thought  at  first 
that  could  he  have  chosen  a  sister  he  would  have 
selected  just  such  a  blushing  tender-eyed  rosebud  of 
an  English  maiden;  but  time  passed  on,  and  frater- 
nal ideas  faded  and  vanished. 

It  wai  alife-poein  when  these  two  understood  what 
they  had  become  to  each  other;  and,  as  the  weeks 
and  months  of  the  engagement  sped  by  on  fairy  feet, 
the  beauty  of  tho  poem  seemed  only  enhanced  into 
"linked  sweetness,  long  drawn  out."  Cloverseemed 
still  so  young  to  her  loving  parents,  thnt,  though  en- 
tirely satisfied  with  her  choice  and  prospects  in  be- 
coming Lady  Strachan,  they  decided  that  bhe  must 
not  leave  them  for  a  new  home  till  she  was  twenty 
years  old  at  least. 

Twenty  years  old  found  her  the  fair  bride  elect  in 
circumstances  widely  different.  Mr.  Searle  was  an 
easy-going,    good-natured,    thriftless   man,    fond   of 


speculating  in  railway  shares,  and  promising  stocks 
of  various  descriptions.  His  bailiff'  encouraged  his 
tendency;  and,  though  Mrs.  Searle  had  no  notion  of 
of  the  extent  of  these  speculations,  nor  that  Worce- 
stead  was  actually  mortgaged  to  a  man  with  whom 
Mr.  Searle  seemed  on  intimate  terms,  and  who  vis- 
ited the  house  as  a  friend,  she  often  wished  her  hus- 
band would  be  content  to  bequeath  a  comfortable 
sufficiency  to  their  children  instead  of  letting  them 
"shine  with  the  first  in  the  land,"  as  he  described 
his  wish  and  intention  to  be. 

The  crash  came  suddenly  and  with  overwhelming 
concentration;  there  was  a  commercial  panic  in  the 
city,  when  trusted  firms  stopped  payments,  and 
heads  of  substantial  houses  looked  grave  and  care- 
worn. The  bubbles  that  had  attracted  Mr.  Searle 
burst  one  after  another;  the  London  money-lender 
who  had  "stood  his  friend"  so  often  in  a  pecuniary 
way;  turned  inflexible,  and  foreclosed  the  mortgage, 
whilst  the  bailiff,  in  whom  utter  confidence  had  been 
placed,  felt  that  the  time  had  come  when  Mr.  Searle 
would  look  into  his  neglected  affairs,  and  absconded 
with  all  the  available  rents,  leaving  to  his  employer 
the  shocking  discovery  of  systematic  fraud  and  em- 
bezzlement. 

All  the  trouble  seemed  to  make  the  poor  gentleman 
an  altered  individual;  his  gay,  light-hearted  smile 
was  lost;  his  jokes  came  to  an  end,  he  grew  thin  and 
pale,  and  his  sad  wistful  eyes  seemed  to  entreat  for- 
giveness from  his  loved  ones,  who  thought  but  to 
comfort  him. 

The  mother's  heart  was  breaking  silently  for  her 
children;  she  knew  not  how  it  had  come  to  pas3,  but 
she  was  aware  that  Clover's  engagement  was  dis- 
solved— and  how  were  these  two,  her  beautiful  girl 
and  her  bright  mischievous  boy,  to  face  the  unsym- 
pathetic world?  Ere  the  Searles  conld  leave  the 
home  no  longer  theirs  the  delicate  constitution  sank 
beneath  the  inward  sorrow,  and  the  old  familiar 
churchyard  received  the  precious  form  that  was  more 
to  husband  and  children  than  all  the  wealth  the  world 
contained. 

They  had  come  to  Daleford  en  route  for  a  celebrated 
watering-place,  where  Mr.  Searle  had  formerly  re- 
sided, and  where  he  hoped  to  obtain  a  vacant  clerk- 
ship in  the  connty  bank  of  which  he  had  once  been 
chairman.  Clover  had  seen  Mr.  Dyke's  advertise- 
ment whilst  they  were  delayed  at  Daleford  by  Syd- 
ney's being  attacked  by  measles,  and  she  induced 
her  father  to  remain  in  the  village,  persuading  him 
that  her  salary,  eked  out  by  the  pittance  that  re- 
mained to  him,  would  suffice  for  their  wants.  Clover 
knew  that  her  father  shrank  from  seeking  the  scene 
of  former  prosperity — and  indeed  his  health  was  now 
quite  uneqaal  to  the  stress  of  daily  employment. 

On  this  morning  Miss  Searle  crossed  the  Pottery 
yard  in  an  unusually  depressed  I'r.imeof  mind.  There 
was  nothing  o.  the  morbid  about  Clover,  butFerber's 
familiarity  had  hurt  her  self-respect,  and  she  felt 
really  unhappy  as  she  reflected  upon  the  necessity 
that  might  probably  arise  of  leaving  the  cheap  lodg- 
ings that  seemed  to  suit  her  father. 

But  once  settled  to  her  work  upon  a  pattern  of 
lily-of-the-valley  and  graceful  ferns,  the  annoyance 
was  resolutely  put  aside.  Clover  labored  steadily 
and  heartily,  to  the  end  that  "something  accomp- 
lished, something  done."  might  win  a  night's  repose. 
Ah,  it  was  a  morning  destined  never  to  be  wholly 
forgotten  throughout  the  young  artist's  life! 

About  eleven  o'clock  the  voice  of  old  Mr.  Dyke 
sounded  along  the  corridor,  and  the  designers  knew 
that  their  employer  was  about  to  pay  one  of  his 
periodical  visits  to  their  department.  Sometimes  he 
came  alone,  but  more  frequently  he  was  accompanied 
by  ladies  and  gentlemen  whom  he  was  conducting 
through  his  works. 

"This  is  the  young  lady,"  said  Mr.  Dyke,  "who 
designed  the  mosaic  tiling  for  the  fireplace;  you  were 
struck  by  the  style,  Sir  Francis." 

"ft  is  chaste  and  highly  artistic,"  was  the  answer 
"but  I  was  struck  by  it  because  I  had  seen  something 
similar  on  the  Continent,  and  sketched  the  pattern 
for  my  own  place.  I  never  used  the  sketch  however. 
Probally  the  laHy  has  traveled  in  Holland?" 

The  spe  iker  looked  round  in  niringly.  Mr.  Dj'ke 
motioned  towards  Clover,  but,  the  next  moment  his 
face  bore  an  appearance  of  alarm,  aud  he  stepped 
forwaid,  scarcely  believiugit  possiole  that  his  young 
steady,  hard-working  favorite  should  have  chosen  so 
ill  an  opportunitv  to  faint  away. 

Sir  Francis  Strachen,  a  liberal  art  critic  and  patron 
had  been  delighted  with  the  fireplace- tiles  emauating 
from  this  country  firm;  and,  introducing  Clover  to 
him  as  the  designer,  Mr.  Dyke  had  expected  a  bright- 
ening of  her  future  prospects.  What  had  possessed 
the  nirl  to  faint  so  suddenlv  on  this  cold  damp  morn- 
ing? Ere  the  old  man  could  reach  her,  Sir  Francis 
had^her  in  his  arms.  There  was  a  sofa  in  the  room, 
and  he  laid  her  there  whilst  the  lady-artists  hurried 
to  her  assistance. 

"She  is  not  strong,  Mr.  Dyke,"  said  one  of  them; 
"and  she  told  me  she  hurried  very  much  for  the 
train  this  morning." 

"Poor  girl!"  was  the  pitying  remark.  "I  hope 
she  will  take  it  easy  to-day.  Come,  Sir  Francis,  shall 


THE    ILLUSTRATED     WASP. 


305 


we  pass  on?  Tliis  has  happened  nnfortunntely,  for 
I  should  have  liked  you  to  know  Miss  Searle.  Sbe 
is  bo  mean  artist;  my  daughter's  girls  are  her  pupils 
and  we  think  highly  of  their  progress;  and  I  hear  sue 
will  exhibit  at  the  County  Collet-tion.  But  of  course 
vou  wouid  havu  nothing  to  do  with'  county  talent— 
oh?" 

"I — I  have  met  Miss  Searle  before,"  said  Sir 
Francis  Strachan,  twisting  liis  light  cune  till  he 
nearly  broke  it,  as  he  crossed  the  outside  yard  with 
the  old  man — "at  least,  it  must  be  the  sanio.  Is  she 
doing  this  for  a  living?" 

'  "Yes  — reduced  circumstances,  "you  know.  The 
father  was  formerly  quite  independent.',' 

"Where  do  they  live,  Mr]  Dyke?'  I  know  Mr.  Searle 
very  well." 

"I  will  find  you  the  address  if  I  can  when  we  get 
to  tho  office.  •  Now,  Sir  Francis,  for' the  Etruscan 
pottery.  We  have  spent  much  pains  upon  this 
branch.  There's  a  classical  look  about  that  set — eh 
Sir  Frauds?  Seems  to  me  '  nothing  at  Mortlock's 
could  be  chaster.  That's  another  design  of  Miss 
Searle's,  by  the  way.  We  are  enlarging  the  wor1  s, 
and,  if  the  last  seven  years  give  any  promise  as  to 
the  future —  Why,  my  dear  sir,  you're  looking  but 
poorly  this  morning!     Have  a  glass  of  wine?" 

"No,  thank  you,"  said  Sir  Francis;  "My  head 
aches  a  trine,  that  is  all.  The  sun  is  rather  strong 
on  the  high-road.  If  agreeable  to  yourself,  I  should 
like  to  purchase  those  Greek  cups  designed — by  Miss 
Searle,  tor  a  cabinet  down  at  Strachan  House." 
CHAPTER  II. 
"It's  jolly  hard  upon  a  fellow,  and  I  wish  I  could 
cut  it  and  be  a  sailor." 

"Barling  Sydney,  what  is  the  trouble  now?" 
"A  handsome  boy  in  a  well-worn  knickerbocker 
suit  nearly  outgrown  and  shiny  at  the  knees  and 
elbows,  turned  from  "the  window  where  he  had  been 
indulging  in  a  grumbling  soliloquy,  and  colored  hotly 
for  Bhame  as  he  met  his  sister's  look  of  sorrowful 
love." 

"I  wonlt  tell  you,  Clover.  I'm  not  so  selfish  as  all 
that.  I  grumbled  only  because  I  thought  I  was  alone.' 
"I  am  glad  papa  did  not  hear  you,  Syd,"  said 
Clover,  caressing  his  bright  curls.  "But  surely  you 
will  tell  me  your  worries;  perhaps  I  can  help  you." 
"Oh,  no,  you  can't,  Clover,  though  you're  a  brick! 
Theie's  an  exhibition  to  some  first-rate  London 
school  open  every  three  years  for  the  fellows  under 
twelve,  and  once  you  get  there  you're  almost  sure  to 
get  a  scholarship  and  go  to  college.  Oh,  if  I  could 
only  pass!  There  would  be  some  chance  for  me  to 
become  a  clerg  man  at  last,  as  mother  had  always 
wished." 

"You  are  looking  very  far  ahead,  Sydney;  but  I 
know  you  are  advanced  for  your  age,  and  you  are 
'dux'  of  your  class.  Surely  you  stand  a  good  chance. 
Oh,  dear,  it  will  be  dull  without  you!  But  when  my 
Sydney  has  a  church  of  his  own  I  shall  be  proud  of 
him.'  Will  you  let  your  maiden  sister  come  and  keep 
house  for  you,  reverend  sir  ?" 

The  boy  laid  his  round  cheek  against  hers. 
"Don't,  Clover!"  said  he,  with  a  kind  of  sob.     "I 
can't  go  up  to   be  examined,  because  there  is  an  en- 
trance fee  of  a  guinea. 
Clover  looked  grave. 

"All  next  mouth's  salary  is  wanted,"  said  she, 
"and  I  have  no  jewelry  left — except— except —  Syd- 
ney dear,  when  must  the  guinea  be  paid'r" 

"To-morrow  morning  at  latest,  when  the  names 
are  entered,"  answered  Sydney.  "The  Doctor  said  to 
me,  'Of  course  you'll  go  up,  Searle?'  and  I  pretended 
not  to  hear.  You  see  Clover,  if  I  told  him  the  reason 
I  don't  try,  I  know  he'd  pay  the  guinea,  or  Mr. 
Dyke  would — and  they've  done  so  much  for  me  al- 
ready." 

"Of  course  they  have,  dear,"  said  Clover.  "I  hope 
we  are  nut  wrongly  proud,  but,  like  you,  I  do  not 
like  to  trespass  on  our  friends.  Perhaps  I  can  man- 
age it  for  you,  Syd." 

"Oh.  Clover  have  you  really  managed  to  save  at  all?' 
"Never  mind,  you  inquisitive  boy.  perhaps  I  have 
a  secret  hord  in  my  stocking.     I  will  tell  you  for  cer- 
tain at  bed-time." 

"Are  yju  going  out  again,  sister?" 
"Yes,  dear,  if  you  will  go  with  papa  into  the  park; 
his  evening  walk  does  him  good." 
*      "Oh.  Clover,  he  walks  so  slowly,  and   I  wanted  to 
rend 'Marmion!'     Can't  he  do  some  music  with   Mr. 
Ferber?" 

"I  would  rather  keep  Mr.  Ferber  out  of  ourrooms. 
Sydney,'  said  Clover,  the  look  of  trouble  deepening 
in  her  eyes.  "But,  if  you  want  to  read,  I  will  go 
with  papa,  and  do  my  own  errands  afterwards." 

"Nonsense,  Clover;  old  'Marmion'  must  wait.  I 
sav,  Mr.  Searle,  Esquire!  Are  you  ready  for  a  walk?" 
And  the  reply  to  tbe  shout  came  from  the,  room 
above 

"Yes,  my  boy,  if  you  would  like  to  go  out" — in  the 
father's  quiet,  melancholy  tones. 

Hand-iu-haud  the  two  proceeded  towards  the  park, 
whdst  Clover  watched  them  from  the  window  of 
-  their  one  small  sitting-room,  where  her  tastelul  fan- 
cies and  arrangements  wagec,  continual  warfare  with 
the  landlady's  gorgeous  carpet  and  highly-colored 
pictures.  [continued..! 


F^"No  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given".  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Ind. — We  are  not  aware  that  Col.  Jackson 
eats  oatmeal  mush  for  breakfast  every  morn- 
ing, but  we  do  know  that  he,  like  all  the  rest 
of  the  tribe,  sits  down  on  the  English  Gram- 
mar occasionally. 

Hazeltine. — The  "crank  pin"  is  that  which 
connects — well  we  ain't  quite  sure  about  it, 
and,  anyhow,  in  this  world  of  sin  and  wick- 
ness  "crank  pins"  are  not  considered  half  so 
pretty  as  a  nice  new  hat  with  a  pair  of  spark- 
ling eyes  under  it. 

MnmiLETON. — No,  sir.  We  are  sure  that 
you  will  never  make  either  money  or  fame 
by  transposing  Shakespeare's  dramas  into 
prose,  but  you  might  make  a  fair  living  by 
transplanting  cabbages  from  a  hot  house  into 
the  open  air  next  spring. 

CHorpiN.--We  regret  that  we  are  unable  to 
inform  you  as  to  the  name  of  the  author  of 
the  lines: 

In  vain  do  I  seek  to  rest 

Or  feel  at  all  at  ease, 
While  dressed  up  in  my  best 
Upon,  the  stormy  seas 

Pet. — Yes,  it's  a  sad  fact  but  you  will  al- 
ways find  that  the  man,  who  swears,  by  the 
heavens  above  and  the  earth  beneath,  that 
he  loves  you  to  distraction,  will  when  the 
first  four  weeks  of  married  life  is  over,  swear, 
by  a  different  formula,  if  you  offer  him  a  cold 
pig's  ear  for  breakfast. 

.  York. — Wants  to  know  if  a  grasshopper 
bears  an}'  resemblance  to  a  lawyer  afflicted 
with  the  jim-jams;  and  we  have  to  bow  our 
ignorant  head  in  sadness  and  admit  that  we 
have  never  seen  a  lawyer  suffering  from  that 
complaint,  though  we  believe  that  many  men 
have  contracted  that  disease  at  the  bar. 

Elect. — When  you  go  out  into  the  open 
air  very  early  in  the  morning,  it  is  a  very 
good  plan  to  keep  your  mouth  shut.  And 
you  will  soon  find,  if  you  adhere  to  the  plan 
all  day,  that  you  are  thereby  gaining  a  repu- 
tation, amongst  your  fellowmen,  for  sagacity. 
A  fool,  if  he  keeps  ui»  mouth  shut,  may  pass 
for  a  Solomon. 

Gkant — Wants  to  know  if  it  was  General 
Lewis  who  at  the  battle  of  Cressy,  made  use 
of  the  memorable  words  "If  any  man  at- 
tempts to  pull  down  that  flag,  shoot,him  on 
the  spot."  No.  General  Lewis  was  notpres- 
,  ent  at  the  battle  of.  GreWsyT    In  fact  the  only 


battle  which  he  was  ever  present  at  was  dur- 
ing the  Potato  War: 

Meslo. — Dr.  Linderman  estimated  that 
there  was  something  like  $244,353,300  worth 
of  gold'  coin  in  this  country  last 
June.  We  are  not  prepared  to  dispute  the 
Doctor's  figures,  but  at  the  same  time  we 
would  like  some  well  informed  person  to  ex- 
plain to  us  where  the  coin  has  gone  to.  We 
haven't  seen  any  of  it. 

Dick. — Yes,  sir.  It  is  quite  true  that  the 
New  York  bankers  have  resolved  to  decline 
receiving  gold  coins  as  a  special  deposit,  and 
to  accept  them  only  as  lawful  money.  But 
that  need  not  turn  your  hair  gray.  Send 
your  cold  coins  to  us  and  we  will  receive 
them  any  way  you  wish,  and  treat  them — 
well,  as  pin  money.  That's  the  kind  of  a 
hair  pin  we  j,re. 


The  Political  "Son  of  Toil.*' 

"Feller-citizens,"  said  he,  "I'm  a  hard- 
fisted  son  of  toil,  I'm  a  bricklayer  by  trade, 
and  not  a  bit  ashamed  of  it.  No,  sir;  I 
wasn't  born  with  a  silver  spoon  into  my 
mouth  or  cradled  in  the  lap  of  luxury.  I'm 
a  self-made  man,  gentlemen." 

"You'd  better  have  let  out  the  job,"  re- 
marked a  voice  in  the  rear  of  the  hall. 

He  scorned  to  notice  the  interuption,  but 
proceeded. 

"Yes,  feller-citizens,  I'm  proud  of  having 
risen  by  an  honest  iudustry,  proud  of  ap- 
pearin'  to  solicit  your  suffrage  as  a  true  re- 
presentative of  labor;  as  one  which  has  con- 
tributed to  build  up  this  community  by  the 
sweat  of  his  brow  and  the  work  of  his  hands. 
[Applause.]  As  I  was  saying,  I'm  a  brick- 
layer by  trade.  I've  worked  to  raise  more 
than  half  the  palatial  mansions,  magnificent 
commercial  structures,  and  heaven-pointing 
spires  which  beautify  and  adorn  our  town. 
[Great  enthusiasm.  |  And  here,  right  here, 
gentlemen,  are  the  identical  tools  with  which 
I  have  carved  out  my  way  to  prosperity." 

Here  the  orator  exhibited  a  trowel  and 
hammer  amid  deafening  plaudits. 

"Pass  'em  this  way,"  said  an  excited  lis- 
tener, evidently  belonging  t.j  the  working 
class;  "let  me  gaze  onto  them  relics." 

The  tools  were  handed  to  him,  and  he  scru- 
tinized them  with  deep  interest. . 

"You  say  you  worked  as  a  bricklayer  ?" 
said  he,  turning  sharply  to  the  orator. 

"Yes." 

"And  with  them  tools  ?" 

"Yes,  sir;  those  are  the  very  tools  I  bought 
when  I  made  my  first  start  as  a  journeyman. 
To  them. I  owe  all  my  prosperity." 

"Well,  then,  I  must  say. you  deserve  great 
credit.  So  does  any  man  that  could  lay 
bricks  with  such  weapons.  Gentlemen," 
turning  to  the  audience,  "just  look  at 'em. 
It's  a  gardener's  ,  trowel  and  a  carpenter's 
hammer!" 
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The  Very  Frcsliest  Amerlcuii  Humor* 

Out  of  sight — A  blind  eye' — Baltimore 
Every  Saturday. 

Says  the  heathen  in  his  blindness,  "Am  I 
not  a  man  and  a  Buddha?" — Boston  Trans- 
cript. 

Ben  Butler  is  still  in  favor  of  paper  mo- 
ney. He  thinks  the  wad  iu  the  gun  kills  the 
bird. — Ex. 

In  some  of  our  down  town  restaurants  ma- 
cademized  pie  crust  seems  to  be  very  popu- 
lar.—N.  Y.  Herald. 

Certainly;  "a  habitation"  took  its  name 
from  Ahab  the  first  man  who  Built  a  house. 
— N.  Y.  Graphic. 

Olive  Logan  says  that  man  existed  more 
than  600,000  years  ago.  She  used  to  go  to 
school  with  him. — Banbury  News. 

"Goats  consume  time,"  says  an  observant 
contemporary.  Yes;  they  consume  every- 
thing but  eternity. — New  Haven  Register. 

Eternal  vigilance  is  still  the  price  of  liber- 
ty, but  three  salt  mackerel  can  now  be 
bought  for  five  cents. — Phila.  Chronicle. 

Butler  ought  to  have  been  a  glass-blower 
instead  of  the  kind  he  is.  He  would  have 
died  when  he  was  about  thirty  six. — N.  Y. 
Mail. 

When  you  are  sparking  a  damsel  who  has 
neither  father  nor  mother,  doesn't  it  forcibly 
remind  you  of  the  Orphan's  Court  ? — N.  Y. 
News. 

A  round  trip — The  circus  rider's.  A  well- 
balanced  man — The  rope-dancer.  Crash  in 
the  dry  goods  business — Towels. — Boston 
Com.  Bulletin. 

Let  it  be  distinctly  understood  that  the 
planets  ]?rof.  Watson  discovered  belong  to 
Michigan  and  are  not  to  be  taken  to  Wiscon- 
sin.— Detroit  Free  Press. 

The  best  of  men  are  sometimes  sadly  an- 
noyed by  the  black-  sheep  in  their  family. 
Even  Moses  had  an  Aaron  brother.  A  chro- 
mo  will  be  given  for  the  first  correct  solution. 
— Hawkeye. 

A  sewing  machine  agent,  who  was  very  ill, 
being  told  that  he  must  prepare  to  pay  the 
debt  of  nature,  wanted  to  know  if  it  couldn't 
be  paid  on  the  monthly  installment  plan. — 
Gin.  Sat.  Night. 

When  a  man  says  he  has  been  woods  after 
walnuts,  and  saw  four  hundred  snakes,  it  is 
time  he  went  home  early  nights  and  paid 
more  attention  to  water  as  a  beverage. — Me- 
riden  Recorder. 

Rev.  J.  P.  Gulliver  has  been  appointed 
professor  in  the  Andover  Theological  Semi- 
nary. We  remember  reading 'some  ■  of  his 
adventures,  but  did  not  know  tb&t  he  was  a 
minister. — Boston  lranscripl.    "•■ 


There  will  be  one  comfort  about  that  rail- 
way which  is  going  to  be  built  up  the  side  of 
Mt.  Vesuvius.  The  traveler  will  always  find' 
a  warm  fire  and  a  drop  of  the  cratur  when 
he  gets  to  the  top. — N.  Y.  Com.  Adv. 

A  Nevada  paper  tells  of  a  young  lady  in 
that  region  that  is  so  delicate  and  ethereal  a 
creature  that  on  losing  a  hair  pin  from  her 
head  the  other  day,  she  caught  a  bad  cold 
that  hung  on  for  a  week. — Phda.  Bulletin. 

What  is  more  aggravating  than  when  start- 
ing out  in  a  heavy  rain  storm,  to  attempt  to 
button  your  overcoat  up  to  the  neck,  and  as- 
certain that  the  only  button  on  the  coat  is 
located  down  at  its  equator.  —  Cin.  Breakfast 
'lable. 

A  Leipzig  scientist  has  discovered  in  the 
nettle  a  substitute  for  flax  and  hemp.  Double 
barreled  shot  guns  loaded  with  slugs  are 
sometimes  used  as  a  substitute  by  the  In- 
diana Vigilance  Committee. —Oil  City  Der- 
rick. 

The  time  when  a  pious  editor  is  excusable 
for  knocking  spinters  from  the  third  com- 
mandment is  when  he  jabs  the  wrong  end  of 
his  penholder  in  his  inkstand  and  hastily 
shoves  it  behind  his  ear  without  wiping  it  off. 
—  Whitehall  Times. 

When  a  man  is  hanging  by  his  toes  from 
the  cornice  of  a  high  building,  '  and  expects 
momentarily  to  drop,  nothing  so  completely 
reassures  and  so  thoroughly  satisfies  him  as 
the  sudden  discovery  that  he  is  safely  at 
home  in  bed. — Rome  Sentinel. 

When  there  is  no  other  news  to  send  over 
the  wires  to  the  associated  press  the  opera- 
tors are  instructed  to  telegraph  that  Vander- 
bilt  has  bought  another  twenty  thousand 
dollar  trotter.  The  news  comes  with  more 
than  crushing  force  upon  us  poor  people,  who 
have  only  one  trotter. — Milwaukee  San. 

"Here  is  a  interview  with  Charles  Francis 
A.dams,"  said  one  Paraguay-pher  to  another. 
"Ah !  yes.  It  makes  me  Chili  to  Peruse  it." 
"I  Bolivia.  It's  Amazon  how  anyone  could 
have  the  courage  to  do  it.  But  Braz-il  ac- 
complish anything."  "And'es  a  smart  fel- 
low, too.  Ura-guay-loot  in  comparison." — 
Boston  Iraveller. 

She  was  a  new  female  saleswomam  just 
imported  from  the  country.  She  handed  out 
some  hose  to  her  customer,  who  said — "I 
like  to  wear  them  long,  don't  you  ?"  The 
reply  caused  a  smile  on  the  face  of  the  head 
clerk  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  store. 
"Well,  I  never  liked  to  wear  them  more  than 
a.  week." — Syracuse  Times. 

He  had  broken  his  jiromise  to  marry  the 
girl,  and  her  father  wanted  a  money  consid- 
eration to  help  heal  a  wounded  heart.  The 
young  man  said  he  would  consider  a  reason- 
able proposition.  "Well,  then,"  said  the 
irate  lather,  who  was  seeking  justice  for  his 
daughter,  "Young  man,  ho.v  does  a  dollar 
and  a  half  strike  you?" — Turners  Falls  Re- 
porter. 

Clara  Morris  writes  to  the  Dramatic  News 
that  her  husband  only  loves  her  when  she 
plays  to  "big  houses"  and  "paying  business." 
We  don't  know  that  Clara  could  make  'Mr. 
Harriot  love  her  any  more,  but  she  could 
make  a  much  better  man  of  him,  if  she  would 
hire  Christine  Nilsson  to  kick  him  once  or 
twice  a  week  higher  than  ever  she  raised  a 
piano  stool.  When  a  man  assumes  the  po- 
sition of  an  only  husband,  dependent  upon 
his  wife  for  support,  the  immortal  gods  be- 
gin to  look  around  for  something  to  smash 
him  with. — Hawkeye.- 


A  Wicked  Old  Gentleman. 

Nice  old  gentleman  he  was;  big  white 
waistcoat,  low-cut  shoes,  bald  head,  and  sil- 
ver-bowed spectacles.  He  led  the  singing 
on  Sunday  evening  in  the  hotel  parlor,  and 
sung  that  old-fashioned  bass  in  "Coronation" 
and  "China"  in  that  sonorous  up-and  down 
style  which'  country  choristers  used  to  prac- 
tice in  accompanying  the  big  fiddle,  and 
withal  had  the  bland  benevolent  look  of  a 
good  old  up-country  deacon. 

He  was  "  looking  round  the  house  "  next 
night,  and  stepped  in  where  some  of  the  boys 
were  playing  cards — something  where  they 
were  talking  of  "calls"  and  "raises"  and 
"seeing."  The  boys  looked  a  little  discon- 
certed, but  the  old  man  didn't  say  anj'thing 
till  the  hand  was  played  out,-and  one  of  the 
party,  under  pretense  of  having  an  engage- 
ment, winked  to  the  others  and  said  he  must 
go,  intending  to  break  up  fill  the  old  man 
had  gone  away  and  then  resume  the  game. 
But  he  had  scarce  turned  his  back  when  the 
aged  visitor  remarked: 

"I  wonder  he  didn't  'raise'  ye  with  the 
hand  he  held." 

"Do  you  understand  the  game?"  asked  one 
of  the  party,  taking  a  cigar  from  his  mouth. 

"Wall,  a  leetle;  I've  seen  'em  playin'  on 
it,  an'  sometimes  thort  that  I'd  like  to  take  a 
hand  jes'  for  fun." 

"Just  so,"  said;  "suppose  you  try  another 
game  or  two  with  us." 

"Wall,  I  don't  mind,  jes'  for  the  fun  er 
the  thing."  So  the  old  man  sat  down,  and 
with  a  good  deal  of  instruction,  managed  to 
get  through  with  the  game  and  won  on  the 
penny  ante.  "Thar,"  said  he,  "if  that  feller 
that's  gone  had  been  spunky  and  put  in  $5 
he'd  get  it  instead  of  these  eight  cents  would 
not  he?" 

"Why,  certainly,"  said  one  of  the  young 
men,  "certainly,  it's  your  deal,  uncle;  now, 
why  don't  you  go  in  for  a  $5  ante." 

"Wall,"  said  the  old  fellow,  throwing 
round  the  cards,  "I  dunno  but  I  will,  but  I 
hain't  got  nothing  but  a  $20  bill  that  I  drew 
outen  the  bank  to  come  here  with." 

"Well,  uncle,"  said  the  other,  gathering 
up  and  glancing  at  his  cards,  "I'll  go  yer 
twenty,  and  you  can  put  it  in  the  missionary 
box  when  you  win  it  if  you  like." 

"Sho!  so  I  ken,"  said  the  old  man;  "I 
don't  think  it  'twould  be  gambdlin'  at  all  ef 
that's  the  case." 

"Not  at  all,"  said  the  other,  wink  to  his 
companions. 

"Wall,  then,  I  don't  care  ef  I  go  yer  this 
'ere  other  fifty — but  I  suppose  you'll  think 
I'm  doin'  on  it  to  skear  ye — but  our  denomi- 
nation's tarnal  poor  and  a  big  contribution  is 
jest  what  they're  hankerin'  arter." 

"Oh,  no;  I  cover  you  fifty,  uncle;  we 
ought  to  be  liberal,  you  know,"  and  so  the 
game  went  on  till  finally  the  old  man  re- 
marked, "Wall,  I'd  no  idee  I  had  this  ere 
roll  o'  bills  in  my  pocket— so  you  call,  do  ye? 
— $500  up! — yes,  you  hev  got  three  picters — 
thi'ee  queens  and  a  jack  ?  Well 'tis  kinder 
queer  I  got  tother  queen — haw!  haw!  haw!" 

"Yes,  I'm  sorry  for  you,  but  what  are 
your  other  eai'ds?"  said  the  j'oung  man  tri- 
umphantly. 

"Well,  three  of  'em  ez  kings — why,  darn 
it,  all  that  'ere  pot  o'  money's  mine,  young 
feller!"  said  he,  stretching  out  a  powerful 
paw  and  squeezing  the  bills  out  of  the  hand 
of  the  young  man,,  who  had  already  begun  to 
roll  them  up.  '"Praps,  mister,  you'd  like  to 
take  your  hand  again,"  said  he  to  the  other 
who  had  returned  meantime;  "they  are  goin' 
to  sing  some  sam  tunes  up  stairs  before  goin' 
to  bed  and  I  promised  to  jine  'em." 

There  was  a  blank  look  of  amazement  in 
that  circle  as  he  left,  and  the  thought  forced 
itself  into  more  than  one  mind  of  the  danger 
of  trusting  to  appearance. 
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— On  state  occasions  bis  Excellency  Chin 
Lan  Piu  chalks  his  queue — ueen. 

— "Moonlight,  love,  and  flower  sociables" 
are  a  Western  invention.  Yum.  "  'Twas 
love  amongst  the  roses." 

— The  peanut  crop  falls  short  in  every 
State  this  year.  Should  n't  wonder  if  some- 
thing isn't  going  to  happen. 

— The  First  Light  Dragoons  will  celebrate 
their  twenty-sixth  annual  ball  on  December 
11th  at  Red  Men's  H  .11. 

— In  the  Eastern  States  canal  boats  are 
now  being  tied  up  for  the  winter.  In  Cali- 
fornia they  are  being  furbished  up  to  carry 
the  owner  through  the  mud. 

— "We  raise  our  voice  to  protest  against  a 
proposition  which  has  been  made  to  recon- 
struct society  so  that  a  woman  can,  with 
propriety,  propose  to  a  man  as  well  as  vice 
vena.     We   require   the  present  protection. 

— Alfonso  of  Spain,  it  is  asserted,  has  writ 
ten  to  the  Pope,  asking  his  advice  on  the 
subject  of  contracting  a  second  marriage. 
We  are  not  the  Pope,  but  we  advise  the 
3Toung  man  not  to  marry  a  girl  who  chews 
gum. 

— Poor  Ellie!  It  couldn't  have  been  her! 
It  must  have  been  somebody  else!  Perhaps 
it  was  Mrs. — well,  after  all,  there  mightn't 
have  been  any  Austin  diamonds.  It  may  bo 
it  was  all  a  mistake,  it  may  be  there  was  no 
"Sandy"  Austin. 

— It  is  often  quite  impossible  to  prophesy 
what  a  man  whose  character  is  pretty  well 
formed  will  do  when  fate  forces  him  from 
one  set  of  surroundings  and  places  him 
among  another. — N.  Y.  Telegram.  Yes. 
When  one  sees  the  Savings  Bank  President 
luxuriating  in  the  easy  chair  of  his  office,  it 
is  impossible  to  say  whether  he  will  enjoy  the 
baked  bean  diet  to  which  he  is  gravitating. 

— Madame  Elizabeth  von  Stamwitz,  the 
German  actress  who,  like  Modjeskaand  Jan- 
auscheck,  is  essaying  English  speaking  parts, 
is  a  tall  and  well  formed  brunette  of  the  most 
pronounced  type,  though  in  her  favorite  and 
great  part  of  Messalina  she  dresses  as  a 
blon  le.  Sue  is  just  the  height  of  Mary  An- 
dersou,  but  not  so  spare  in  figure.  Her  Ger- 
man accent  is  less  marked  than  that  of  Mod- 
jeska  or  Janauseheck. 


browse  in  the  thicketh  the  whole    day   long. 

But  the  wise  cow  knoweth  that  quail  shoot- 
ing hath  begun,  and  she  harkeneth  unto  the 
voice  of  wisdom,  which  saith,  Lo,  the  hun- 
ter is  como  anon,  girt  about  with  the  shot 
pouch  and  the  powder  horn,  and  in  his  hand 
he  carrieth  a  weapon,  the  barrel  of  which  be 
doubled. 

And  he  goeth  about  seeking  the  birds  that 
do  run  upon  the  ground  with  exceeding  swift- 
ness, that  he  may  ensnare  them  and  slay 
them  with  the  weapon  and  devour  them,  even 
upon  toast. 

And  the  weapon  goeth  bang  and  ye  hear- 
eth  the  sound  thereof,  and  ye  smelleth  the 
powder,  but  ye  knoweth  not,  nor  doth  any 
man  knoweth  whereunto  the  discharge  ap- 
pertained. 

For  it  flyeth  with  haste  into  the  region  lo- 
cated thereby,  even  into  the  whole  territory 
thereunto  adjacent. 

And  it  falleth  upon  the  cow  and  it  smiteth 
her  sore,  so  that  she  lifteth  up  her  tail  and 
flyeth,  being  sorely  and  grievously  dis- 
pleased. But  the  bird  escapeth  the  wrath 
and  from  a  rail  in  a  remote  corner  of  the 
land  laugheth  he  the  hunter  to  scorn. 

Therefore  has  the  wise  cow  said  in  her 
heart,  I  will  lay  me  down  in  the  home  pas- 
ture and  will  not  go  into  the  thicket,  nay, 
not  for  the  hunter  nor  any  udder  man. 


The  Teachings  of  Experience. 
The  foolish  cow  frisketh  her  tail  and  chew- 
teh    her    cud   and   goeth   forth   with  joy  to 


A  Lawyer  Very  Much  Engaged. 

We  have  in  Washington  a  lawyer  of  some 
prominence  whose  chief  characteristics  are  in 
overpowering  pomposity  of  manner,  and  a 
dislike  of  paying  his  debts.  The  other  day  a 
couple  of  clients  from  out  of  town  were  sitting 
in  his  office,  and  Mr.  D.  was  consulting  with 
them  in  regard  to  a  suit  in  which  they  were 
parties,  then  pending  before  Judge  Carter. 
A  young  man  came  into  the  room,  and  taking 
from  his  pocket  a  bill  file,  handed  Mr.  D.  a 
slip  of  paper.  But  the  crafty  lawyer  mo- 
tioned him  away  with  a  dignified  wave  of  the 
hand,  saying,  "Young  man,  you  seel  am  en- 
gaged. Don't  interrupt  me  now."  The  young 
man  bowed  politely  and  retired. 

Pretty  soon  another  came  in,  and  stepping 
close  to  the  lawyer,  said  in  a  low  tone,  "You 
told  me  to  call  again  this  morning,  Judge, 
md  you'd  settle  that — "  "Oh!  yes,  yes.  I 
forgot;  but  you  will  have  ty  call  again.  I 
am  very  much  engaged  at  present,"  and,  with 
a  profound  bow,  Mr.  D.  escorted  the  collector 
to  the  door. 

Not  long  after,  the  door  opened  again,  and 
the  lawyer  evidently  recognizing  the  person 
who  was  about  to  enter,  stepped  towards  him, 
saying,  "I  am  privately  engaged,  sir,  just  at 
present;  you  had  better  call  again  in  a  week 
or  so." 

The  lawyer  then,  with  a  motion  of  impa- 
tience, locked  the  door  and  returned  to  his 
seat,  remarking  as  he  sat  down:  "People  here, 
in  Washington  think  I've  got  some  influence, 
and  they  me  always  calling  on  me  to  sign 
their — petitions. " 


Where  Ignorance  Was  Not  Bliss. 

In  a  town  near  Boston  there  lives  a  good 
lady  who  suffers  acutely  from  sciatica.  She 
has  consulted  physicians  far  and  near,  but 
has  been  unsuccessful  in  finding  any  cure. 
Not  long  since  she  heard  that  a  man  living 
not  far  away  was  afflicted  with  the  same  dis- 
ease iu  an  agravated  form,  and  it  occurred  to 
her  that  she  would  call  upon  him  and  ask 
whether  he  had  eve'  found  anything  that 
would  avail  to  lessen  its  terrors.  She  did  so, 
and  having  introduced  herself,  stated  her 


errand.  "Do  you,"  she  asked,  "find  any- 
thing that  affords  you  relief  ?''  "Yes,  niarm," 
he  replied,  "two  things."  "  Tivo  things?  Pray 
what  are  they?"  '•Cursing  and  guiearing," 
said  the  invalid.  It  is  added  that  on  her  re- 
turn home  the  good  lady  told  her  husband 
that  she  only  regretted  that  she  could  not 
avail  herself  of  the  this  remedy.  "Not  that 
I  have  any  conscientious  scruples,"  she  said, 
"but  I  don't  know  how." 


Singular. 
An  old  gentleman  went  to  the  railroad  sta- 
tion the  other  day.  He  had  an  old-fashioned 
strap  wallet,  and  taking  it  out  of  his  pocket 
at  the  ticket  window  he  inquired  the  price  of 
a  ticket,  took  the  money  out  and  let  the  wal- 
let hang  by  the  strap  from  between  his  teeth 
while  he  made  the  right  change.  Suddenly 
he  began  prancing  around  the  room,  conster- 
nation in  his  face  and  the  wallet  between  his 
jaws,  looking  everywhere,  under  and  behind 
seats,  and  finally  walking  up  to  the  ticket 
window  again,  he  said:  "Have" — and  down 
dropped  the  long  loot  wallet.  He  was  going 
to  say,  "Have  you  seen  my  wallet?"  "  How 
singular  that  old  people  should  be  so  forget- 
ful," he  remarked,  as  he  quietly  seated  him- 
self in  the  cars. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 
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Nothing  of  a  sufficiently  startling  nature  to 
create  a  ripple  od  the  most  placid  waters  has 
occurred  in  our  theatrical  world  during  the 
past  week.  Considering  the  amount  of  po- 
sitive, comparative,  and  superlative  genius 
which  is  engaged  at  the,  apparently,  vain 
work  of  endeavoring  to  excite  the  enthusiasm 
and  admiration  of  the  public  this  is  most  ex- 
traordinary.    At  the 

California  Theatre 
Miss  Ada  Cavendish  drifted  into  Shakespeare. 
To  that  class  of  critics  who,  like  Betsy  B.  go 
into  raptures  over  Miss  Rose  Wood's  foot, 
there  was  nothing  extraordinary  in  Miss  Ca- 
vendish's representations;  but  to  that  other 
class  who  can  appreciate  a  rendition  which, 
without  ranting,  brings  out  the  subtle  points 
of  the  great  author's  creations,  there  was. 
But  th6  great  excellence  of  Miss  Cavendish's 
acting  only  served  to  bring  into  prominence 
the  utter  incapacity  of  her  support. 

At  Baldwin's 
A  Spanish  adaptation  entitled  "Honi  Soit 
Qui  Mai  Y  Pense"  has  held  the  boards.    The 
text  is  atrocious  and  the   acting   not  much 
better. 


At  the  Bush  Street  Theatre 
Miss  Alice  Oates  and  her  company  have  been 
rollicking  in  that  bright  and  humorous  opera 
bouffe  "The  Princess  of  Trebizonde"  with 
credit  to  themselves  and  pleasure  to  their 
audiences. 


At  the  Standard 
Mr.  Josh  Hart  and  a  constellation  of  stars 
(God  save  the  mark!)  have  been  astonishing 
the  natives.  This  house  is  rapidly  acquiring 
a  reputation  for  vulgarity  behind  the  foot- 
lights, and  fresh  paint  and  nice  upholstery 
before  them. 

Woodward's  Gardens. 

What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 


Ques. 

Mr.  Lawrence  Barrett's  new  play  by  Wm. 
Howell's,  is  pronounced  a  success. 

Mme.  Christine  Nilsson  goes  to  rest  in  Pa- 
ris for  a  month,  after  her  exertions  with  the 
Nilsson-Reeves  troupe. 

John  E.  Owens  ("Solon  Shingle")  is  worth 
over  a  million  dollars.  He  has  been  married 
thirty  years,  and  is  childless. 

Miss  Marion  Booth,  the  niece  of  Edwin 
Booth,  and  who  is  supporting,  the  tragedian 
this  season,  is  not  yet  17  j'ears  old. 

John  T.  Raymond  paid  Mark  Twain  over 
$100,000  as  royalty  on  "The  Gilded  Age." 
Mr.  Raymond  now  owns  the  play  in  fee. 

Mrs.  S.  N.  Pike,  the  widow  of  the  builder 
of  opera  houses,  is  living  in  Paris.  She  at- 
tracts great  attention  with  her  diamonds. 

Fannj'  Kemble's  autobiography,  which  is 
soon  to  be  published,  begins  with  the  au- 
thor's earliest  recollections,  and  ends  with  her 
marriage. 

The  announcement  is  made  that  Mr.  Dion 
Boucieault  is  writing  "A  Study  in  Dramatic 
Construction"  for  the  Fifth  Avenue  Theatre. 
Meanwhile,  Mr.  Booth  continues  to  play  at 
that  house  in  the  standard  drama. 

A  large  number  of  prominent  citizens  of 
Boston  have  added  their  signatures  to  the 
letter  asking  John  Gilbert  to  accept  the  tes- 
timonial performance  to  celebrate  the  con- 
clusion of  his  fiftieth  year  upon  the  stage. 

Miss  Florence  Davenport  the  youngest 
lady  member  of  that  illustrious  family,  will 
soon  go  on  the  stage.  She  is  very  handsome, 
talented  and  is  possessed  of  a  most  superb 
contralto  voice.  One,  Blanche,  is  already  on 
the  lyric  stage. 

In  the  Northwestern  Pennsylvania  Circuit 
for  the  week :  Katherine  Rogers,  in  her  new 
plaj',  "Only  a  Farmer's  Daughter";  Gene- 
vieve Ward,  George  Vandenhoff  and  Milnes 
Levickin  "Henry  VIII.";  Robt.  McWade  in 
"Rip  Van  Winkle,"  and  the  Florences  with 
"The  Mighty  Dollar." 


Mile.  De  Belocca  forms  a  part  of  a  con- 
cert company  now  making  a  tour  of  the 
principal  towns  in  Switzerland,  and  which 
has  already  visited  Geneva,  Lousanne,  Berne, 
etc.  The  song  of  "Psyche"  and  the  air  of 
"Mignon,"  sung  by  her,  especially  delighted 
her  audiences. 


Use  SLAVEN'S 

Tosemite  Cologne! 
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SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


A  limited  number  of  complete  second  vol- 
umes of  the  Wasp  may  be  purchased  at  the 
business  office,  602  California  Street. 


Stock  Indicator  Oyster  and  Lunch  House, 
Leidesdorff  street,  bet.  Pine  and  California, 
below  the  Pacific  Stock  Board.  Oysters  in  all 
styles,  served  from  6  A.  M.  to  6  P.  M.  New 
York  Butter  Cakes  will  be  sold  only  at  the 
old  stand,  519  California  street,  uuder  Cali- 
fornia Market.         J.  H.  Burns,  Jr.,  Prop. 


Something  News. 

Recipes  for  compounding  any  kind  of  Li 
quors,  Syrup3  and  Cordials — the  latest  inven- 
tion. Also  a  complete  stock  of  essences  and 
oils  on  hand.  Havana  Cigar  flavor  a  special- 
ty. Ph.  Cohen,  326  Clay  Street. 


Chew  Jackson's  best  Sweet  Navy  Tobacco. 


"And    they  shall  lay 
hands  on  the  sick,   and 
they  shall  recover." 
Christ  in  Mark  XVI- 18. 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


"The  promise  is  unto 
you,  and  to  your  child- 
ren, and  to  all  that  are 
afar  off."  Peter  in 
Acts  11-39. 


Those  who  are  sick  "and  need  a  phyisician"  are  advised  to  call  upon  Professor  J.  D.  McLennan,  the 
celebrated  healer,  No.  220  Stt  ckt  >n  street,  San  Francisco.  He  has  cured  hundreds  in  this  city,  most  of  them 
ladies  and  gentlemen  of  high  standing  in  society,  whose  testimonials  are  furnished  on  application  at  the 
office.  The  Professor  is  a  Natural  Healer,  and  performs  his  wonderful  cures  without  medicines.  Phy- 
sicians having  in  charge  cases  that  baffle  their  skill,  and  resist  the  potency  of  drugs  will  confer  a  blessing 
on  such  by  recommending  them  to  this  wonderful  man. 

Dr.  C.  E.  Davis,  M.  D.,  of  St.  Helena,  Cal.,  says:  "After  four  days  treatment  I  am  entirely  relieved.  I 
have  now  a  good  appetite  and  feel  well.     I  consider  Dr.  McLennan  a  marvelous  healer." 

From  Dr.  J.  L.  Wilburt,  D.  D.  S.,  703  Market  street,  San  Francisco:  "We  know  something  of  Dr.  Mc 
Lennau's  institution  by  personal  experience.  *  **  Its  medicine,  which  consists  mainly  of  the  laying  on 
of  hands,  is  delightful  and  refreshing.     It  soothes  and  invigorates." 

From  the  Kev.  Jno.  Tyerman,  of  Australia:  "Evidently  there  is  no  better  magnetic  healer  in  the  whole 
world  than  Dr.  J.  D.  McLennan  of  San  Francisco,  Cal.  Praise  only  drops  from  the  lips  of  thosa  who  Lave 
been  under  his  treatment." 

From  the  San  Francico  Chronicle  of  July  20,  1878:  "A  "Worker  of  Wonders.  He  caBteth  the  devils  out  of 
a  Chronicle  reporter." 

From  the  Sun  Francisco  Evening  Post  of  August  1,  1878:  "The  truly  wonderful  success  which  Dr.  J.  D. 
McLennan  is  meeting  with  in  the  cure  of  difficult  and  complicated  diseases,  is  both  startling  and  extraor- 
dinary. *  *  He  is  enabled  to  effect  cures  which  have  defied  all  other  methods  of  treatment,  and  his 
rooms  are  thronged  daily  with  patients  anxioxis  to  secure  his  aid." 

From  the  Dominion  Press,  Oak.,  August  22,  1878:  "And  we  therefore  have  no  hesitation  in  recommend- 
ing him  to  our  friends  who  may  be  so  unfortunate  as  to  need  his  assistance." 

Besides  the  above,  I  can  refer  with  pleasure  to  the  following  prominent  gentlemen  that  have  been  under 
my  treatment;  Gov.  A.  P.  R.  Saffords,  of  Arizona;  Judge  S.  P.  Hall,  of  San  Francisco;  Judge  L.  L.  Pratt, 
San  Francisco;  Judge  Currey,  San  Francisco;  and  over  one  thousand  and  six  hundred  others. 

N.  B. — Dr.  J.  D.  McLennan,  V.  M.  D.,  is  permanently  located  at  No.  220  Stockton  street,  San  Francisco 
to  whom  all  communications  should  be  addressed,     Consultation  personally  or  by  letter  free, 
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lions.  Alexander  s.  Dc  Wolowski, 

The  well-known  piauist  and  vocalist,  honoi-- 
ary  member  of  the  principal  Philharmonic 
Societies,  reopens  courses  and  classes  for 
piano  and  singing,  for  opera,  parlor  and  con- 
certs, by  his  new  simplified  method,  the 
shortest  and  best  in  existence,  saving  years  of 
practice  to  beginners,  reading  music  at  sight 
and  training  the  voice  to  its  highest  culture. 
Musical  time  by  his  new  invention.  At  Al- 
bemarle House,  No.  8  Mason  St. 


DonsnsroiJLY's 

YEAST  POWDER 

FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 
Ask    Your     Grocer    For    It 


Sold  Very  Cheap 


Bartlett's  Auction  Salesroom, 

No.  3  DUPONT  ST.,  near  Market, 

Those  desirous  of  procuring  nice  selections  of 
Standard  and  Miscellaneous  Works  will  never  have 
a  better  opportunity  to  select  from  so  good  an  assoat- 
ment  and  at  less  rates.         BARTLETT  &  CO., 

dec7-5t  Auctioneers. 


KAST'S 


CORNER  MARKET  AND  DUPONT  STREETS, 

Just  received  the  Latest  PARIS  Fall  and  Winter 
styles  of 

Ladies  and  Gent's  Boots. 

nov9-3mos 


MERCER'S 

Marsh  Mallow  Candy 

FACfORY, 

WHOLESALE   AND    RETAIL, 

No.  17  POWELL  ST.,  opj).  Baldwin's  Hotel,  San 
Francisco. 

Branch  of  518  KEARNY    STREET. 

G5!"Special   Attention  paid  to  Country  Orders. Jj*2 


A.  MoeBeth.  J.  Gollan. 

MacBETH  &  GOLLAN, 


tftrchnt  Tailors 

633  Washington  St, 

Between  Montgomery  and  Kearny  Sts. 
nov9-'2inos. 


OSS' 


MILLINERY  EMPORIUM, 

UNDEE  THE  BALDWIN. 
nov9-lni 


GOLQMA  VINEYARD. 

Constantly  on 
hand 

WINES  &  BRANDIES, 

Burgundy, 

Muscat,     Catawba, 

BED,   WHITE, 
and     otber     WINES. 

Robert  Chalmers,  Coloma. 

FOE  SALE  BY 

ROBERT    23.  E  !■.!., 

General  Agent  for  San  Francisco,  also 
Dealer  in 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors, 

112  Snnsome  Street, 


San  Francisco. 


Candies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!     Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

D-  O.AJ3firg*  <3fc  CO.. 

"Wholesale     and    Retail    Confectioners, 
107  MONTGOMERY  STREET. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  our  immense 
assortment  of,  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates.  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal,  Orders  from  the  interior  promply  and  care- 
fully attended  to.  Broken  Candy,  15  cents  a  pound. 
Mixed  Candy,  20  cents  a  pound. 


Henry  Ahrens.         Henry  Tietjen.         Th.  v.  Borstel. 

CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  -AJhrens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 

602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  BEST  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 


Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men,  ■ 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  THIRD  YEAR! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -         -     $4  per"  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

UP"A11   Postmasters  are   Agents.      Liberal    Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 

<f»C    4-rt  <EO/~\  per  day  at  home.    Samples  worth  $5  free. 
<pO    LU  <p£KJ  Adureaa  stishom  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


Grand  Headquarters. 

MUSIC  BOXES 

—FOE- 
HOLIDAY,  BIRTHDAY,  AND  WEDDINC  PRESENTS. 

M.  J.  PAILLARD  &  CO. 

Manufacturers  and  Importers 

120  SUTTEE  STREET,  San  Francisco, 

080  Broadway,  New  York,         St.  Croix,  Switzerland. 

Music  Boxes  and  Orchestrions 

REPAIRED. 
nov23-2mos 

Mrs.  F.  De  Courcy, 

IVIIX.  LINER 

And  Importer  of 

FINE    MILLINERY    GOODS, 

140*  142  Sixth  St.,  bet.  Howard  and  Natom  a,  S.  F. 
uov9-2mos 

HIBERNIA 

BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between    8th    and    9th    Streets, 

M.  NUN  AN,  Proprietor. 

O.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  K.  KELLY 

SULLIYAN,  KELLY  &  CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS.  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 


In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,   CANVAS- 
SEES  for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 

|*H~\T  T*l  All>'  worker  can  make  $12  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
VTwJJl^  Outfit  free.     Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 

BACK    NUMBERS 


ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  tbeir  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. "We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 

A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block, 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Boom  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 
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WM.  E.  LANE, 

I lumber  &  ias  lite 


All  Orders  Promptly  attended  to. 


REPAIRING  WORK  A  SPECIALTY. 


"Work  done  at  reasonable  rates  and  guaranteed. 


505  KEARNY  ST.,  near    California. 

R.HOE&GO. 

New  York  and  London. 


SAN  FRANCISCO  AGENCY, 

TATUM  &  BOWEN, 

3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market, 

Where  will  be  found  Presses  of  the  latest  ImproTed 
styles.    The  GREAT  SUPERIORITY  of  our 

iaifhograpli 


Is  admitted  by  all  -who  have  availed  themselves  of 
Messrs.  Bosqui  «fc  Co's  generous  invitation  to  witness 
the  working  of  the  Machine  we  recently  furnished 
tiicm. 


We  have  a  large  stock  of 


Second    Hand    Presses ! 

— VERY  CHEAP— both  of  our  own  and  other  Manu- 
facture, all  put  in  thorough  order  and  the  latter,  in 
many  cases  better  than  when  new. 


Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 

OFFICERS: 

Pbesident M.  D.  SWEENT 

Vice-Pbesident CD.  O'SULLIVNA 

TRUSTEES- 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,         Gus.   Touchard, 

Jt.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donotme,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Tkeasdhkb EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attobney , RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  aent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  U,  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  $2.50  upward.     Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
jnly21-tf  ' 


$66 


a  week  in  your  own  town.  Terms  and  35  outfit  free, 
dress  H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


Lel'evr*  lilng,  #1. 


bet  ofbtuda,  #1. 


LThe  fttiahj  Stud,  ji. 


Let'evre  Eur  l>rou»,  #1. 


THE  ONLY  PERFECT  FAC-SIMILE  OF  THE  REAL  DIAMOND  IN  THE  WORLD. 


Pronounced  by  the  Academy  of  France  that  M.  Lefevre  has  v 
The  basis, of  these  gems  are  pure  crystals  found  In  the  Sierra  Ne 


Uy  obtained  artificially  the  true  diamond. 
—  .Sevadas.  from  whence  they  are  exported 
to  the  Lefevre  Laboratory  in  Paris,  France,  where  they  are  submitted  to  a  chemical  and  voltaic  process, 
BY  WHICH   TIIEIK    SUltFACES   ARE    COVERED   WITH   A    COATIXO    OF  PURE   DIAMONDS, 

Imparting  to  them  all  the  Bkilltawcy,  Hardness,  and  refractive  qualities  of  the  natural  diamond,  and 
making  them  as  desirable  for  Wear,  Brilliancy,  and  Bonurr.  as  the  veritable  gems  themselves. 
The  Ring,  Studs,  and  Ear  Drops,  as  displayed  in  this  announcement,  are  accurate  engravings  of 
SOLID  GOLD  MOUOTnTGS,  CONTAINING  THE  WONDESm  LEFEVEE  DIAMOND,  warranted  Ij  certificate  V.  S.  Mint  assay. 
fill  PCPCIDT  OC  AUC  nfll  I  AD  we  Will  send  free,  by  Rkristkrfp  Maii,.  to  any  address 
UW  ntOCIrl  UT  URL  VULLHI1  in  America,  either  article  ns  ahove  represented.  Our 
'Book  on  Diamonds,"  with  illustrations  of  artistic  Diamond  Jewelry  In  solid  (14  k.)  gold,  mailed  free. 

Trmve  seen  Tnnnr  Imitations  of  diamonds,  hnt  neremnv  thnt  could  eqnnl  the  Left rre  Rrilllnnt.— M.  F.LLROY.  Stamford.  Conn. 

I  am  In  receipt  of  n  pair  of  the  Wonderful  T.efevrc  Ear  Drops,  for  one  dollar,  lo  say  that  I  am  pleaded  with  them  hardly  lilla  iho 
bill,  they  are  simply  rlep.int.  —  ANDREW  MORRIS.  Hornet  Uville.  N.  T. 

The  Wonderful  I.efevre  Diamond  Ring,  for  one  dollar,  came  to  hnnd  this  morning.  It  lo  rrallr  elegant,  giving  entire  satisfaction, 
and  eliciting  wonder  and  admiration  from  nil  who  see  It.— W.  H.  RF.FDY,  Mnrtlnshiirc.  TC.  Yn".  __ 

The  Lcrevrc  Diamonds,  monnted  In  dolld  gold,  are  truly  marrelfins.— R.  F.  AVKBT  -t  ROXR.  Home  und  Varm.  Lonlsrffic.  Kj. 

The  eminently  successful  experiments  of  M.  Lefcvro  silences  all  doubt  or  the  artlQcial  reproduction  of  the  true  diamond,— 
H.  DU  FRF.NOY.thJS  emu  French  Scientist. 

The  LeTcvre  Diamond  most  effectually  distorts  the  Blnnrttera  of  the  possessors  of  costly  gems.— Journal  of  Science. 
'  BST  We  guarantee  the  "Wonderful  Lefevre  Diamonds  for  One  Dollar  to  he  mounted  in  Solid  (I old, 
and  will  cheerfully  refund  the  money  if  found  unsatisfactory.    Address  all  orders  to  the  «. 

AMERICAN  JEWELRY  C0MPANY,«5  Arcade,  CINCINNATI,  0. 

The   American  Jewelry  Company  is  c.  prompt  and  reliable  honu. 


NOTICE. 


The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicious  nature  will 
be  published  by  this  paper. 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 
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San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  ilt.  iu 


Commencing  MONDAY,  NOV.  11th,  1«7S, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Bunts 
will  leave  San  Francisco: 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


3Af)  P.  If.  DAILY.  [Sundays  includod|  Steamer  "Junes  M. 
•  \s\J  Donahue,"  [Washington.  Street  Wharf),  connecting  witl. 
Mu.il  mid  Express  train  ut  Donahue,  fur  Pelnluma,  Sun  In  RoSA, 
Hesldsbara;,  Clovordale  and  way  stations.  Making  Staye  con- 
nections at  Lake  villi)  for  Sonam-t;  ut  Oeyservillc  for  bJcagg'e 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakcport,  Mendocino  City. 
ami  lite  i;i'\>(_.r-i. 

tC  J), Connection  a  made  at  Fulton  on  following'  mornim*  for  Kor 
bel'B,  Guemevilleand  the  Redwoods.    Sundays  excepted. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  11.00  A.  M.J 


ir/J^Frciirlit  received  from  7  A.  M.  to   2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 

A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN,     P.  E.  DOUGHERTY. 
Geu.  Manager.        Sup't.  Gen.  P.  &.T.  Ag't 


O,  HICKS  <3c  CO., 

BOOK  BINDERS 

AND 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543   Clay  Street 

SAN  FKANCISCO. 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  "Warts,  Moles,   effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Cbiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   ftEIURD,   from  Paris, 

■S38  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
Btairs. 

B.  S.  BUENS, 

.  Agent  far 

T  fa©  Hint  rated  Wasp 

Office  in  E.  P.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth  Street,   between   J  and   K, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 

JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 
Newspaper,  Beak^JlobPrmters 

409  "Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Markel 
Review,  Califoruia  Horticulturist,  San  Franciscc 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  eto. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-tf 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 
FREE 

Mome  &£d!  Intelligence  Mwzeen 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOR  ANX  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours*  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 


"wholesale  dea7^-^;  •- 


f,     22U22^Ffi0NTSTR^ 
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r  mm  ' 
MM 


EVERY    SATURDAY     jf-SH4- 


PRICE  IDC1:? 


«»  »'  I--1  C  E  ; 


BOa.CALIFORXIA      ST 

=  N.W.  COR    OF  KEARNY    ST  ^   - 


SsnErsnclsco.  December J4-TH 1-878  byth^^TbuThe"^^^"^ 

-'Will    luugwLW,   wwybuiuKi    J    i      .      A  w  a  w  >  ,.  ^ 


WASP. 
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Published  every  Saturday, 


602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCEIBEKS 
Thirty-five  cents  per  month  delivered  by  carrier 
Single  copies,  ten  cents'. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY    IN  ADVANCE) 

(Postage  Free) 

One  Year        ....  $4.00 

Six  Months  -  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -      -  $1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUEOPE: 
^Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -         -         -         -        $5.00 
Six  Months       -  $2.50 

Three  Months       -  -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
*Jews  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  The  Editor,  602  Cali- 
fornia street,  San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  DECEMBER  14,  1878. 

"  'Gainst  the  wrong  thai  needs  redressing, 
For  the  weak,  the  strong  oppressing." 

The  Reverend  Mr.  Woodbridge  is  of  opin- 
ion that  "California's  Peril"  arises  from  a 
"lack  of  religious  principle  and  a  proper  re- 
gard for  the  teachings  of  Christianity."  H'm. 
That's  so;  "we  want  a  few  more  good  people 
— like  Duncan. 


P.  T.  Barnt/m  was  elected  to  the  Connecticut 
House  of  Representatives  at  the  recent  election,  and 
now  when  he  speaks  of  "The  Greatest  Show  on 
Earth,"  it  is  not  known  which  one  he  means. — Norr. 
Herald,  Dec.  14. 

Just  so,  Mr.  "Williams.  That  one  "was  in 
Noah's  Ark.  It  occupied  the  next  berth  to 
ourselves;  consequently,  when  we  say  that  it 
was  then  bald-headed  and  toothless,  and  suf- 
fering from  rheumatism,  chronic  bronchitis, 
and  other  ills  attendant  upon  old  age,  we 
know  whereof  we  speak.  How  on  earth  that 
venerable  and  chaste  thought  has  managed 
to  survive  all  these  years  we   can't  imagine. 


OCR  GREATNESS  IN  CROOKEDNESS. 

THE    PUBLIC  SERVICE. 

In  other  and  less  favored  countries  where 
public  officials  are  regarded  in  the  light  of 
employees  or  servants,  and  are  not  permitted 
to  assume  the  character  of  governing  mag- 
nates, it  is  customary  for  the  government  to 
have  an  establishment  called  the  "Civil  Ser- 
vice." This  is  divided  up  into  as  many 
branches  as  there  are  departments  of  the  go- 
vernment and  the  whole  forms  a  compact  or- 
ganized body  to  obey,  but  not  to  question, 
the  will  of  the  people  as  expressed  through 
the  people's  representatives  and  ministers. 

Young  men  enter  this  service  fresh  from 
the  hands  of  the  schoolmaster,  having  first 
passed  an  examination  designed  as  a  crucial 
test  of  their  fitness  for  such  employment. 
They  commence  in  the  lowest  position  and 
at  the  lowest  salary;  they  are  told  that,  ac- 
cording as  they  are  capable,  attentive,  and 
faithful  in  the  discharge  of  their  duties,  they 
will  be  promoted.  They  know  that  they  oc- 
cupy their  positions  for  life  (during  good 
conduct  of  course)  quite  irrespective  of  which 
political  party  is  in  the  ascendancy.  They 
care»not  for  parties  or  politics;  they  are  not 
permitted  to  vote,  and  they  don't  want  to 
enter  into  intrigues  with  politicians;  they 
don't  want  to  use  whatever  little  influence 
their  position  gives  them  to  help  one  party 
up  and  another  down.  They  surrendered 
their  political  rights  to  the  people  when  they 
became  the  servants  of  the  people.  They 
obtained,  in  return  therefor,  employment 
for  life  at  a  fair  but  not  extravagant  rate  of 
remuneration.  They  are  not  like  a  ward- 
striker  who,  after  years  of  wire-pulling,  has 
succeeded  in  getting  a  Post  Office  or  a  Cus- 
tom House;  they  don't  require  to  amass  a 
fortune  during  their  four  years  tenure  of  of- 
fice, because  they  hold  for  life.  And  when 
they  are  dishonest  or  negligent  in  the  per- 
formance of  their  duties  they  are,  having  no 
political  friends  to  shield  them,  promptly 
"fired  out." 

The  consequence  of  this  is  when  an  elec- 
tion is  held,  the  decision  of  the  people  is  not 
a  matter  of  doubt;  the  voice  of  the  majority 
is  not  smothered  beneath  the  voice  of  the 
minority  (assisted  by  the  servants  who  are 
paid  by  both).  That  is  what  we  would  de- 
fine to  be  self-government,  but  then  perhaps 
self-government  is  not  Republicanism! 

What  is  Republicanism  ?  We  have  atten- 
tively studied  this  subject  for  some  time  past 
and  we  have  come  to  the  conclusion  that  the 
average  American  doesn't  know  what  Republi- 
canism is.  We  will  go  farther  than  that  and 
say  that  we  have  been  driven  to  the  conclu- 
sion that  even  the  higher  intellect  of  America 
does  not  know  what  Republicanism  is.  Let 
us  take  an  example :  Frank  Pixley  is  admit- 
tedly one  of  the  ablest  writers  on  this  Coast; 
he  is  a  man  of  thought,  of  ideas,  and  of  cul- 
ture; yet  a  casual  perusal  of  his  writings 
must  convince  any  person  that  he  has  not  the 
most  remote  conception  of  what  real  Repub- 
licanism is.  He  uses  the  word  as  a  term  to 
designate  the  government  of  tne  United  Sta- 
tes.    He   shrieks   it   out,  as  an  angry  parrot 


would,  two  or  three  times  a  week,  yet  he 
seems  to  exist  in  utter  ignorance  of  the 
fact  that  the  word  Republicanism  signi- 
fies a  grand  system  of  self-government.  A 
system  which  could  not  and  would  not  toler- 
ate the  insolent  dictation  of  office  holders 
(public  servants),  or  of  great  corporations 
which  have  grown  fat  upon  the  public  pap. 
He,  this  representative  American,  groupes  the 
foreign  born  residents  in  a  body  and  rails  at 
them  because  they  don't  understand  Repub- 
lican institutions.  He  does  this  utterly  un- 
conscious of  the  fact  that  the  more  intelli- 
gent portion  of  the  foreign  born  population 
are  the  only  people  in  the  country  who  really 
understand,  or  have  tried  to  understand, 
what  Republicanism  is.  Here  in  America 
we  have  been  grasping  at  the  shadow  and 
missing  the  reality.  England,  with  her  roy- 
alty and  nobility,  is  to-da'y  nearer  to  true 
Republicanism  than  we  are.  In  Berlin, 
Paris,  or  London,  it  is  no  uncommon  thing 
for  a  young  sprig  of  nobility,  who  can  trace 
his  pedigree  clear  back  to  the  time  when  men 
ate  with  their  fingers,  to  be  placed  in  the  Po- 
lice Court  dock  and  fined  for  his  disorderly 
carouse,  just  the  same  as  the  meanest  peas- 
ant. Here  the  coachmen  of  our  tin-pot  aris- 
tocracy nuy  break  the  law  and  escape  scot 
free. 


THE  SITUATION  IN  EUROPE. 

So  far  the  Wasp  has  maintained  a  dignified 
silence  in  regard  to  those  complications 
which  are  disturbing  the  midnight  dreams  of 
European* statesmen  and  diplomats.  In  this 
respect  the  our  course  forms  a  marked  con- 
trast when  compared  with  that  of  our  enter- 
prising and  influential  contemporaries  the 
Chronicle,  Call,  Alia,  Post,  and  News  Letter. 
The  reasons  which  have  lead  to  this  singular 
silence  on  our  part  are  multifarious  and 
would  be  uninteresting  to  the  public,  hence 
we  restrain  ourselves  from  publishing  them. 
But  the  time  has  now  arrived  for  us  to  throw 
off  the  cloak  of  silent  inactivity  and  speak 
out  in  thunder  tones  which  shall  shake  the 
civilized  universe  from  its  centre  to  its  cir- 
cumference; which  shall  create  in  St.  Peters- 
burg, in  London,  in  Paris,  in  Berlin,  and  in 
Alameda,  such  an  excitement  as  has  never 
been  seen  since  the  time  when  President 
Hayes'  grandfather  lay  sick  of  the  measles. 
For  the  purpose  of  giving  emphasis  to  our 
words  we  have  laid  in  a  supply  of  the  identi- 
cal ink  which  the  Chronicle  has  used  in  ex- 
posing and  frustrating  the  plans  of  Beacons- 
field,  and  holding  the  British  army,  with  all 
its  pomp  and  brag,  in  check.  We  have  ob- 
tained and  ample  quantity  of  the  identical 
type  with  which  the  News  Letter  has  decima- 
ted the  ranks  of  the  Czar's  armies  and  showed 
up  the  plans  of  Gortschakoff.  We  are  there- 
fore in  a  position  to  speak  out  and  to  speak 
no  idle  words  either.  We  are  in  a  position 
to  use  language  which  will  make  the  Czar 
shake  as1  though  suffering  from  the  ague;  and 
which  will  make  the  Queen  feel  a  cold  chill 
running  down  her  back  bone. 

It  is  our  intention  to  show  the  world  that 
the  Israelite,  with(out?)  guile,  who  as  "Diz- 
zy" climbed  the  rugged  path  of  ambition, 
when  he  had  gained  the  highest  pinnacle   of 
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fame  instead  of  becoming  still  more  "Dizzy" 
actually  bad  the  assurance  to  calmly  become 
Lord  Beaconsfield,  Knight  of  the  Garter. 
We  propose  to  show  to  the  world  that  Gort- 
schakoff  is  an  avaricious  old  miser  who  hangs 
on  to  life  just  to  spite  the  undertakers,  and 
that  he  would,  if  he  could,  bring  the  whole 
world — except  the  saud-lot — beneath  his 
master's  rule.  We  are  resolved  to  exhibit 
Andrassy  in — but  right  here  the  thought 
comes  to  us  that  we  had  better  wait  until  af- 
ter the  holidays  are  over.  It  would  perhaps 
be  wrong  to  disturb  society  before  it  has  di- 
gested its  Christmas  pie  and  cake. 


base  ball,  because  when  heated  with  the  game 
one  is  liable  to  throw  off  his  coat  and  so  ex- 
pose himself. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration. "1 
THE  BASE  BALL  STASIA. 

The  great  men  of  every  country  and  every 
age  have  been  attached  to  some  particular 
amusement.  The  Emperor  Julius  Caasar 
loved  to  play  "Kiss  in  the  Ring"  with  the 
Roman  maidens.  Charlemange  always  spent 
his  spare  moments  thumping  his  wife.  Alex- 
ander, the  Great,  when  not  otherwise  occu- 
pied, could  always  be  fbund  firing  boiled 
onions  at  a  statue  of  his  mother-in-law  in  the 
back  yard.  The  first  Napoleon  was  passion- 
ately fond  of  playing  croquet  with  his  next 
door  neighbor's  cat.  The  Duke  of  Welling- 
ton was  a  skillful  leader  in  "Simon  says 
thumbs  up."  And  George  Washington  ex- 
celled in  "Aunt  Sally."  This  trait  is  also 
observable  in  modern  celebrities.  Gen- 
eral Grant  is  said  to  be  an  adept  at  "I  spy" 
(the  whisky  ring,  etc.)  General  McMahon  is 
a  first  class  hand  at  "Eating  the  Leek." 
Bismarck  can't  be  beat  at  a  lager  beer  and 
pretzel  seance.  Beaconsfield  is  all  there  at 
"Fooling  the  Crowd."  Gladstone  can't  be 
beat  at  "Treeing  the  Coon" — that  is,  he  is  a 
better  hand  at  cutting  down  the  tree  than 
even  George  Washington  was,  but  he  seldom 
gets  the  coon.  Andrassy  can  skate  like  a 
frostbitten  Laplander.  While  "Our  Denis" 
can  put  away  corn  beef  and  cabbage  in  a 
manner  which  would  frighten  a  Thug. 

Looking  over  this  record  of  the  manner  in 
which  great  minds  find  relief  and  relaxation, 
we  can  thoroughly  understand  and  appreci- 
ate the  present  "Base  Ball  Mania."  We 
only  wonder  why  it  hasn't  spread  farther. 

We  wonder  why  General  MeConib  hasn't 
hurled  a  ball  of  wrath  at  the  base  nose  of 
the  base  writer  who  shoves  those  base  edi- 
torials on  him. 

We  wonder  why  Dr.  Hemphill, et  at,  don't 
hurl  a  ball  of  fire  and  brimstone  at  those  base 
people  who  don't  basely  steal  from,  or  lie 
about,  their  neighbors.  And  who  basely  re- 
fuse to  contribute  toward  the  "propogation 
of  the  gospel." 

And  finally  we  wonder  why  Colonel  Post 
don't  hurl  a  fish  ball  at  the  Sacramento  man 
who  writes  him  those  sycophantic  letters 
about  the  Constitutional  Convention — and 
every  other  topic  under  the  sun. 

We  started  out,  however,  to  convey 
some  original  hints  as  to  the  manner  in 
which  base  ball  should  be  played,  but  we 
find  we  have  forgotten  them.  We  are,  there- 
fore, compelled  to  allow  the  opportunity  pass 
with  the  simple  suggestion  that  it  is  always 
advisable  to  wear  a  clean  shirt  when  playing 


[See  Illustration  on  First  Page."] 
A  NEW  ENTERPRISE. 

San  Francisco  is  gradually  assuming  a 
foremost  position  amongst  the  cities  of  the 
earth.  She  has  now  attained  the  disting- 
uished elevation  of  possessing  the  inventor 
of  the  original  prize  feline  sausages. 

A  great  deal  of,  what  seems  to  us,  unne- 
cessary fuss  has  been  made  over  the  discov- 
ery that  sausages  are  made  out  of  the  meat 
of  deceased  cats.  The  Wasp,  ever  ready  to 
battle  with  bigotry  and  prejudice,  wants  to 
know  why  is  this  thus  ? 

Why  Bhoukl  the  person,  who  will  eat 
stewed  rabbit,  object  to  sausages  made  of 
dead  cats  ?  Simply  because  tradition  doesn't 
tell  him  that  cat  sausages  are  all  right. 
There  is  where  we  all  stick.  Old  supersti- 
tions compass  us  about. 

Somewhere  like  thirty  or  forty  years  ago  a 
proposal  to  devote  a  sum  of  the  public  mo- 
nies to  making  experiments  in  electricity  was 
laughed  out  of  the  United  States  Congress. 
The  wise  heads  of  the  day  thought  the 
scheme  was  chimerical.  They  stuck  at  the 
same  ditch  so  many  of  us  of  the  present  gen- 
eration are  falling  into — prejudice. 

"A  rose  by  any  other  name  will  smell  as 
sweet."  The  fallacy  of  that  statement  has 
received  a  singular  illustration  in  this  matter. 
The  examining  epicures  of  the  late  Mechanics 
Fair  awarded  a  medal  (gold  or  leather,  we 
know  not  which)  to  the  maker  of  these  new 
Bausages.  The  epicures  tasted  of  them  un- 
der the  belief  that  they  were  made  of  pork 
and  thought  the  flavor  delightful;  and  now 
months  after,  when  they  find  that  those  sau 
sages  were  made  of  cat's  meat,  they  turn  sick 
and  puke.  What  for  ?  At  prejudices;  be- 
cause their  mammas  didn't  teach  them  that 
sausages  made  of  cats  meat  were  good.  It 
was  the  name  of  the  rose  which  smelt  sweet, 
consequently  when  the  name  was  changed  so 
was  the  perfume. 

At  the  same  time  candor  compells  us  to 
admit,  in  conclusion,  that  we  don't  eat  feline 
sausages  ourselves. 


which  this  person  has  not  sprang  into  as 
naturally  as  a  pig  springs  into  a  mud  puddle. 
He  never  discovers  any  wrong,  but  he  is  a 
first-class  band  to  claim  any  credit  which 
may  be  attached  to  such  discovery.  Besides 
he  appears  to  be  so  much  in  his  element 
when  surrounded  by  filth  and  dirt,  that  we 
have  no  doubt  that  it  would  be  a  great  diffi- 
culty for  him  to  keep  quiet. 

In  this  case  it  was  mentioned  by  the  pa- 
pers that  the  citizen  whose  name  was  invol- 
ved was  a  prominent  one.  This  of  course 
meant  that  he  was  a  man  of  means;  "a  leche- 
rous, slimy,  etc."  No  better  chance  to  manu- 
facture capital  could  be  asked.  And  so  a 
committee  was  appointed  by  the  Sand-lots  to 
investigate  the  matter;  what  the  Sand-lots 
had  to  do  with  the  matter  we  are  at  a  loss  to 
know;  and  we  are  quite  sure  that,  had  the 
citizen  whose  name  was  involved  been  al- 
luded to  as  that  of  an  obscure  man,  the  Sand- 
lotj  would  have  taken  good  care  to  keep 
aloof  from  the  transaction. 

The  Wasp  can  be  engaged  in  no  more  con- 
genial work,  than  that  of  exposing  every- 
thing which  savors  of  sham  and  hypocracy. 
The  class  of  people  whom  the  Sand-lots  claim 
to  represent  are  no  more  virtuous  and  honest 
than  their  neighbors  The  back  streets  of 
this  city  stink  with  profligacy  and  drunken- 
ness, and  form  the  proper  field  for  the  eni- 
tial  labors  of  the  Sand-lot. 


MAGGIE  McFARLAND'S  CASE. 

There  was  something  exquisitely  touching 
in  the  action  of  the  Sand-lots  last  Sunday  in 
reference  to  the  Maggie  McFarland  case. 
Surrounded  as  we  are  by  so  much  wickedness 
in  this  depraved  world,  we  were  at  first  re- 
joiced to  find  that  there  exists  a  large  organ- 
ization of  righteous  men  whose  presence  will 
save  us  from  the  fate  of  Sodom  and  Gomorrah. 

Our  readers  will  perhaps  recollect  that 
something  like  ten  days  ago  an  application 
was  made  to  the  Probate  Court,  for  Letters  of 
Guardianship  to  the  above  named  child,  by 
Mr.  Hunter.  It  was  darkly  hinted  by  the 
papers  that  the  name  of  a  prominent  citizen 
was  unpleasantly  involved  in  the  matter. 
Immediately  the  somewhat  extensive  ears  of 
th  e  modern  Hercules,  Our  Denis,  pricked 
up.  No  dirty,  filthy  scandal  has  come  to 
light  in  this  community  for  some  time   past 


TSee  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 

OUR  PUBLIC  PARKS. 

The  Public  Parks  of  San  Francisco  are  a 
disgrace.  They  are  laid  out  without  the 
semblance  of  design  or  taste.  Of  trees  and 
flowers  they  contain  next  to  none.  Every- 
thing about  them  is  slovenly  and  dirty.  In- 
stead of  being  crowded  with  females  and  their 
babbling  prattling  young  we  find  nobody 
there  but  dirty,  filthy,  beer  bummers,  and 
other  social  and  political  reformers.  We 
never  see  the  convalescent  victim  of  sickness 
recruiting  health  and  spirits  amid  the  flowers 
and  shrubs.  In  the  first  place,  if  he  went 
there,  the  company  he  would  be  obliged  to 
keep  would  tend  towards  bringing  on  a  re- 
lapse, and  in  the  second  place  flowers  and 
shrubs  are  so  scarce  that  no  invalid  would 
be  equal  to  the  task  of  finding  them.  We 
never  see  the  student  stretching  his  limbs 
and  catching  from  nature  fresh  vigor  and 
animation.     Perhaps  it  isn't  Republican  ? 


THE  FRENCH   BANK. 


The  decision  of  the  Supreme  Court  in  the 
case  involving  the  French  Bank  will  be  re- 
ceived by  all  right  minded  men  with  feelings 
of  satisfaction.  We  could  scarcely  believe  it 
was  possible,  under  the  laws  of  any  civilized 
community,  for  a  few  skillful  manipulators 
to  boldly  take  a  corporate  body  by  the  throat 
and  rob  it  of  its  property.  We  do  not  propose 
impunging  the  motives  of  Judge  Dwinelle, 
but  at  the  same  time  it  cannot  be  denied  that 
his  decision  was  an  outrage.  An  outrage 
which  the  Supreme  Court  has  robbed  of  its 
more  material  effects,  but  none  the  less  an 
outrage  for  that.  The  people  whose  property 
was  at  stake — the  people  who  constituted  the 
Bank — have  been  put  to  a  great  expense  for- 
no  earthly  reason.  The  claim  which  was 
brought  against  them  was  the  claim  of  the 
highwayman. 
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LIFE  IN  A  FRENCH  FLAT. 


Tenant  on  Fifth  Floor — "Stop  that  infernal  baby  cart,  Ave  can't  hear  our  own  Music." 
lenant  on  Sixth  Floor — "Stop  that  diabolical  Music,  you  are  keeping  our  baby  awake." 
(They  both  go  out  in  search  of  injunctions  before  daylight  nest  morning.) 
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A  bird  that  thinks  its  home  a  cage — A  jail- 
bird. 

Men  who  save  money  rarely  swagger. — Ex. 
Perhaps  not  but  they  sometimes  stagger. 

Grasses  are  altogether  used  for  the  greens 
of  nosegays. — Ex.  And  grass- widows  ?  Ah 
what  a  nose-gay  they  make! 

Reasons  for  going  into  the  Insolvent 
Court:  Large  liabilities;  Tumorous  inabili- 
ties; and  unpropitious  probabilities. 

A  man  may  travel  across  the  ocean  on  a 
steamboat,  yet  he  could  not  travel  from  San 
Francisco  to  Oakland  on  a  steam  ticket. 

It  is  asserted  that  every  coal  dealer  in  Cin- 
cinnati belongs  to  the  church.  They  all  give 
short  weight  which  is  strong  prima  facia  evi- 
dence. 

Mr.  Whitelaw  Ried:  Positive,  Cypher. 
Lord  Beaconsfield:  Comparative,  Cyprus. 
Somebody  come  along  with  the  superlative, 
quick. 

Envelopes  were  first  used  in  1839,  but  no- 
body seems  to  know  what  school-department- 
examination-papers  were  enclosed  in  before 
that  time. 

A  contemporary  complains  that  "the  Eng- 
lish go  into  the  country  in  the  winter." 
Well,  would  you  have  the  country  go  into 
the  English  ? 

Time  is  money,  yet  some  men  will  hang 
around  wasting  hours  to  get  a  smile  (from  a 
woman)  when  they  could  go  into  a  bar-room 
and  buy  one  for  a  bit. 

Jubal  was  the  inventor  of  musical  instru- 
ments— hence  Jubal-ae. — Ex.  What  instru- 
ments did  he  invent;  the  fish  horn  ?  Hence 
fish-ee.     (That  is,  the  story  is  like  a  whale.) 

There  is  no  law,  in  this  State,  prohibiting 
barbers  from  eating  garlic;  an  omission  to 
which  the  attention  of  that  aspiring  young 
blatherskite,  J.  R.  Freud,  is  respectfully  cal- 
led. 

Synopsis  of  Denis'  lecture  on  temperance : 
"Don't  drink  more  than  you  can  stagger  un- 
der boys;  and  don't  forget  to  got  out  your 
'papers'  and  vote  for  us  at  the  next  elec- 
tion." 

There  is  an  undefinable  emotion  takes  pos- 
session of  a  clergyman's  soul  when  he  jumps 
out  of  bed  in  the  dark  and  stumps  his  toe 
against  the  brass  bound  edge  of  a  bible 
which  has  fallen  upon  the  floor. 

We  know  that  the  brute  sees  the  sunset; 
but  does  it    feel    its    pensiveness? — Joseph 


Cook.  Is  it  hereby  intended  to  insinuate 
that  ex-Congressman  Cox  trifles  with  "the 
tiger,"  and  that  "the  brute"  sees  him  ? 

"A  rod  of  brick  work  contains  two  hun- 
dred and  seventy-two  superficial  feet."  At 
the  same  time  it  is  generally  believed  that  if 
General  Butler  had  had  more  rod  of  bir<h 
applied  to  him  in  his  younger  days  his  hands 
wouldn't  contain  so  many  bricks  as  they  do 
now. 

A  lady  medium  in  New  York  has  just  re- 
ceived an  original  poem  from  the  late  Edgar 
A.  Poe.     This  is  one  verse: 

I  dreamed  I  heard  sweet  music  stealing 

Softly  on  the  balmy  air, 
I  felt  so  calm  and  peaceful  kneeling, 
Just  behind  a  lady  fair. 

"The  attempt  to  make  lactic  acid  a  hypno- 
tic has  failed." — Ex.  So  did  the  attempt  to 
make  a  bottle  of  whisky  an  elevator.  But 
why  "lactic  acid  a  hypnotic"  when  "sour 
milk  a  snore  producing  agent"  would  have 
done  just  as  well.  Go  to,  thou  hast  been 
drinking  something  stronger  than  butter- 
milk. 

A  Frenchman  has  invented  an  instrument 
designed  to  light  up  the  mouth,  throat,  sto- 
mach, and  other  cavities  of  the  body.  When 
this  instrument  comes  into  use,  our  citizens 
will  be  able  to  see  the  Spring  Valley  Alliga- 
tors as  they  pass  down  their  throats  and  can 
obtain  an  injunction  from  Judge  Dwinelle 
before  the  reptiles  reach  the  stomach. 

The  Boston  Transcript  asks:  "What  is  the 
resemblance  between  day  and  night."  The 
foolish  paragrapher  might  be  tempted  to 
answer  thusly:  "The  same  resemblance  as 
exists  between  your  head  and  a  bunch  of  car- 
rots"; but  the  more  discreet  jokist  will  say 
that  it  lies  in  the  fact  that  they  were  both 
fired  out  of  that  immaculate  organization, 
the  W.  P.  C. 

"WnAT  is  light  literature  1"  asked  the  phi- 
losophical General  Marcus  Aurelius  of  that 
other  great  warrior  General  Putnam,  just  be- 
fore the  battle  of  Bunker  Hill;  and  old  Isaac 
replied  that  he  didn't  know,  but,  as  he  lit 
his  cigar  with  a  wisp  made  from  a  sheet  of 
the  Post,  he  added,  pointing  the  burning 
thoughts  towards  the  querist,  he  supposed 
that  was  lighted  literature. 

Whence  comes  this  nitrogen  ?  asks  M. 
Moigno.  Well,  once  can't  be  quite  sure,  but, 
aftsr  standing  for  a  few  minutes  on  the  site 
of  last  year's  Beale  street  fire,  one  would 
think  it  came  from  a  limburger  factory. 
And,  if  all  the  official  deeds  of  the  Harbor 
Commissioners  smell  as  bad  the  filling  they  are 
making  there,  an  investigation  into  the  af- 
fairs of  their  office  would  produce  a  first 
class  sensation. 

But  there  are  certain  things  spores  cannot 
stand,  according  to  the  latest  ascertained  re- 
sults of  |cience.  A  water  temperature  of  120 
degrees  boils  them  to  death,  and  soap  chemi- 
cally poisons  them. — Detroit  Free  Press. 
Now  may  the  agriculturalist  whose  land  is 
chocked  with  thistles  take  heart.  All  he  has 
to  do  is  to  catch  the  "spores"  and  ram  some 
"soap  chemically"  down  their  throat. 
Whoop !  Whoope  ? 


For  Percival — Is  a  beautiful  touching  no- 
vel which  comes  to  us  in  a  form  differing 
materially  from  that  of  an  undertaker's  led- 
ger or  a  stock  broker's  day-book.  It  is  a 
story  of  two  young  men  who  stayed  out  late 
at  night — at  the  office,  or  the  club,  or  some- 
where. One  of  them,  named  Chawles,  a 
newspaper  man  who  was  unmarried  and  of- 
ten stayed  out  late  at  night,  there  was  no- 
thing for— except  a  cold  bed  in  a  lonely 
chamber.  But  "For  Percival,"  the  other 
one,  there  was  reserved  a  reception.  A  re- 
ception into  which  an  outraged  female  crow- 
ded two  fits  of  hysterics,  three  distinct 
threats  to  seek  the  shelter  of  the  paternal 
home  the  moment  the  morning  sun  made  his 
appearance  above  yon  blue  capped  hills,  and, 
as  a  grande  finale  a  vigorous  application  of 
tha  heavier  end  of  a  number  two  slipper  upon 
the  recumbent  figure  of  one  of  "the  noblest 
work  of  God."  The  siory  contains  a  moral 
which  a  casual  perusal  will  make  apparent. 
It  is  for  sale  by  all  lame  widows,  blind  law- 
yers, and  devout  grocers. 


Just  Mow. — This  is  one  of  the  books  which 
the  old  Hebrew  Saint  was  looking  for  when 
"he  passed  over  into  the  goodly  land  be- 
yond." Of  course  he  didn't  find  it  because 
it  has  just  been  written  by  Mrs.  A.  D.  T. 
(Anno  Domini  Thingumbob)  Whitney,  a 
writer  whose  fanciful  pen  has  hitherto  been 
wielded  in  the  realms  of  fictitious  imagina- 
tion. This  work,  the  authoress  in  her  pre- 
face says,  is  the  A  B  C  of  cooking  designed 
for  the  use  of  pug-nosed  maidens,  red  headed 
matrons,  and  pigeon-toed  spinsters.  When 
we  read  these  words  a  great  inexpressable 
joy  takes  possession  of  our  soul  and  we  feel 
as  though  we  must  burst  or  go  down  to  the 
sidewalk  and  hurrah  for  George  Washington 
and  Abe  Lincoln.  But  later  on  our  enthu- 
siasm cools  off  when  we  learn  that  there  is 
but  one  proper  way  of  cooking  potatoes  and 
that  is  to  submerge  them  for  twenty  minutes 
beneath  the  softening  influence  of  heated 
water.  We  had  fondly  anticipated  that  an 
authoress  who  presented  herself  with  so 
many  prefatory  frills  could  at  least  have  told 
us  sixteen  different  ways  of  cooking  the  food 
upon  which  the  immortal  Mike  O'Tool  was 
raised.  In  the  bitterness  of  our  disappoint- 
ment, and  from  out  the  fulness  of  our  heart, 
we  rise  in  our  majesty  and  pronounce  against 
this  book  the  writeress  of  which  was  a  syste- 
matic thumb  sucker  during  the  second  and 
fifth  year  of  her  age. 
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CHAPTER  II.— (Continued.) 

FATHER  and  son  were  very  much  alike 
in  features,  but  how  different  were  their  ex- 
pressions, as  Wilberforce  Searle  moved  with 
bent  head  and  depressed  gait,  gray  headed  before  his 
time,  and  Sydney,  certain  that  Clover  possessed  the 
means  and  will  to  pay  his  entrance  fee,  chatted  in 
the  wildest  spirits  concerning   his  future   prospects. 

Long  before  they  reached  the  park  Clover  knew 
that  the  boy's  future  rectory  would  be  built  and  fur- 
nished, and  the  garden  fully  described,  and  a  place 
found  for  herself  in  the  prettiest  corner  of  the  house, 
together  with  a  snug  arm-chai:  for  their  father.  Syd- 
ney was  always  building  castles  in  the  air;  his  father 
smiled  when  he  even  proceeded  to  fill  his  larder  with 
"roast  turkey  and  no  end  of  mince  pies  and  veal  cut- 
lets, because  you  like  them,  father,  and  chocolate 
creams  for  Clover;"  but  he  sighed  as  he  mused  on 
the  result  of  his  own  ambitious  visions,  and  gently 
counselled — 

"I  hope  your  future  may  be  bright,  but  the  pres- 
ent must  be  worthy  of  it;  to-morrow  will  reap  the 
seeds  sown  to-day." 

"I  know,"  saidSydney,  his  handsome  face  glowing 
with  eagerness — "that's  like  what  mamma  wrote  in 
the  Milton  she  gave  me — 

"  'Be  good,  dear  child,  and  let  who  will  be  clever; 
Do  noble  things,  not  dream  them  all  day  long — 

Thus  making  life,  death,  and  that  vast  forever, 
One  grand  sweet  song.'  " 

Meanwhile  Clover  had  sought  her  own  tiny  attic 
bedchamber,  where  she  opened  the  desk  that  stood 
on  the  deal  chest-of-drawers;  it  was  small  but  elegant 
and  had  formed  her  birthday  present  when  she  was 
twelve  years  old.  A  slight  touch  on  one  particular 
spot  that  looked  like  the  stain  of  the  rose-wood  and 
and  a  small  s  ecret  drawer  was  revealed.  It  con- 
tained a  lock  of  her  mother's  hair,  waiting  there  till 
Clover  could  afford  to  have  it  enclosed  in  some 
worthy  form.  Clover  kissed  it  first,  then  looked  at 
it  with  quivering  lips,  and  replaced  it  in  the  soft 
white  paper.  There  was  one  thing  in  the  secret 
drawer  beside  that  precious  relic — Clover's  little  dia- 
mond engagement-ring,  her  one  present  from  Sir 
Francis.  On  her  side  she  had  given  him  a  band  of 
gold  wreathed  with  the  word  "Mizpah,"  and  on  the 
dissolution  of  the  engagement  Sir  Francis  had  par- 
ticularly requested  to  be  allowed  to  keep  the  "Miz- 
pah ring,"  as  a  memorial  of  past  friendship,  adding 
that  it  would  spare  him  pain  if  Miss  Searle  would 
refraiD  from  returning  the  engagement  ring  to  him. 
So  it  lay  there,  shrined  in  the  little  secret  drawer, 
the  unconscious  comfort  of  its  owner,  and  yet  her 
most  potent  cause  of  suffering. 

Scarcely  venturing  to  look  at  it,  she  put  it,  case 
and  all,  into  her  purse,  where  a  few  coppers  kept  it 
company,  and,  trembling  with  agitation,  went  down 
stairs  dressed  for  walking. 

Ferber  had  not  been  particularly  impressed  by  her 
coldness  of  the  morning.  He  was  entertaining  some 
friends  of  his  mother's  by  the  music  (?)  of  his  flute 
when  Clover  passed  the  open  parlor  door. 

"Going  out,  Miss  Searle?"  he  called.  "It  gets 
darkish  pretty  early;  I  am  quite  at  your  service,'" 
and  he  took  up  his  wideawake." 

Clover  had  pui'posely  waited  till  the  shades  began 
to  fall;  but  Ferber's  company  on  her  present  expe- 
dition was  the  last  thing  desirable. 

"Thank  you,  Mr.  Ferber,"  said  she,  her  color  ris- 
ing, her  voice  faltering,  but  with  a  manner  there  was 
no  gainsaying,  "but  I  prefer  to  walk  out  by  myself." 

"That  ain't  a  nice  fancv  for  a  young  woman,"  said 
the  landlady  uncivilly;  she  would  have  been  only  too 
glad  to  let  her  rooms  at  better  advantage,  and  Clover's 
very  distant  manner  had  always  angered  her. 

Clover  opened  the   door  and  passed  out;  whilst 
Ferber,  indignant  at  being  put  down  before  his  titter- 
ing friends,  vowed  angrily  that  Clover  should   hum- 
ble herself  to  his  attentions,  or  suffer  for  it. 
<•  #  *  *  * 

Sir  Francis  Strachan  had  come  to  the  neighborhood 
of  Daleford  to  be  present  at  the  wedding  of  a  college 
friend  at  Brentham  Manor.  It  struck  him  that 
evening,  on  his  way  to  call  on  Mr.  Searle,  that  the 
shop's  might  be  shut  on  his  return  journey,  and  he 
wanted  a  locket  for  his  friend's  little  sister,  a  child 
of  six,  to  whom  he  had  taken  a  fancy,  so  he  entered 
the  establishment  of  "Barham,  jeweler  and  pawn- 
broker," and  looked  over  his  stock. 

As  he  fingered  the  lockets  he  was  thinking  that 
Clover  could  not  possibly  object  to  his  visiting  her 
father  as  an  ordinary  friend.  "However  distasteful 
my  presence  may  be  to  her  personally,"  he  argued, 
"she  must  acknewledge  I  am  at  liberty  to  call  on  Mr. 
Searle,  being  in  his  neighborhood;  and  I  will  try  not 
to  annoy  Clover  with  looks  and  words  of  love,  though 
that  will  be  a  task  hard  enough.  I  wonder  what 
made  her  faint  this  morning — my  little  sweet  brave 
Clover,  who  is  working  so  hard  to  use  her  talent!" 

At  that  moment  he  drew  his  breath   quickly  and 


started  with  surprise,  for  Clover  herself,  with  hesi- 
tating footsteps,  entered  the  shop,  and,  not  daring  to 
glance  at  the  customers,  said  something  to  the  shop- 
man in  a  low  voice. 

"Not  in  this  department,  miss,"  spoke  the  man 
aloud.  "Pawnbroker's  business  next  door;  go  down 
a  passage  to  the  left." 

Clover,  scarlet-hued,  turned  away,  and  Strachan, 
hurriedly  exclaiming  something  about  calling  on  the 
morrow  to  choose  a  locket,  hurried  after  her. 

She  was  pausing  at  the  end  of  the  pawnbroker's 
X^assage,  trying  to  force  her  courage  to  the  point  of 
entrance.  Poor  Clover  had  never  before  sought  a 
like  establishment,  but  she  reflected  that  even  this 
was  better  than  finally  parting  with  her  ring  by  sell- 
ing it.  So  she  told  herself  that  Sydney's  success  was 
worth  her  present  suffering,  and  she  was  just  about 
to  pass  down  the  passage,  when  she  heard  a  passion- 
ately in  her  earnest  voice, 

"Clover!" 

"Frank!' 

There  was  no  need  for  Sir  Francis  to  prolong  his 
self-torment  as  to  Clover's  feelings  towards  him;  the 
sudden  tenderness  of  the  violet  eyes,  the  beautiful 
radiance  of  the  sad  sweet  face,  the,  the  tremor  of 
those  witching  dimples,  told  the  tale.  For  one  in- 
stant he  held  her  little  gifted  hand  as  though  his 
own  would  never  lose  it;  then  memory  turned  to 
Clover,  and  a  burning  blush  showed  him  that  she  re- 
called their  changed  positions. 

"Sir  Francis  Strachan,"  said  she,  in  a  voice  she 
vainly  tried  to  steady,  "I  think  I  saw  you  at  the 
Pottery  to-day.  Are  you  staying  in  the  neighbor- 
hood?" 

"Now,  my  Clover,"  answered  he  triumphing  in  the 
consciousness  of  her  late  tell-tale  behaviour,  "you 
are  a  little  hypocrite!  You  know  you  are  glad  to  see 
me.  You  know  you  don't  think  of  me  as  Sir  Fran- 
cis Strachan.  Clover,  there's  some  tangled  skein  as 
regards  our  past — either  you  or  I  must  unravel  it; 
but,  after  the  look  in  your  eyes  just  now,  I  never 
mean  to  let  you  go  again." 

"I  think  you  forget  yourself,  Sir  Francis,"  said 
Clover,  as  Coldly  as  she  could  speak.  "You  have 
no  right  to  mention  the  past  at  all.  Of  course  I  am 
always  glad  to  see  old  friends." 

"Well,  I  shall  take  you  home,  Clover  sweet,"  re- 
turned Sir  Francis,  trying  to  take  her  arm,  "for  I 
was  just  intending  to  call  on  your  father." 

Clover  felt  a  bitter-sweet  pain  on  hearing  this. 
She  knew  what  the  long  walk  with  him  would  be  to 
her;  but  that  he  should  see  their  shabby  lodgings! 

"Please  do  not  touch  my  arm,  Sir  Francis,"  said 
she  gently.  "Papa  will  see  you,  I  dare  say,  though 
any  little  excitement  seems  bad  for  him  now,  and  he 
also  retires  very  early." 

"You  hospitable  young  lady!  But  I  do  not  mean 
to  take  th«  hint.  Well,  if  you  are  so  unsociable,  I 
will  leave  your  arm  alone.  Won't  you  take  mine? 
I  will  punish  your  incivility  then  by  a  piece  of  news. 
I  am  going  to  be  married.  The  future  Lady  Strachan 
is  exceediagly  like  yourself." 

"Is  she?'  asked  Clover,  the  dimples  showing  them- 
selves a  little.  "Has  she  given  her  consent?  Be 
cause  she  might  object,  you  see," 

, "Nobody  axed  you,'  "  quoted  Sir  Francis.  "Don't 
be  interfering,  but  wish  me  happiness." 

Clover  looked  at  him  quietly  for  an  instant;  and 
then  he  added,  his  voice  dying  in  a  whisper — 

'Clover,  how  could  you  write  to  me  so  cruelly? 
How  could  you  tell  me  that  you  had  but  one  wish 
concerning  me — that  we  might  never  meet  again?  I 
left  for  the  East  directly,  and  I  did  not  hear  till  my 
return  of  your  misfortunes.  Did  I  imagine  right 
when  I  fancied  the  dread  of  them  caused  your  let- 
ter?" 

Somehow  Clover's  hand  was  on  his  arm  by  this 
time,  and  his  left  hand  was  holding  it  as  she   said — 

"I  could  not,  in  a  penniless  condition,  marry  one 
so  rich — and  I  wish  you  had  never  found  me.  It 
makes  it  harder  now.  Sir  Francis,  let  my  hand  alone. 
Do  you  know  thatl  am  workingfor  niy  daily  bread?" 

"With  this  dear  honored  hand?"  said  he,  as  he 
kissed  the  hand  on  his  arm. 

"No,"  she  smiled — "I  don't  draw  with  my  left 
hand." 

"Then  I  must  render  homage  with  the  other," 
shid  he  repeating  the  salute. 

"Oh,  dear,"  sighed  Clover, "I  wish  you  would  not! 
Once  for  all,  Sir  Francis  Strachan,  I  am  not  engaged 
to  you,  and  I  never  shall  be — never." 
"Why,  my  Clover?" 

"For  the  same  reason  that  made  me  dissolve  the 
engagement  directly  I  heard  of  our  coming  misfor- 
tunes— my  poverty  and  your  riches." 

"That  is  nonsensical  pride,  Clover,"  said  Sir  Fran- 
cis, speaking  fast  and  sternly.  "You  are  very  wicked 
to  plead  such  an  excuse  for  our  separation.  I  wish 
I  had  dreamt  of  your  coming  troubles  when  I  had 
your  cruel  letter.  We  ought  to  marry  one  another, 
seeing  we  can  never  love  in  other  directions,  You 
know  how  I  care  for  you,  Clover  sweet.  I  will  let 
you  go  again  only  on  one  condition — that  you  truth- 
fully assert,  'Frank,  I  don't  love  you.'  " 

"Frank,"  she  began;  then  her  eyes  fell  beneath 
his,  and  poor  little  Clover  was  defeated. 


The  next  minute  she  was  taken  victoriously  into 
his  arms— for  they  were  walking  to  Daleford,  the  last 
train  having  long  since  passed  between  Brentham 
and  the  village,  and  their  way  lay  through  a  quiet 
wood.  All  her  protests  were  sweetly  silenced,  and 
at  last  she  rested  quiet,  blessed  with  an  inexpressible 
joy,  when  Sir  Francis  said — 

"Henceforth  and  for  ever,  Clover,  sweet,  you  are 
mine.  You  see,  I  still  wear  your  Mizpah  ring;  you 
must  wear  your  diamond  hoop  again — and  then  for 
then  for  the  plain  gold  circlet." 

He  did  not  forget  at  what  door  they  had  met, 
though  all  memory  of  the  pawnbroker  had  deserted 
Clover.  He  guessed  the  family  must  be  in  need,  and 
privately  determined  to  leave  his  pocket-book  with 
Mr.  Searle,  that  evening.  But  when  they  reached 
the  lodgings  Clover  saw  that  her  father's  blind  was 
placed  in  the  way  he  always  arranged  it  ere  retiring; 
so  she  said — 

"Papa  is  in  bed,  and  I  think  you  had  better  not 
come  in,  as  he  will  not  be  in  the  parlor.  We  lodge 
with  such  disagreeable  people." 

"Very  well,  Clover  I  shall  call  to-morrow  morning 
and  take  you  to  the  Pottery — mind,  I  shall  come  to 
breakfast.  I  shall  assist  you  to  give  Mr.  Dyke  no- 
tice; he  must  come  to  our  wedding — eh,  Clover 
mine?" 

They  lingered   some  time  on  the  narrow  step,  and 
then  he  departed,  happy  as  a  king,  while  Clover,  all 
the  way  up-stairs,  sang  joyously  in  her  heart,  and  it 
was  not  till  Sydney  met  her,  hopeful  and  expectant,  ■ 
that  she  remembered  the  guinea  he  required. 

"Nevermind,  Syd,"  she  said  tenderly,  "I  have 
met  Frank  again,  and  we  are  going  to  be  married,  and 
he  is  coming  to-morrow." 

"Hooray!"  screamed  the  boy.  "Jolly  old  Frank 
coming  to-morrow!  He'll  help  me,  I  know,  Clover. 
Hooray  for  Lady  Strachan!" 

CHAPTER    III. 

Sweet  dreams  had  Clover  that  night,  but  she  was 
up  betimes  next  morning,  careless  that  it  was  one  of 
those  thoroughly  wet  days  she  usually  surveyed  dis- 
consolately, having  no  waterproof. 

She  went  down  to  the  parlor,  begged  a  clean  table- 
cloth from  Mrs.  Ferber,  and  despatched  her  excited 
little  brother  for  fresh  eggs,  lettuces,  and  fresh  but- 
ter. Clover  was  wildly  extravagant  over  her  prepa- 
rations; Sydney  was  entrusted  with  a  florin  to  lay 
on  the  provisions. 

"Who's  a  coming?"  growled  Mrs.  Ferber;  and 
when  she  heard  "A  gentleman,"  she  reflected  in- 
wardly, "So  much  the  worse  for  my  Charley,  and  so 
much  the  better  for  me — I  want  none  of  your  stuck- 
up  fine  misses  for  my  boy.  I've  got  my  eye  on  Susie 
Wilkins  of  the  'Red  Lion'  for  him;  she'll  have  a 
pretty  penny  from  the  old  gentleman." 
When  Mr.  Searle  came  slowly  and  feebly  down  stairs 
a  very  pretty  picture  awaited  him  in  the  parlor.  It 
was  just  eight  o'clock,  the  time  at  which  Clover  had 
instructed  Sir  Francis  to  arrive;  the  window  was 
open,  and  out  of  it  leant  Sydney,  dividing  his  atten- 
tion between  his  "Ceaser"  for  school  and  the  out- 
look for  his  old  friend.  The  table  was  arranged  in 
truly  festive  style,  a  glass  bowl  of  roses — that  had 
cost  Clover  sixpence — forming  the  centre-piece.  But 
fairest  of  all  was  clover  herself,  in  one  of  the  plain 
white  dresses  that  her  own  hands  had  fashioned  for 
Sundays,  black  ribbons  at  ner  neck  and  in  her  hair, 
and  one  tiny  rosebud  srirred  by  her  every  breath. 

"Why,  Clover,  is  that  your  working  costume?  Is 
this  somebody's  birthday,  children?" 

"I  shall  have  time  to  change  my  dress,  father," 
said  Clover,  twining  her  arms  shyly  and  lovingly 
round  him  and  whispering  in  his  ear. 

"Heaven  bless  you,  my  child!  You  deserve  your 
happiness,"  responded  Mr.  Searle,  gazing  at  her 
with  proud  brightened  eyes. 

"I  don't  believe  he's  coming,  Clover,"  called  Syd- 
ney from  the  window. 

"Oh,  yes,  he  said  he  would  come!"  smiled  Clover 
confidently;  and  she  sat  down  at  the  tray,  her  fingers 
playing  with  the  precious  ring  she  wore. 

But  the  hand  of  the  clock  pointed  the  quarter  past 
then  to  half-past  eight,  and  Sydney  began  to  fidget 
about  his  going  to  school,  reporting  that  there  were 
"no  signs  of   Strachan  down  the  road." 

So  Clover  gave  her  father  and  brother  their  break- 
fast and  then  took  up  herself  the  position  at  the 
window.  Her  heart  was  rather  troubled;  but  he 
would  come  presently,  she  knew. 

It  was  time  for  Sydney  to  be  off  to  school.  He  put 
up  his  books  in  the  strap,  forcing  down  a  choking 
sensation  in  his  throat,  for  he  had  so  counted  on 
that  guinea  from  Sir  Francis,  who  had  given  him 
many  a  generous  "tip"  in  days  gone  by.  He  dared 
not  trust  his  voice  to  speak,  but  he  make  a  brave  ef- 
fort to  smile  as  he  kissed  his  sister.  Her  eyes  were 
full  of  tears.  The  next  minute  he  was  whistling 
down  the  street  through  the  rain,  to  show  her  he 
"didn't  care;"  and  then,  poor  fellow,  he  ran  down  a 
quiet  lane,  and  put  his  head  on  the  wet  stile  at  the 
end,  and  burst  out  crying. 

But  when  the  school  commenced,  and  the  master 
read  the  names  of  the  competitors,  he  found  his  own 
amongst  them. 
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'•Please,  sir,"  he  faltered,  "I  did  not  pay  the  en- 
trance fei-s  lor  the  examination." 

"No,"  said  the  master,  "you  were  nominated  by  a 
governor,  ami  we  consider  you  as  on  the  foundation. 
Any  of  thu  foundation  hoys  are  admitted  free  to  the 
examinations;  only  the  private  pupils  pay  the  en- 
trance fees.  So  do  your  best,  Searle,  tiud  remember 
it  is  a  nrst-rate  chance;  I  hope  there  will  he  a  splen- 
did struggle  tor  the  scholarship." 

With  a  rosy  face  good  to  see,  Searle  turned  to  his 
Latin  verses;  it  would  not  be  his  fault  if  he  failed  to 
enter  the  Loudon  school. 

Meanwhile  poor  Clover  had  put  on  her  shabbiest 
outdoor  dress,  because  of  the  soaking  rain.  That 
might,  she  thought,  account  for  Strachan's  ubsence; 
and  yet  iu  days  gone  by  he  had  not  minded  a  wet- 
ting. She  lost  her  usual  train  to  Brentham,  and  ar- 
rived there  late  and  completely  drenched;  but,  us  all 
the  designers  were  exceedingly  busy,  owing  to  a  fresh 
order  received  by  the  mornings  post,  her  wet  condi- 
tion remained  almost  unnoticed,  and  Clover  tried  t  > 
conceal  it,  being  somewhat  ashamed  possessing  no 
waterproof  cloak. 

She  was  very  sorry  that  as  the  day  passed  on  the 
rain  showed  no  signs  of  abating,  for  she  felt  sure  Sir 
Francis  would  either  call  for  ber  or  be  waiting  for 
at  their  lodgings  in  the  evening,  and  she  did  not  like 
him  to  see  her  "like  a  drowned  rat,"  as  Miss  Coombe 
remarked. 

At  dinner-time  that  lady  said — 

"I  hope  you  changed  your  boots,  Miss  Searle.  Let 
me  lend  you  ft  pair  of  slippers — I  have  an  extra  pair 
in  the  cupboard.  My  dear,  it  is  very  dangerous  to 
get  the  feet  wet." 

"Oh,  my  boots  are  thick,  thank  yon!  They  do  not 
feel  at  all  wet,"  said  Clover,  knowing  that  they  had 
dried  on  her,  and  then  to  remove  them  now  would 
be  a  hard  task  indeed.  "Syd  must  help  me  to  pull 
them  off,"  she  thought. 

Poor  girl,  she  tried  to  convince  herself  that  the 
pain  in  her  limbs  was  caused  by  long  Bitting,  and 
that  it  would  go  away  when  she  "walked  about;" 
but  long  ere  she  reached  home  in  the  evening  she 
knew  she  was  suffering  from  acute  rheumatism. 

"Well,"  she  reflected,  "even  if  Frank  is  there,  I 
must,  for  once  in  the  way,  goto  bed  early,  and  I  will 
make  myself  some  hot  cocoa;  I  shall  be  all  right  in 
the  morning.  What  a  day  for  summer!  Now  there's 
goi  .g  to  be  a  thunderstorm.  I  hope  papa  will  not 
mind  the  lightning.  I  must  doctor  Syd,  too,  or  he 
will  be  taking  a  cold,  dear  boy!" 

"I  am  sorry  to  wet  your  passage,  Mrs.  Ferber, " 
said  Clover  gently. 

'"Taint  you  as  '11  have  the  job  of  wiping  it  up," 
remarked  that  lady  ungraciously. 

Her  so\»,  who  was  standing  behind  her,  for  once 
did  not  address  Clover;  she  thought  she  must  have 
finally  offended  him  on  the  previous  evening,  for 
there  was  a  peculiar  half-shamed,  half-defiant  look 
in  his  averted  face. 

"Papa,  has  he  been?" 

"No  love;  no  doubt  you  will  hear  by  this  even- 
ing's post,"  said  her  father,  who  was  in  reality 
thinking,  "The  ungentlemanly  rascal,  to  renew  his 
engagement  in  a  time  of  excitement,  and  slip  out  of 
it  again  like  this!  If  I  were  younger  or  Sydney  older, 
we  should  force  an  explanation.  My  poor  beautiful 
child  is  too  loving,  too  trusting.  Alas,  that  my  folly 
has  darkened  her  life  in  this  manner!  We  could  not 
reasonable  expect  that  Strachan  would  marry  a  de- 
signer at  the  Pottery." 

"Clover,"  cried  Sydney,  springing  to  meet  her, 
"what  do  you  think?  Because  Dyke  nominated  me 
to  the  school,  I  h  ive  to  pay  no  fees;  they  are  excused 
to  the  boys  on  the  foundation — so  I'm  going  up  after 
all.  Eurlcote  reopens  at  Michaelmas.  But,  I  say, 
Clover,  you're  drenched!  I'll  get  Biddy  down  in  the 
kitchen  to  dry  your  dress  if  you'll  go  up  and  slip  it 
off." 

"My  dear,"  said  her  father  anxiously, "make  haste 
and  change  your  things." 

"Oh,  I'm  all  right,  papa!"  returned  Clover,  whose 
every  movement  was  fast  becoming  an  agony. 

She  passed  to  her  own  room,  put  on  a  dry  dress, 
ond  then  exerted  herself  to  make  tea.  She  was  her- 
self very  thirsty,  but  could  eat  nothing.  Sydney  was 
sneezing  no*  uud  then,  and,  being  anxious  about 
him,  she  waited  up  till  he  had  finished  his  lessons; 
then  she  persuaded  him  to  go  to  bed,  and  gave  him 
some  nitre  ou  a  lump  of  sugar.  After  that,  she  told 
her  father  sh*  was  very  tired — the  Ferbers  had  gone 
out  to  spend  the  evening — so  she  crept  down  to  the 
kitchen,  where  she  instructed  the  good-natured  Irish 
girl  a*  to  Mr.  Searle's  supper,  and  then  asked  her  if 
she  would  let  her  have  some  hot  water,  as  she  thought 
a  cup  of  cocoa  might  ease  her  pain. 

"Why,  Miss  Searle,  you.re  just  as  feverish  as  you 
can  be!"  said  Biddy.  ''Go  away  to  your  bed,  and 
I'll  make  the  cocoa." 

It  did  nut  have  the  desired  effect.  Clove's  suffer- 
ings were  intensified  by  a  sore  throat  and  a  violent 
headache,  and  throughout  the  night  she  kept  turning 
mn^asily  from  side  to  side,  till  she  could  no  longei 
endure  the  effort  of  movement. 

[to  be  concluded  in  que  nest."! 


FipNo  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Epicure. — "We  can't  give  you  a  good  re- 
ceipt for  cooking  tadpole's  liver  French 
style. 

Divinity. — The  laws  of  the  Greek  Church 
do  not  forbid  the  eating  of  mush  mellon  pie 
on  Friday. 

Boston. — A  violation  of  the  truth  when  it 
comes  from  the  lips  of  a  young  lady  is  not  a 
lie;  it  is  merely  a  story. 

Harbor. — The  name  jolly-boat  is  not  ex- 
clusively applied  to  boats  filled  with  inebri- 
ated aquatic  excursionists. 

Antiquity. — The  fact  of  your  being  a  first 
class  turtle  soup  consumer  would  not  entitle 
you  to  the  position  of  Lord  Mayor  of  Lon- 
don. 

Freedom. — The  Presidential  mansion  was 
named  "The  White  House"  before  a  Black 
Republican  occupied  it.  The  name  is  a  mis- 
nomer now. 

Index. — Homer  is  situate  in  Caldoim  Co., 
Mich.  But  that  is  a  different  Homer  from 
the  one  which  troubles  the  English  states- 
man, Gladstone. 

Scotcu  Jim. — Nature  intended  you  for  a 
vocalist.  But  nature,  in  her  wisdom,  also 
intended  that  you  should  sing  the  praises  of 
a  wagon  full  of  fish. 

Housekeeper. — Strong  hopes  are  enter- 
tained that  the  price  of  perfumery  will  be 
largely  reduced  upon  the  termination  of  the 
Education  Department's  investigation. 

"Wood. — Yes,  sir.  Edison  is  reputed  to 
have  an  income  of  $60,000  per  year  from  his 
patents.  At  this  writing,  however,  we  are 
not  prepared  to  state  with  any  degree  of  ex- 
actness what  proportion  of  that  amount  he 
spends  in  hair  oil. 

Barnes — AVrites  as  follows: 
I  from  the  Gods  am  descended, 
And  in  me  are  sweetly  blended, 
Those  qualities  of  blood  and  birth 
Which  do  produce  a  man  of  girth. 
It  may  be  Colonel,  but  it  is  our  calm  dispas- 
sionate opinion  that,  while  you  may  be  a  first 
class  snorer,  you  are  not  a  poet. 

Julia. — "Platonic  affection"  is  a  sham  and 
a  humbug.  We  knew  one  case  where  a  dirty 
cowardly  blackguard  professed  to  entertain 
that  sentiment  towards  a  woman  who  was. 
married.       He    hung   around   her   f or  '  two 


years  and  at  the  end  of  that  time  she  dis- 
covered that  his  "Platonic  affection"  was,  in 
other  words,  a  lustful  passion  which  he  had 
not  the  manliness  to  avow.  If  any  man 
comes  fooliug  around  you  with  "Platonic 
affection,"  try  the  effect  of  a  bucket  f  il  of 
dirty  soap  suds  on  him.  Dirty  water  is  a 
powerful  antidote  for  "Platonic  affection." 


In  the  Sweet  By-and-By. 

The  lawyer  leaned  back  in  his  easy  chair, 

His  client  stood  nervously  by, 
And  the  man  of  law  sang,  till  the  office  walls  rang, 

"All  right;  in  the  sue  it,  by-and-by." 

Cheerfully  warbled  the  butcher, 

Blood  in  his  apron  and  eye; 
•'Summer  is  no  time  for  puddings, 

"Wait  for  the  suet  by-and-by." 

"Ah  me,"  groaned  the  man  with  the  meerschaum, 

"I'll  color  it  yet,  or  I'll  die." 
And  he  threw  his  cigars  out  of  the  window; 

"Give  me  this  weed  by-and-by." 

Whenever  the  sons  of  Gustavus 

Labor  and  warble  and  cry, 
Earning  their  bread  by  the  sweat  of  their  face, 

"You'll  hear  the  ''Swede  by-and-by." 

And  the  man  who  went  out  to  hunt  lodgings 

For  a  month  and  a  day  had  to  try, 
Till  he  lit  on  some  rooms  that  just  suited  his  wife, 

"We'll  go  in  this  suite  by-and-by." 

In  the  theatre,  minstrel,  cathedral, 

In  the  church  and  the  beer-garden  nigh; 

In  the  concert,  saloon,  and  the  circus, 
They  all  sing  the  "Sweet  by-and-by." 


Josh  Billings  on  the  Peach. 
Peaches  and  kream  will  convert  enny  man 
who  is  worth  saving.  The  peach  has  a  cloun 
like  that  on  a  maiden's  cheek  but  it  ain't  half 
so  pleasant  to  get  into  the  lips.  Peach  bran- 
dy is  made  of  the  peach;  this  licker  has  been 
called  mello,  but  like  all  licker  I  have  tried, 
it  will  lay  out  a  saint  just  as  flat  as  it  will  a 
sinner  The  fact  of  it  is,  there  ain't  no  kind 
of  ardent  rum,  I  don't  kare  now  artless  and 
gentle  the  name  of  it  is,  or  how  rich  and 
mello  you  may  call  it  but  what  he  will  throw 
him  who  wrassles  with  it,  be  he  fool  or  be  he 
philosopher.  There  iz  only  one  piece  ov  hu- 
manity that  ken  stand  ardent  spirits,  and  he 
is  an  injun  and  he  kan't  stand  it  long  enuffto 
git  civilized.  "When  peach  brandy  iz"  fust 
made  it  iz  az  hot  az  a  streak  ov  lightning, 
andjust  about  az  sudden.  I  once  drunk  a 
spoonful  ov  it  warm  from  the  still,  and  it  was 
twenty  minutes  before  I  could  draw  a  long 
breath.  I  waz  az  hot  inside  az  a  chimney  on 
fire.  I  thought  it  would  break  out  and  blaze 
sumwhere,  but  it  didn't  happen  to.  I  went 
at  once  and  joined  the  Murphys. 


An  unsuspecting  and  newly-married  man 
went  to  a  neighboring  grocery  for  a  ham. 
The  facetious  grocer  asksd  if  he  would  have 
a  homcepathic  ham.  The  young  young 
housekeeper  said  that  he  did  not  know,  and 
asked  what  kind  of  a  ham  that  might  be. 
"Don't  you  know?  "Why,  a  sugar-cured  one 
of  course,"  was  the  reply.  "Well,  I  don't 
care  what  it  is,  so  it  is  cured,  for  I  don't 
think  a  sick  ham  would  be  very  good."  The 
grocer  dropped  the  conversation. 
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Tlic  Very  Frcslicst  American  Humor* 

No  gin  mill  is  run  by  water  power. — Wheel- 
ing Leader. 

Gas-slighted  is  what  will  become  of  it 
■when  eclison  electifies  us. — N.  Y.  Mail. 

Sugar  is  now  adulterated  with  tin  to  make 
it  pan  out  better, — New  Haven  Register. 

Motto  for  bed-quilting  parties — "Blessed 
are  the  peace-makers." — Meriden  Recorder. 

A  lightning  conductor — The  spiggot  in  a 
barrel  of  cheap  whisky  .—Baltimore  Every  Sa- 
turday. 

In  Arkansas  journalism  an  editorial  with 
the  word  "liar"  left  out  doesn't  count  for 
anything  — Chicago  Journal. 

To  the  finest  police  in  the  world — And 
what,  gentlemen,  has  become  of  the  noble 
bloodhound  ? — Buffalo  Express. 

Va  sar  college  girls  are  fond  of  vocal  mu- 
sic "Gum,  oh  Gum  with  Me,"  is  their  fa- 
vorite chewin'.  -Whitehall  Times. 

The  following  classical  poser  is  submitted 
for  college  boating  clubs:  Did  Leander 
swim  the  Hellespont  or  did  Hero  ? — Ex. 

"We  firmly  believe  that  by  this  time  the 
loot  of  the  New  York  body-snatchers  is 
buried  in  Sj,ck-raiment-oh ! — Phila.  Bulletin. 

"  'Tis  home,  where'er  the  heart  is,"  as  the 
chap  said,  who  lovingly  lingered  at  the  home 
of    another    fellow's    pretty    sister. — N.    Y. 

News. 

"Is  green  wall  paper  healthy  ?"  asks  a  me- 
dical journal.  Not  if  it  is  eaten  fried.  No- 
thing is  healthy  that  is  fried. — Rockland 
Courier. 

Marriage  improves  some  women's  beauty 
Some   of   them   never  have   a  pair  of  lovely 
black  eyes  until  after  they  are  wedded  a  year 
or  two. — Phila.   Chronicle. 

Indications  point  to  the  coldest  winter  on 
record.  Thoughful  men  are  keeping  a  cor- 
rect list  of  the  saloons  in  which  fires  are  kept 
burning  day  and  night. — N.  Y.  Express. 

A  woman  takes  her  night  cap,  looks  in  the 
glass  and  jumps  into  bed;  the  old  man  looks 
in  the  glass,  takes  his  "nightcap" — and  gen- 
erally stays  up  all  night. — Elmira  Gazette. 

It  does  not  seem  to  occur  to  Mr.  Bergh 
that  he  is  perhaps  carrying  the  war  into  too 
remote  an  Africa  when  he  has  a  baggage  man 
arrested  for  cruelty  to  a  hair  trunk. — Oil 
City  Derrick. 

A  scratch  race — Hens.  Suspending  busi- 
ness— The  hangman's.  Misstakes — The  copy 
of  female  type-setters.  Corn  is  king!  Yes, 
corn  is  aching  most  of  the  time. — Boston 
Com.  Bulletin. 

An  old  woman  in  North  Carolina  fainted  a 
few  days  ago  at  her  first  sight  of  a  railroad 


train.  The  sight  of  a  fashionable  woman's 
train  would  probably  have  driven  her  crazy. 
—Gin.  Sal.  Night. 

"My  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Snodgrass,  shudder- 
ing, "how  do  these  awful  men  succeed  in  en- 
tering dead  people's  vaults  ?"  "With  skele- 
ton keys.  I  presume,"  unfeelingly  replied 
Mr.  S.—N.  Y.  Cum.  Adv. 

The  man  whoso  lame  back  prevents  him 
from  spliting  a  stick  of  wood  or  building  a 
fire  is  the  one  who  leads  an  attack  on  a  pile 
of  wood  to  help  uncover  and  kill  a  frightened 
rabbit.  — Detroit  Free  Press. 

It  galls  the  proud  spirit  of  a  man  to  stand 
shivering  in  the  cold  winter  blasts,  and  see  a 
liver-colored  pup  trot  by  in  an  ulster,  when 
he  can't  raise  money  to  buy  a  second-hand 
army  overcoat. — Keokuk  Constitution. 

If  any  country  editor  will  start  a  column 
of  funny  items,  quoting  all  the  paragraph 
columns  in  the  country,  and  putting  one  silly 
original  item  at  the  top,  he  will  be  requoted 
and  will  gain  a  reputation  for  wit. — N.  Y. 
Herald. 

C.  O.  Mic  beheld  the  havoc  of  the  gale  as 
he  peered  from  his  window  the  other  morn- 
ing, and  as  he  saw  the  dove  cote  blown  from 
the  barn  gable  he  exclaimed:  "There!  that 
the  only  fall-over  cote  I'll  have  this  season. 
—  Yonkers  Gazette. 

There  is  a  poem  in  the  November  Atlantic 
that  starts  off  by  saying,  '  There  came  three 
queens  from  heaven."  Never  do  you  believe 
it;  "we'll  bet  you  a  thousand  dollars  one  of 
them  was  dealt  to  him,  and  he  pulled  the 
other  out  of  his  boot. — Hawkeye. 

The  evening  prayer  meetings  are  better  at- 
tended by  the  male  sex  this  month.  There 
are  seasons  when  a  man's  religious  convic- 
tions are  so  strong  that  be  will  not  remain 
home  from  a  service  even  to  help  life  a  stove 
or  put  down  a  carpet. — Danbary  News. 

"Are  fat  people  healthy  ?"  is  a  head-line 
that  stares  us  in  the  face  in  every  other  ex- 
change we  pick  up.  Who  cares  whether 
they  are  healthy  or  not?  As  long  as  we  are 
not  cannibals,  it  would  be  wiser  to  investi- 
gate whether  beans  are  healthy. — Some  Sen- 
tinel. 

Beverage   for  the   new   police — Stock  ail. 

A  safe  Bet — When  Lizzie   was   rescued 

from  drowning. Fruit  for  oculists — The 

apple  of  the  eye  and  a  pear  of  spectacles. 
Pinching,  times,  especially  for  the  snuff- 
taker,  and  he  nose  it. A   black   quail — A 

frightened  darkey. — Boston  Iraveller. 

Said  Mrs.  Simplegood,  "I  do  love  the 
country  so  much;  when  we  used  to  reside 
on  what  Mr.  S.  always  called  the  manurial 
acres,  it  was  so  nice  in  the  summer  time  to 
sit  under  the  ungracious  trees,  surrounded 
by  fragrant  flowers,  so  different  from  the  di- 
luted air  of  the  city." — Boston  Iranscript. 

"Who  was  it  rang,  Bridget  1"  "It  was  a 
man,  mam."  "What  was  his  name?"  "I 
doan  know,  mam.  He  axed  for  yerhusban', 
main,  and  he  is  not  got  home."  "What  kind 
of  a  looking  man  was  he  ?"  "Sure,  mam,  he 
was  a — he  was  red-headed  an'  tall,  an'  he  had 
a — perdicament  in  his  spache,  mam!" — N.  Y. 
Graphic. 

"Vat  is  your  name  ?"  inquired  a  German 
salesman  of  a  customer.  "My  name  is  Cox," 
replied  the  gentleman.  "Veil,  how  vas  dot 
name  shpelled  ?"  asked  the  salesman.  "Why, 
C-o-x,"  said  the  costomer.  "Oh!  yah,  I 
see,"  said  our  German  friend,  as  he  wrote 
down,  C-o — "But,  von't  you  blease  dell  me 
how  you  shpell  dot  X  ?" — Ex. 


Afraid  She's  be  Kissed. 

A  man  was  once  walking  along  one  road  and 
a  woman  along  the  other.  The  roads  finally 
united,  and  man  and  woman,  reaching  the 
junction  at  the  same  time,  walked  on  from 
there  together.  The  man  was  carrying  a 
large  iron  kettle  on  his  back;  in  one  hand  he 
held  a  live  chicken  by  the  legs,  in  the  other 
a  cane,  and  he  was  leading  a  goat.  Just  as 
they  were  coming  to  a  deep,  dark  ravine,  the 
woman  said  to  the  man,  "I  am  afraid  to  go 
through  this  ravine  with  you;  it  is  a  lonely 
place,  and  you  might  overpower  me  and  kiss 
me  by  force." 

"If  you  are  afraid  of  that,"  said  the  man, 
"you  shouldn't  have  walked  with  me  at  all; 
how  can  I  possibly  overpower  you  and  kiss 
you  by  force  when  I  have  this  great  iron 
kettle  on  my  back,  a  cane  in  one  hand  and  a 
live  chicken  in  the  other,  and  am  leading 
this  goat  ?  I  might  as  well  be  tied  hand  and 
foot." 

"Yes,"  replied  the  woman,  "but  if  you 
should  stick  your  cane  in  the  ground  and  tie 
the  goat  to  it,  and  turn  the  kettle  bottom 
side  up  and  put  the  chicken  into,  then  you 
might  wickedly  kissme  in  spite  of  my  resis- 
tance." 

"Success  to  thy  ingenuity,  O  woman!"  the 
rejoicing  man  said  to  himself;  "I  should 
never  have  thought  of  such  an  expedient." 

And  when  they  came  to  the  ravine  he  ran 
his  cane  in  the  ground  and  tied  the  goat  to 
it,  gave  the  chicken  to  the  woman,  saying, 
"Hold  it,  while  I  cut  some  grass  for  the 
goat,"  and  then,  lowering  the  kettle  from 
his  shoulders,  imprisoned  the  chicked  under 
it,  and  wickedly  kissed  the  woman  as  she 
was  afraid  he  would. — Norr.  Herald. 


Satisfying  the  Barber. 

One  time  there  was  a  barber.  And  one 
day  a  fellow  he  cum  in  the  shop  for  to  git 
shafed,  and  he  handed  the  barber  a  card 
which  was  wroton  like  this  way: 

"For  my  haii — Taller,  clone,  lard,  berg- 
mot,  pomatum,  oil,  tonnick,  restoratif, 
pitchooly  gum,  beeswhacks,  kerriseen  and 
tar." 

"For  my  face — Cole  cream,  camfrice,  pow- 
der, ham  fat,  sof  sope,  glissern,  poltice, 
rooje  nammel,  giant  cement,  shoo  blakn." 

"For  my  whiskeis — Sames  for  the  hair,  only 
more  taller." 

"For  my  muchlash — Do,  starch,  glew,  mor- 
ter  and  sodder." 

When  the  barber  he  red  it  he  was  jest  de- 
bited, and  he  said  to  the  feller:  "Yor  are  the 
most  sensible  man  which  has  ever  set  in  this 
chair,  yes,  indeed,  I  never  seed  a  man  of 
sech  good  taste." 

And  then  the  barber  shafed  the  feller,  and 
tole  him  all  the  news  wich  he  cude  think, 
and  never  stopt  tockin,  the  barber  dident, 
while  he  shafed,  cos  he  was  delighted.  But 
jest  as  he  got  dun  shafn  the  feller,  and  was 
gettin  ready  to  put  them  things  onto  him, 
cordin  to  the  memmy  raudem,  a  man  wocked 
in  and  took  the  feller  by  the  ear,  and  he  sed 
to  the  barber,  the  man  did:  "This  feller's 
got  to  go  now,  cos  he  is  a  escape,  if  you  want 
to  finish  him  you  must  fetch  them  things 
over  to  the  def  and  dumb  ward  of  the  luna- 
tic sj'lum." — Little  Johnny  in  the  London  Ar- 
gonaut. 
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— Fashionable  ladies  wear  white  aprons 
and  white  stockings  this  season.  At  least 
we  have  been  told  so. 

— "I  am  monarch  of  all  I,  sir,  weigh,"  re- 
marks the  Gowanda  Enterprise.  Which  goes 
to  show  that  the  editor  is  single  or  else  a 
man  of  untruth. 

— A  colored  woman  who  sat  down  on  a 
bee-hive  to  watch  the  progress  of  a  fire  in 
Russellville,  left  her  seat  before  the  close  of 
the  entertainment. 

— Governor  Hampton,  of  South  Carolina, 
lost  a  leg  and  gained  a  seat  in  the  United 
States  Senate  the  same  day.  On  the  whole, 
we  would  rather  keep  both  our  legs  and  go 
without  the  Senatorship. 

— The  attention  of  the  Boot  and  Shoe- 
makers Guard  is  respectfully  called  to  the 
unprotected  condition  of  a  pair  of  old  boots 
which  will  be  found  lying  in  the  back  yard 
of  a  prominent  citizen. 

—The  two  Southern  widows  who  have 
been  advertising  for  elderly  and  wealthy 
husbands  for  some  time  past  are  advised  to 
look  for  a  job  of  house  scrubbing.  Wealthy 
husbands  ain't  lying  around  so  thick  as  they 
were  once. 

— Quite  a  number  of  Republican  journals 
are  going  into  virtuous  hysteries  over  the 
celebrated  grave  robbery  in  New  York ;  but 
they  all  seem  to  forget  that  a  great  political 
party  recently  dug  out  of  the  grave  "the 
bloody  shirt." 

—Miss  Ellie  Wilton  left  for  the  East  yes- 
terday.— Ex. 

Oh  Ellie  dear!  and  did  you  hear, 

The  news  that's  going  round. 
They  say  you  have  a  mortal  fear 
Those  diamonds  might  be  found. 

— An  Eastern  contemporary  says:  "The 
simple  fact  is  that  this  Republic  is  ruled 
through  the  ballot."  It  is  dear — by  voting 
twenty  thousand  non-existing  men  as  old 
Senator  Morton  did  in  California  last  Presi- 
dential election.  Yes,  the  country  is  ruled 
through  the  ballot.     Go  up  head. 

— A  culled  exponent  of  theology  recently 
delivered  himself  as  follows:  "My  brethren, 
I  propose  to  continue  dis  meetin'  ontil  de 
Town  Marshal  shall  be  no  more  seen  on  de 
streets  wid  his  club,  de  Police  Jedge  and  At- 
torney will  have  to  go  at  somethin'  else  for  a 
libben',  and  de  Police  Court  bell  hangs  dor- 
mant in  its  socket."  He  has  a  huge  under- 
taking before  him. 


"I  Licked  Him." 

"Now,  Mrs.  Roosmyer,"  said  his  honor, 
"what  do  you  want  a  warrant  for  ?" 

"Foor  my  hoosband,  so  much  I  know." 

"What's  he  been  going?" 

"I  licked  him." 

"You  licked  him!" 

"I  licked  him.     Und  I  got  right  py  dose." 

"How  do  you  make  that  out?" 

"Ven  I  dold  you,  then  you  find  out.  I  fix 
his  dinner  so  he  go  py  his  vork.  Then  he 
catch  his  hand  pehint  und  say  he  got  a  pain 
in  his  pack.  So  he  lie  down  on  the  lounge 
und  groan  like  he  vas  very  pad.  Ven  he 
feels  petter  it  vas  too  late  to  go  py  his  vork, 
so  he  say  he  go  mit  the  greek  und  catch  some 
fish.  He  don'd  goome  pack  pefore  it  vas 
nighd,  und  all  the  fish  vat  he  got  vas  a 
meesrable  leedle  pull-head  what  you  couldn't 
ground ;  put  he  shmell  like  some  peer  parrels 
more   ash  dwendy   dimes.    Und  den  he  say: 

'What  for  supper  aind  ready  ?' 

'I  tell  him  you  schplit  some  of  dose  fire- 
wood und  I  dalk  mit  you.  Then  he  catch 
by  his  arm  und  schream :' 

'Oh!  I  got  the  roomaticks?' 

'So  you  can'd  schplit  some  wood?  I  say.' 

'Nein.  Oh!  oh!  dose  roomaticks!  dose 
roomaticks!'  he  keep  on  grying. 

'Then  I  vas  madder  ash  you  dink.  Und  I 
say:' 

'Ven  you  dold  me  you  got  a  bain  in  your 
pack,  I  say  noding.  Und  ouf  you  got  dooble 
up  on  accound  you  got  some  of  dose  rooma- 
ticks, I  say  it  vas  all  righd.  Put,  by  golly, 
ouf  you  got  dose  bain  in  de  p.ack  und  dot 
roomaticks  vot  don'd  gome  only  ven  you  got 
some  vork  to  do,  den  I  lick  you  on  sighd." 

"Very  well,  if  you  licked  him,  what  do  you 
want  a  warrant  for  ?" 

"On  accound  he  shall  be  locked  oud  the 
vay  so  I  put  schmierkase  on  my  own  brod, 
py  Bhimmeny !    Vot  you  dinks  ?" 


A  Crystal  Palace. 


A  long-needed  want  of  the  elite  has  been 
filled  by  a  New  York  gentleman,  who  has 
opened  a  magnificent  store  at  31  Kearny 
street,  The  Gem  Candy  Emporium.  Deli- 
cious candies,  excelling  anything  heretofore 
in  this  city,  are  offered  at  very  reasonable 
prices.  Marsh  Mallows  from  the  celebrated 
Whitman  of  Philadelphia.  Opera  and  cho- 
colate caramels,  in  quality  which  heretofore 
could  only  be  found  at  Maillaird's,  New 
York. »  Elegant  bonbon  boxes,  etc. 


For  His  Wife's  Sake. 

A  Newark  bachelor  dropped  in  the  other 
evening  to  see  a  married  friend,  whose  wife 
was  absent  from  home  on  a  prolonged  visit. 
He  found  him  smoking  desparately  at  a  cigar 
nearly  a  foot  long.  "Why,"  asked  he  breath- 
lessly, where  on  earth  did  you  get  such  a 
preposterous  cigar  as  that  Charley?"  "Had 
it  built  by  contract,"  was  the  response.  "You 
see,"  continued  the  smoker  explanitorially, 
I  promised  my  wife  before  she  went  away, 
bless  her,  that  I  wouldn't  smoke  more  than 
six  cigars  a  day.  Promises  to  a  wife  are  sa- 
cred, and  I  mean  to  keep  mine  of  I  have  to 
get  cigars*as  long  as  a  lamp-post." 


The  past  week  has  been  a  blank  one  in 
theatrical  affairs,  In  view  of  the  fact  that 
the  San  Francisco  public  regards  itself  as  a 
most  critical  one,  it  seems  remarkable  that  it 
is  always  ready  to  bow  at  the  shrine  of  well 
puffed  frauds.  And  the  actor  does  not  exist 
who  can  say,  "as  an  unknown  man  the  San 
Francisco  public  discerned  my  merit  and 
gave  me  the  first  lift  up  the  ladder  towards 
fame  and  fortune."  The  Williamson's  passed 
through  here  on  their  way  to  Melbourne  and 
excited  no  interest,  but  after  the  Melbourne 
people  put  the  brand  of  genius  upon  them 
they  come  back  here  and  draw  crowded 
houses.  The  truth  is  instead  of  being  an  in- 
telligently critical  public,  the  people  of  San 
Francisco  are,  in  theatrical  matters,  an  ar- 
rant lot  of  toadies,  always  ready  to  bow  at 
the  shrine  of  "success."     At  the 

California  Theatre 
Mr.  F.  S.  Chanfrau  in  "Kit,  the  Arkansas 
Traveller"  has  been  an  equivocal  success. 
The  play  is  bad  in  construction,  sensational 
in  design,  and  villanous  in  dialogue.  While 
the  playing  1    Oh !  ye  gods. 

At  Baldwin's 
Miss  Clara  Morris  has  been  fairly  successful 
in  her  presentation  of  Constance  Harewood 
in  "Conscience." 


At  the  Bush  Street  Theatre 
"The  Sultan  of  Mocha",  an  opera  bouffe   of 
the  spectacular  order  has  been  presented  in 
a  manner  that  might  have  been  improved 
upon. 

1*1 — i — - 

At  the  Standard 
Gorgeous,  as  it  is,  from  the  effect  of  the 
painter's  brush  and  the  upholsterer's  ham- 
mer, Josh  Hart  and  his  company  of  stars 
(J  erusalem !)  continue  to  give  their  chaste  in- 
tellectual performance. 

Woodward's  Gardens. 
What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 

Ones. 

Edwin  Booth  has  discarded  finger  rings  as 
vulgar. 
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Lawrence  Borrett  appears  in  New  York  in 
January. 

McKee  Kankin  hasn't  bought  an  island  for 
nearly  two  weeks. 

Master  Levy,  will  essay  Macbeth  in  public, 
on  Sunday  week,  at  Baldwin's. 

Madam  Gerster  has  been  invited  to  sing  at 
the  golden  wedding  of  the  Emporor  of  Ger- 
many next  Spring,  and  has  been  thanked  for 
acceptance  by  cable  from  the  Emperor. 

By  advice  of  counsel,  Miss  Ada  Cavendish 
has  cancelled  all  contracts  with  her  Ameri- 
can agent,  Mr.  Horace  Wall.  She  will  play 
a  short  engagement  in  Portland  and  British 
Columbia  before  returning  East. 

Mr.  George  Chaplin,  a  well-known  and  fa- 
vorite actor  on  American  boards,  arrived 
from  Sydney  by  steamship  City  of  New  York. 
He  makes  but  a  short  visit,  we  understand, 
and  will  return  to  Australia,  where  he  is  un- 
der permanent  and  profitable  engagement. 

Augustine  Daly,  although  rumor  has  sta- 
ted to  the  contrary,  is  to  assume  the  manage- 
ment of  Sadler's  Wells  Theatre,  London,  for 
Mrs.  Bateman.  Private  letters  to  his  friends 
here  so  state.  It  is  his  aim  to  run  a  London 
theatre  on  the  American  plan,  with  an  Ame- 
rican company,  free  programmes,  and  free- 
and-easy  "high  polite"  manners  as  regards 
the  wearing  of  bonnets  and  the  discarding  of 
full  evening  dress.  Like  all  theatrical  peo- 
ple, Daly  is  superstitious,  and  will  gather 
about  him  as  many  as  possible  of  the  old 
company  with  whom  he  made  his  original  hit 
at  the  Fifth  Avenue  Theatre. 

Use  SLAVEN'S 

Tosemite  Cologne! 

nov9-3m 

SPECIAL  NOTICES. 

A  limited  number  of  complete  second  vol- 
umes of  the  Wasp  may  be  purchased  at  the 
business  office,  602  California  Street. 


Something  New. 

Becipes  for  compounding  any  kind  of  Li 
quors,  Syrups  and  Cordials — the  latest  inven- 
tion. Also  a  complete  stock  of  essences  and 
oils  on  hand.  Havana  Cigar  flavor  a  special- 
ty. Ph.  Cohen,  326  Clay  Street. 


Chew  Jackson's  best  Sweet  Navy  Tobacco. 


Stock  Indicator  Oyster  and  Lunch  House, 
Leidesdorff  street,  bet.  Pine  and  California, 
below  the  Pacific  Stock  Board.  Oysters  in  all 
styles,  served  from  6  A.  M.  to  6  P.  M.  New 
York  Butter  Cakes  will  be  sold  only  at  the 
old  stand,  519  California  street,  under  Cali- 
fornia Market.         J.  H.  Burns,  Jr.,  Prop. 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties   to   appropriate   the 

SMOKE  OLD  JUDGE 
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paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each— the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  TJ.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


DONNOLLY'S 

YEAST  POWDER 

FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 
Ask    Your     Grocer    For   'It 


3P1»  nt. 

813  Market  St.,  above  Fourth. 


Retailed  at   the   Lowest   Wholesale   Prices. 
IN  COD  WE  TRUST  !  all  others  must  pay  C.  O.  D. 

EfThis  Market  sella  Meat  one  quarter  lower  than 
any  Market  that  gives  Credit. 

STONE  &  HEDGE,  Proprietors. 


BALDWIN'S 

ARCADE  MARKET 

James  Lintott, 
914  MARKET  STREET 

— AND— 

No.  9  ELLIS  STREET. 


WESTON'S 

Bakery,  and  Restaurant, 

No   9  STOCKTON  STREET. 
Best   of   Cakes   and   Pies   for   the  holidays. 
Balls  and  parties  supplied-  decl4-lm 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


dJ£?£J  a  week  in  vour  own  town.   Terms  and  §5  outfit  free.    Ad- 
q>00  dress  H.  " 


.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


715    MARKET   STREET. 

Paper  Hanging,   Decorating,  etc.,   Window 
Shades  and  Shade  Materials  at  low  rates. 


Dr.  J,  L.  WILBERT,  Dentist, 

Has  REMOVED  to 

18    Third    Street; 

Nine   Doors    from    Corner    Market    Street. 


"And   they  shall  lay 
hands  on  the  sick,   and 
they  shall  recover." 
Christ  in  Mark  XVI- 18. 


NOTICE. 


The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicious  nature  will 
be  published  by  this  paper. 


"The  promise  is  unto 
you,  and  to  your  child- 
ren, and  to  all  that  are 
afar  off."  Peter  in 
Acts  11-39. 


Those  who  are  sick  "and  need  a  phyisician"  are  advised  to  call  upon  Professor  J.  D.  McLennan,  the 
celebrated  healer,  No.  220  Stockton  street,  San  Francisco.  He  has  cured  hundreds  in  this  city,  most  of  them 
ladies  and  gentlemen  of  high  standing  in  society,  whose  testimonials  are  furnished  on  application  at  the 
office.  The  Professor  is  a  Natural  Healer,  and  performs  his  wonderful  cures  without  medicines.  Phy- 
sicians having  in  charge  cases  that  baffle  their  skill,  and  resist  the  potency  of  drugs  will  confer  a  blessing 
on  such  by  recommending  them  to  this  wonderful  man. 

Dr.  C.  E.  Davis,  M.  D.,  of  St.  Helena,  Cal.,  says:  "After  four  days  treatment  I  am  entirely  relieved.  I 
have  now  a  good  appetite  and  feel  well.     I  consider  Dr.  McLennan  a  marvelous  healer." 

From  Dr.  J.  L.  "Wilburt,  D.  D.  S.,  703  Market  street,  San  Francisco:  "We  know  something  of  Dr.  Mc 
Lennan's  institution  by  personal  experience./  *  *  Its  medicine,  which  consists  mainly  of  the  laying  on 
of  hands,  is  delightful  and  refreshing.     It  soothes  and  invigorates." 

From  the  Rev.  Jno.  Tyerman,  of  Australia:  "Evidently  there  is  no  better  magnetic  healer  in  the  whole 
world  than  Dr.  J.  D.  McLennan  of  San  Francisco,  Cal.  Praise  only  drops  from  the  lips  of  thosa  who  nave 
been  under  his  treatment." 

From  the  San  Francico  Chronicle  of  July  20,  1878:  "A  "Worker  of  "Wonders.  He  casteth  the  devils  out  of 
a  Chronicle  reporter." 

From  the  San  Francisco  Evening  Post  of  August  1,  1878:  ?'The  truly  wonderful  success  which  Dr.  J.  D. 
McLennan  is  meeting  with  in  the  cure  of  difficult  and  complicated  diseases,  is  both  startling  and  extraor- 
dinary. *  *  He  is  enabled  to  effect  cures  which  have  defied  all  other  methods  of  treatment,  and  his 
rooms  are  thronged  daily  with  patients  anxious  to  secure  his  aid." 

From  the  Dominion  Press,  Oak.,  August  22,  1878:  "And  we  therefore  have  no  hesitation  in  recommend- 
ing him  to  our  friends  who  may  be  so  unfortunate  as  to  need  his  assistance." 

Besides  the  above,  I  can  refer  with  pleasure  to  the  following  prominent  gentlemen  that  have  been  under 
my  treatment;  Gov.  A.  P.  K.  Saffords,  of  Arizona;  Judge  S.  P.  Hall,  of  San  Francisco;  Judge  L.  E.  Pratt, 
San  Francisco;  Judge  Currey,  San  Francisco;  and  over  one  thousand  and  six  hundred  others. 

N.  B. — Dr.  J.  D.  McLennan,  V.  M.  D.,  is  permanently  located  at  No.  220  Stockton  street,  San  Francisco 
to  whom  all  communications  should  be  addressed,     Consultation  personally  or  by  letter  free, 
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GOLQMA  VINEYARD. 

Constantly  on 
hand 

WINES  &  BRANDIES, 

Burgundy, 

Muscat,     Catawba, 

RED,   WHITE, 
and     other     WINES. 

Robert  Chalmers,  Coloma. 

FOE  SALE  BY  , 

ROBERT    BELL, 

General  Agent  for  San  Francisco,  also 
Dealer  in 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors, 

412  Sansome  Street,        •        •       San  Francisco. 


Sold  ITery  Cheap 

— AT— 

Bartlett's  Auction  Salesroom, 

No.  3  DUPONT  ST.,  near  Market, 

Those  desirous  of  procuring  nice  selections  of 
Standard  and  Miscellaneous  Works  will  never  have 
a  better  opportunity  to  select  from  so  good  an  assort- 
ment and  at  less  rates.         BAETLETT  &  CO., 

dec7-5t  Auctioneers. 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AEOHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block, 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


CJsoadies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!     Mannfacfcured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

El.  C?AMfTT  <3fe  CO. ,. 

"Wholesale     and    Retail    Confectioners, 
107  MONTGOMERY  STREET. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  our  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates.  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal,  Orders  from  the  interior  promply  and  care- 
fully attended  to.  Broken  Candy,  15  cents  a  pound. 
Mixed  Candy,  20  cents  a  pound. 


Henry  Ahrens.         Henry  Tietjen.         Th.  v.  Borstel. 

CHICAGO  BREWERY, 

1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Grand  Headquarters. 

MUSIC  BOXES 

—FOE- 
HOLIDAY,  BIRTHDAY,  AND  WEDDING  PRESENTS. 

M.  J.  PAILLARD  <fc  CO. 

Manufacturers  and  Importers 

120  SUTTER  STREET,  San  Francisco, 

680  Broadway,  New  York,        St.  Croix,  Switzerland. 

Music  Boxes  and  Orchestrions 

REPAIRED. 

nov23-2mos 


Mrs.  F.  De  Courcy, 

m.  I  LLINER 

And  Importer  of 

FINE    MILLINERY    GOODS, 

140  &  142  Sixth  St.,  bet.  Howard  and  Natoma,  S.F. 
nov9-2mos 


HIBERNIA 

BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between   8th   and   9th   Streets, 

M.  NUNAN,  Proprietor. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOR  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 

602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  BEST  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Henry  .AJtirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


O.  D.  O.    SULLIVAN.  JAS.  K.  KELLI 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 


(~*  r\T  T%  Any  worker  can  make  812  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
VTwJJA/  Outfit  freo.     Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 


CIGARETTES  the  Best  in  the  World. 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus 
trillions  Weekly. 


Beautiful   Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  THIRD  YEAR! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -         -  -         -     $4  per  Year. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

E^All  Postmasters  are  Agents.     Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


mc    J--.    <fiOO  per  day  at  home-    SaraP]es  worth  $5  free. 


Address  Stinsou  &  Co...  Portland,  Maine. 


SMOKE  OLD  JUDGE 

CIGARETTES  the  Best  in  the  World. 


MERCER'S 

Marsh  Mallow  Candy 

FAOTQRY, 

WHOLESALE   AND    RETAIL, 

No.  17  POWELL  ST.,  opp.  Baldwin's  Hotel,  Sim 
Francisco. 

Branch  of  518  KEARNY   STREET. 

t^Speeial  Attention  paid   to  Country  Orders. ^jj 

WANTED. 


In  every  City  and  Town  in    California,   CANVAS- 
SERS for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp." 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
"WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


"^'sraSfllBiSiiir*'  OW1 


PIPER-HEIDSIECK. 

SMOKE  Oil  JUOil 

CIGARETTES  the  Best  in  the  World. 
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WM.  E.  LANE, 


All  Orders  Promptly  attended  to. 


REPAIRING  WORK  A  SPECIALTY. 


Work  done  at  reasonable  rates  and  guaranteed. 


505  KEARNY  ST.,  near   California. 


R.H0E&C0. 


New  York  and  London. 


SAN  FRANCISCO  AGENCY, 

TATUM  &  BOWEN, 

3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market, 

■Where  will  be  found  Presses  of  the  latest  Improved 
Styles.     The  GREAT  SUPERIORITY  of  our 

Lithograph 


Is  admitted  by  all  -who  have  ayailed  themselves  of 
Messrs.  Bosqui  &  Co's  generous  invitation  to  witness 
the  working  of  the  Machine  we  recently  furnished 
them. 


We  have  a  large  stock  of 


Second    Hand    Presses ! 


—VERY  CHEAP— both  of  our  own  and  other  Manu- 
facture, all  put  in  thorough  order  and  the  latter,  in 
many  cases  better  than  when  new. 


HXBEFtrSTXA. 
Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE :— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and.  Market  Streets. 


OFFICERS: 

Pbestdent 

Vice-President , t 


.M.  D.  SWEENY 
D.  O'SULLIVNA 


TRUSTEES- 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      CD.  0 'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.j  Touchard, 

R.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Tkeasdheb EDWARD  MARTIN 

Atioknei RICHARD  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  aent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  S2.B0  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to "3. 

jnly21-tf  " ^^ 

The  Finest  and  Cheapest  CLOTHING 
BROTHERS.       Men's    and  Boys' 
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G0>1  FIFTH  &  BRYANT  STS    fj^£/  (^^nOd^D 


Of  A 

IN    SOLID    GC 

ONE  DOLLAR 


OS 

ONE  DOLLAR 


MOUNTING   S. 


Left; v  re  Ring,  $1. 


Bet  of  Studs,  $1. 


[The  Sliuli]  Stud,  $1. 


Lefevre  Ear  l>ropa,  $1. 


THE  ONLY  PERFECT  FAC-SIMILE  OF  THE  REAL  DIAMOND  IN  THE  WORLD. 

Pronounced  by  the  Academy  of  France  that  M.  Lefevre  has  really  obtained  artificially  the  true  diamond* 

The  basis  of  these  gems  are  pure  crystals  found  in  the  Sierra  Nevadas,  from  whence  they  are  exported 

to  the  Lefevre  Laboratory  In  Paris,  France,  where  they  are  submitted  to  a  chemical  and  voltaic  process, 

BY  WHICH   THEIR    SURFACES  ARE    COVERED   WITH   A    COATING    OP  PURE   DIAMONDS, 

Imparting  to  them  all  the  Brilliancy,  Hardness,  and  refractive  qualities  of  the  natural  diamond,  ana 
making  them  as  desirable  for  Wear,  'Brilliancy,  and  Br  amy,  as  the  veritable  perns  themselves. 
The  Ring,  Studs,  and  Ear  Drops,  as  displayed  In  this  announcement,  are  accurate  engravings  of 
SOLID  GOLD  MOUNTINGS,  CONTAINING  THE  WONDEBFUL  LEFEV2E  DIAMOND,  warranted  by  cortiflcats  U.  S.  Mint  asaayi 
flN  DEPCIDT  nC  nMC  nilll  AD  we  will  send  free,  by  Registered  Mail,  to  any  address 
UH  nCuCIrl  Ur  UHE  UULLHfl  in  America,  either  article  as  above  represented.  Our 
"Book  on  Diamonds,"  with  illustrations  of  artistic  Diamond  Jewelry  in  solid  (14  k.)  gold,  mailed  free. 

T  have  seen  manv  Imitations  or  diamonds,  but  never  anv  that  could  eqnal  the  Lefevre  Brilliant.— M.  TCIJ.ROY.  Stamford.  Conn. 

I  am  In  receipt  of  a  pair  of  the  Wonderful  Lefevre  Ear  Drops,  for  one  dollar;  to  say  that  I  am  pleased  with  them  hardly  ttlia  tho 
bill,  they  are  simply  elegant.— ANDREW  MORRTS.  Horaellsville,  N,  T.  , 

The  Wonderful'Lorci-rc  Diamond  Ring,  for  one  dollar,  came  to  hand  this  moraine,  It  Is  reallv  elegant,  giving  entire  Batlsfaotloo, 
and  eliciting  wonder  and  admiration  from  all  who  nee  it.— W.  H.  REEDY,  Martinnhnrc  W.  Va. 

The  Lefevre  Diamonds,  mounted  In  solid  gold,  are  trulr  marvelous.— B.  F.  AYERY  k  SONS,  Home  and  'Farm,  Louisville,  Ky. 

The  cmlnentlv  successful  experiments  of  M.  Lerevro  silences  nil  doubt  of  the  artificial  reproduction  of  tho  true  diamond,— 
H.  DU  FRENOY.'the  great  French  Scientist. 

The  Lefevre  Diamond  most  effectually  disturbs  the  slumbers  of  the  possessors  of  costly  gems.— Journal"  of  Science. 
'  BS*We  guarantee  the  Wonderful  Lefevre  Diamonds  for  One  Dollar  to  be  mounted  In  Solid  Gold* 
and  will  cheerfully  refund  the  money  If  found  unsatisfactory.    Address  all  orders  to  the 

AMERICAN  JEWELRY  COMPANY,  5  Arcade,  CINCINNATI.  0. 

Tho  American  Jewelry  Company  is  a  prompt  and  rellahla  house. 


and  GENT'S  FURNISHING  GOODS  I  HOUSE  on  the  Pacific  Coast,  ROOS 
Clothing,    Gent's   Furnishing   Goods.  |  35  &  37  Kearny,  S.  W.  cor.  Post,  S.F. 
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San  Francisco  and  Xorth  Pacific  K.  It 


Commencing  MONDAY,  NOV.  11th,  1878. 

and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 

Will  leave  San  Francisco: 

(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


3C\r\  P.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  included |  Steamer  "James  M. 
*W  Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Whurf).  counccling  wit). 
M.iil  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Peialuroa,  Santa  Itosa, 
Bealdsburg,  Cloverdalo  and  way  stations.  Unking  Stage  con 
uectioiiH  at  Lakovilla  tor  Sonoma;  at  Gcyservillo  fur  bkogg'f 
Springs;  at  Cloverdalo  for  Ukiuh,  Lukcpi  rt,  Mendocino  City, 
anil  tin'  Gcj  B6W 

KS,Conueotions  mode  at  Pulton  on  following  morning  fur  Kor- 

bel's.  (iucrnevill.  iiini  tlic   Redwoods.     Sundays  excepted. 
[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  lO.IfO  A.  M.J 

t«.  Freight  received  from  7  A.  51.  to  2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 

A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN,      P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Geu.  Manager.         Sup't.  Gen.  P.  «fc  T.  Ag't 

S3„  HICKS  <3fc  CO., 

BOOK  BINDERS 


Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 

543   Clay   Street 

SAN   FRANCISCO. 
jan5-tf 

Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


1  te^efta 


g^^epgig 


WHOLESALE  Df^>-^  •' 


^■.r^neSir  €^?iE*s 


:-<■-* 


Nails,* Freckles,  "Warts,  Moles,  etiectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   CiERARW,   from  Pais,      \\_ 

838  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 

33.  S.  BTXRJsTS, 

Agent  for 


«  +.•■ 


stiaie 


Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,   between   J   and   M, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 


JOHN  H.  QARMANY  &  CO., 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-t£ 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 
FREE 

S@zq§  and!  Imt@Miggm@@  Mmp§au 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOR  ANiT  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours*  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 
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IN  OUR  PUBLIC  PARKS. 


HOW  IT  OUGHT  TO    BE     AND    HOW   IT  IS 
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^PRICE  I.OCTS 


<i  O  «  C.  A  I- 1  F  OR  N  I  A.      S  'F. 

N  *V    COR    OF  KEARNY   5T  ^   ■ 


5anEranciscoJ)ecember2Is^  1S7SP 


RECORDED    AT  SACRAMENTO  CAL  .-, 
BY  THE    PUBLISHERS    OF  THE:  WASP, 

fUBUSJl£U 6-jlT£ytWf/A/Z  By' r.7<p/?££L  ctrMfjO.y.  jP'  - 


Rp-V, 
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Published  every  Saturday, 

—    AT  — 

602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
Thirty-five  cents  per  month  delivered  by  carrier. 
Single  copies,  ten  cents. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  British 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY    IN   ADVANCE) 

^Postage  Free) 

One  Year        ....       $4.00 
Six  Months  -  -  $2.00 

Three  Months  -  -       -     $1.00 


TO  ALL  PAKTS  OF  EUROPE: 
^Postage  Free) 

One  Year  -  -  -  -  $5.00 
Six  Months  -  -  -  -  $2.50 
Three  Months      -         -  -         $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion. 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  The  Editor,  602  Cali- 
fornia street,  San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  DECEMBER  21,  1878. 


"  'Gainst  the  wrong  that  needs  redressing, 
For  the  weak,  the  strong  oppressing." 


"The  argument  used  in  support  of  the  pro- 
position that  the  State  has  the  right  to  con- 
trol and  direct  the  operation  of  all  railroads 
within  her  limit  is  just  as  good  when  applied 
to  any  gas,  water,  steamboat  or  other 
business." — Golden.  Era.  The  above  quota- 
tion is  a  fair  sample  of  the  cheap  clap-trap 
by  which  the  C.  P.  R.  R.  advocates  its  right 
to  ride  rough-shod  over  the  community.  No 
person  has  claimed  the  right  to  "direct  the 
operation  of  all  railroads."  "When  our  con- 
temporary's intellect  developes  sufficiently  to 
enable  it  to  understand  public  questions,  it 
will  appreciate  the  fact  that  the  claim  is  that 
the  State  has  the  right  to  control  all  enter- 
prises— whether  conducted  by  a  single  indi- 
vidual or  a  corporation — which  are  so  much 
of  a  public  nature  as  to  require  charter  per- 
mission and  privileges  before  they  can  be 
entered  upon.  Gas  and  Water  "Works  are  of 
that  nature,  but  steamboats  are  not. 


OUR  GREATNESS  IN  CROOKEDNESS. 

THE    PUBLIC  SERVICE. 

The  great  corruption  and  venality  observ- 
able in  political  life  at  the  present  time  is 
largely  supported  by  the  existing  system  of 
appointing  the  civil  servants.  Dishonesty 
and  venality  is  an  insidious  disease;  let  it  but 
get  a  foothold  on  the  landing,  and  it  will 
soon  permeate  into  every  room  and  closet  in 
the  corridor.  A  man  may  be  elected  to  Con- 
gress and  go  there  full  of  patriotic  fire;  he 
may  be  a  man  of  thought  and  information; 
he  may  be  a  man  full  of  schemes  for  improv- 
ing the  present  condition  of  his  country,  for 
amending  the  manner  of  conducting  the  pub- 
lic affairs  of  his  country,  and  for  promoting 
the  general  happiness  of  his  countrymen. 
But,  when  he  gets  into  that  tainted  atmos- 
phere he  breaks  down.  No  man  can  live 
amid  contamination  and  not  become  con- 
taminated. Some  person — a  person,  per- 
haps, of  whom  he  entertains  a  high  opinion 
— presents  his  (the  member's)  wife  with  a  set 
of  jewelry  and  after  a  little  while  comes  and 
says:  "You  know  S  of  the  Custom  House;  he 
is  a  fraud,  and  I  am  organizing  a  little  move- 
ment to  have  him  ousted.  You  will  help,  I 
know."  The  new  member  does  know  S;  knows 
him  to  be  as  described,  and  does  help.  And 
by  and  by  the  same  person  comes  again  and 
says:  "S  is  going  to  be  removed  and  I  am 
applying  for  his  position.  Can  I  mention  you 
as  being  amongst  my  friends  f"  The  new 
member  is  in  a  quandary.  He  doesn't  con 
sider  this  person  qualified  for  the  position 
which  he  seeks;  but  then  he  is  a  friend  of 
his.  But  a  little  while  ago  this  person  made 
his  wife  a  handsome  present;  and,  after  all, 
he  is  as  well  qualified  and  as  good  a  man  as 
nine-tenths  of  those  holding  similar  posi- 
tions. So  the  Legislator  says:  "Yes."  That 
is  the  first  step  in  the  wrong  direction  and  it 
is  a  small  one,  but  it  is  soon  followed  by 
another  and  a  bigger  one.  And  before  long 
the  great  schemes  and  the  patriotic  fire  van- 
ish. The  member  becomes  a  miserable  wire- 
pulling ringster  whose  nights  are  spent .  in 
concocting — and  his  days  in  executing — 
schemes  having  for  their  object  the  capture 
of  the  patronage  of  this  and  of  that  office. 
He  becomes  a  part  of  the  "machine,"  without 
any  definite  ideas  of  his  own  upon  public 
matters ;  his  highest  aim  is  to  sail  with  the 
current;  the  only  result  which  he  honestly 
labors  to  accomplish  is — the  accumulation  of 
loot.  Thus  it  is  that  the  present  system 
works  ruination  in  our  public  affairs  and 
amongst  our  public  men.  It  is  a  notorious 
fact  that  in  the  United  States  at  the  present 
day,  we  cannot  point  to  a  single  public  man 
who  is  laboring  for  any  higher  purpose  than 
the  success  of  "the  party,"  and  most  of  them 
go  no  higher  than  their  own  individual  suc- 
cess. Other  countries  have  statesmen.  Eng- 
land has  her  Beaconsfields,  Salisburys,  her 
Gladstones,  and  her  Bnghts.  Men  working 
in  directly  opposite  directions,  yet  working 
to  attain  great  public  ends.  France  has  h,er 
Gambettas  and  her  Cassagnacs.  "We  have 
our  Blaines,  our  Conklings,  our  Thurmans 
and  our  Hills.     All  of  whom  are  assiduouslv 


working  to  control  the  appointment  of  tide 
waiters,  &c,  or  at  best,  to  attain  ends  which 
will  benefit  "the  party"  utterly  regardless  of 
what  will  benefit  the  country. 

A  contemporaneous  writer  discussing  this 
subject  last  week,  said:  ""We  know  that  coin 
comes  from  syndicates,  f  om  ti  Alaska  fur 
contract,' from  railroad  subsidists,  from  the 
navy  construction  bureau,  from  army  sup- 
plies, f  nui  Indian  management,  from  the 
distribution  of  official  patronage,  from  the 
public  lands;  we  know  that  the  money  mo- 
tive is  more  powerful  than  patriotism,  and 
that  it,  and  it  alone,  is  the  strong  incentive 
to  party  exertion.  *  *         *  "We 

know  that  the  average  Congressman  and 
Senator  get  rich  on  $5000  a  year  after  only  a 
few  years  of  official  opportunity.  "We  know 
that  in  California  and  Nevada  more  money  is 
expended  for  a  Senatorial  election  than  the 
salary  of  the  two  terms  would  pay."  Yes, 
you  know  all  this,  and  why  have  you  let  all 
these  years  pass  and  never  raised  your  voice 
against  the  system  which  causes  the  implied 
corruption?  You  know  all  this  and  yet  the 
very  article  in  which  you  make  the  admission 
is — with  singular  appropriatness — a  feeble 
wail  because  the  present  Superintendent  of 
the  San  Francisco  Mint  told  one  of  the  most 
contemptable  "machine  politicians"  in  the 
Republican  party  that  he  was  not  there  "to 
reward  politicians."  "What  charming  consis- 
tancy ! 

"When  the  system  of  appointing  the  "Civil 
Service"  is  altered,  the  first  step  towards  se- 
curing common  honesty  in  public  life  and  in 
the  administration  of  jrablic  affairs  will  have 
been  taken.  Let  a  proper  Civil  Service  be 
once  organized,  and  the  ward-strikers,  the 
Gorhams,  the  Borucks,  the  Mullans,  and  the 
Shorbs  will  seek  for  some  more  profitable  oc- 
cupation than  politics— and  their  places  will 
be  taken  by  patriots.  To  howl  at  the  sand- 
lots,  and  to  elect  the  O'Donnells,  the  Vaque- 
rels,  the  Mulroys,  the  Freuds,  and  the  But- 
tlers  of  the  country  to  office  accomplishes 
nothing  desirable — unless  it  be  considered 
advisable  to  still  farther  lower  the  standard 
of  public  men.  Unless  it  be  considered  an 
advantage  to  replace  men,  most  of  whom,  if 
they  were  honest  would  be  capable,  with 
others  picked  from  the  ignorance  and  vice  of 
the  land.  Others  who  are  by  nature  dishon- 
est, and  to  whom  knowledge  is  an  impossi- 
bility. 


THE  CHINESE    QUESTION. 

There  is  something  supremely  ludicrous 
about  the  manner  in  which  our  sapient  legis- 
lators and  statesmen  treat  this  much  vexed 
question  of  Mongolian  immigration.  For 
years  upon  years  the  people  of  this  coast 
have  been  crying  out  against  the  presence  of 
the  Chinese.  At  first  the  cry  came  from  the 
Irish  servant-maid  who  found  in  John  a  rival 
who  prevented  her  from  insolently  bouncing 
her  mistress;  and  also  from  the  young  hood- 
lum who  found  that  employers  preferred  to 
pig-tailed  laborers,  who  would  work  right 
along  from  month,  rather  than  white  boys 
who  would  work  when  they  felt  like  it.  But 
for  many  years  it  has  come  from  a  very  dif- 
ferent source;  from  that  intelligent  middle 
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class  who  do  not  desire  to  see  a  landed  arist- 
ocracy and  a  pauper  peasantry  spring  up  in 
this  country;  from  that  middle  class  who 
don't  own  miles  of  the  public  estate,  who 
don't  own  water,  gas,  and  railroad  monopo- 
lies, who  don't  go  to  the  sand-lots  to  estab- 
lish the  principle  that  the  lower  and  more 
ignorant  class  of  workers  are  necessarily 
more  intelligent  and  more  honest  than  the 
higher  class.  From  that  great  middle  class 
who  have  developed  the  resources  of  the 
country,  who  have  made  the  wilderness  a 
smiling  settlement,  who  have  built  cities 
who,  in  short,  are  the  backbone  of  this  or 
any  other  country.  From  this  class  of  peo- 
ple has  come  a  loud  and  unmistakable  cry 
antagonistic  to  the  presence  of  the  Chinese. 
Whether  the  people  of  this  Coast  are  right 
or  wrong  in  their  opposition  to  the  Chinese 
may  be  a  matter  of  opinion;  but  there  can 
be  no  two  opinions  about  the  existence  of  the 
opposition.  Therefore,  under  our  govern- 
mental institutions,  it  became  a  proper  sub- 
ject for  legislative  discussion  and  action 
when  that  feeling  manifested  itself.  But 
what  are  the  facts  ? 

For  years  our  local  political  mountebanks 
wrestled  with  it.  Commissions  investigated 
it — and  nothing  was  done.  After  years  of 
patient  enquiry  it  was  discovered  that  the 
matter  could  only  be  settled  by  the  Federal 
authorities.  After  years  of  solicitation  the 
Federal  legislative  consented  to  become  ac- 
quainted with  the  fact  that  there  was  a 
"Chinese  Question" — and  then  we  had  an- 
other commission.  That  was  two  years  ago 
and  nothing  has  been  done  yet.  Our  repre- 
sentatives have  been  incessantly  knocking  at 
the  doors  of  Congress;  but  Congress  is  too 
busy  to  attend  to  them.  The  people  of  this 
Coast  have  been  crying  out  against  the  Chi- 
nese immigration  for  something  like  eight  or 
ten  years  and  they  are  cooly  informed  by 
Senators  and  Representatives  that  they 
haven't  had  time  to  look  into  it.  Mr.  Blaine 
has  been  busy  gathering  statistics  regard- 
ing fictitious  "Southern  outrages."  Mr 
Thurman  has  been  busy  investigating  im- 
maginary  "Northern  intimidation."  Mr. 
Conkling  has  been  busy  looking  after  tide- 
waterships.  Even  our  own  dear  Mr.  Page 
seems  to  be  far  more  interested  in  the 
reapportionment  of  representation  in  the 
Southern  States  than  in  securing  legislation 
on  the  "Chinese  Question."  And,  of  the 
smaller  fry,  one  has  been  marrying  a  wife, 
another  has  been  buying  a  cow,  another  has 
been  burying  an  aunt,  &c,  &c?  But  they 
have  all  been  busy;  too  busy  to  look  into 
questions  of  great  public  importance. 


TSee  Illustration  on  Last  Page,] 
SCENES  ON  THE  S.  P.  R.  R. 

The  bridge  which  forms  the  central  figure 
in  the  illustration  on  our  last  page  is,  of  a 
verity,  a  historical  battle  field.  The  Wasp, 
having  discovered  that  there  is  a  disposition 
on  the  part  of  historians  to  quietly  ignore 
this  battle  and  thus  rob  its  participants 
of  the  immortal  glory  which  belongs  to  them, 
has  resolved  to  become  a  historian  itself. 

The  imposing  fortification  to  be  seen  upon 
the  right  is  marked  in  the   archives   of  the 


War  Department  as  "Fort  Yuma."  About  a 
year  ago  the  garrison  of  this  post  consisted 
of  a  Brigadier-General  (in  command),  a  Ma- 
jor, (acting  Adjutant)  and  a  rank  and  file  of 
one  full  private.  At  this  important  epoch 
war  was  declared  between  the  railroad  and 
the  Government.  Exactly  what  the  war  was 
about  will  perhaps  never  be  known;  but  at 
any  rate  the  army  in  garrison  at  Fort  Yuma 
received  orders  to  occupy  the  bridge  across 
the  Colorado  and  to  dispute  the  passage  of 
the  enemy.  A  council  of  war — at  which  the 
Commandant,  the  Adjutant,  and  the  cook 
were  present — was  immediately  held,  and 
measures  devised  for  the  purpose  of  carry- 
ing out  the  instructions  of  the  Government. 
The  garrison  was  put  under  arms  and  led  by 
the  gallant  Major  to  the  scene  of  operations. 
The  General,  like  any  other  prudent  com- 
mander, remaining  behind  to  direct,  from  an 
emminence,  the  operations  of  his  troops. 
The  Major  placed  his  force  in  the  most  ad- 
vantageous position  and  drawing  his  sword 
gave  the  command,  "Charge"  in  stentorian 
tones  as  the  enemy  appeared  at  the  other 
end  of  the  bridge.  No  doubt  had  the  army 
been  less  oppressed  with  age  and  infirmities 
it  would  have  got  into  motion  quicker — and 
conquered  or  died.  As  it  was,  the  army  did 
its  best;  it  had  just  brought  its  gun  to  the 
charge  when  the  enemy's  cow-catcher  ap- 
peared and  collided  with  it.  Never  was  an 
army  more  completely  overthrown  than  was 
that  one.  And  never  was  the  result  of  an 
engagement  so  mixed  up.  The  army  was 
overthrown  but  the  enemy  fled  from  the 
field.  The  army's  gun  was  captured  and 
carried  oflf  between  the  bars  of  the  enemy's 
cow-catcher,  yet  the  army  retained  possession 
of  the  field.  To  this  day  the  General  has 
never  been  able  to  send  a  report  of  the  en- 
gagement to  the  War  Department.  He  is 
stuck;  he  can't  make  up  his  mind  as  to 
whether  he  should  characterize  it  a  defeat  or 
a  victory. 


[See  Double-page  Illustration.] 
TJ1TSSES,  I. 

That  portion  of  the  American  public  who 
believe  that  the  forcible  retention  in  the 
Union — against  their  own  will— of  the  sece- 
ded Southern  States  was  a  desirable  termi- 
nation of  our  late  civil  war — a  veritable  tri- 
umph of  liberty — must  ever  entertain  to- 
wards General  Grant  feelings  of  profound 
respect. 

As  a  leader  of  men  in  armed  conflict  he 
was  a  success;  and  success  always  commands 
respect. 

It  may  be  doubted,  however,  whether  his 
achievements  as  a  statesman  are  a  source  of 
joy  or  pride  to  any  person  other  than  those 
who  directly  profited  thereby.  But  the 
number  of  that  class  appears  to  be,  in  pro- 
portion to  the  number  of  our  people,  very 
considerable. 

The  General  has,  since  his  retirement 
from  the  post  of  Protector-General  to  the 
various  "rings"  of  this  country,  like  Cincina- 
tus  of  old,  or  the  more  modern  Washington, 
been  abroad  juncketing,  and  feasting,  and 
receiving  the  homage  and  adultation  of 
crowned  heads.      The   General,   it  must  be 


said  to  his  credit,  carries  his  honors  modest- 
ly— as  becomes  a  citizen  of  this  modern  mo- 
del republic.  He  has  accepted  the  homage 
paid  him  quietly  and  has  refrained  from  spit- 
ting upon  those  who  paid  it.  In  the  matter 
of  royally,  too,  he  has  not  expected  the  offer 
of  a  first  class  crown  like  that  of  German}', 
or  Russia,  or  England;  he  has  been  content 
with  a  fifth-rate  one — that  of  Bulgaria.  Of 
course,  he  declined  it;  the  General  has  big- 
ger fish  to  fry.  Ruling  half  starved  Bulgari- 
ans would  be  but  a  pitiful  ambition  for  a 
man  still  in  the  prime  of  life.  Nevertheless, 
the  proposition  to  place  a  royal  diadem  upon 
the  head  our  Ulysses  has  served  a  purpose. 
It  has  put  Ulysses'  name,  in  connection  with 
a  crown,  in  the  mouths  of  the  people.  By 
and  by  the  name  of  the  crown  may  be 
changed  from  Bulgarian  to  that  of  a  locality 
which  lies  between  the  St.  Lawrence  and  the 
Gulf. 

The  illustration,  which  will  be  found  upon 
our  double  page,  is  a  forcible  realization  of 
the  visionary  schemes  which  are  running 
through  the  heads  of  our  snobocracy.  An 
imperial  court  with  Bennett,  and  Mackay, 
and  Flood,  and  Standford,  as  Dukes,  Mar- 
quises, etc.,  would  complete  the  picture. 


["See  Illustration  on  First  Page.] 
HITCHING  UP. 

At  the  present  time  everybody  is  getting 
ready  for  the  reception  of  old  King  Christ- 
mas. The  prudent  housewife  is  preparing 
her  mince  pies  and  constructing  her  cake  af- 
ter the  most  approved  model  in  culinery  ar- 
chitecture. The  prudent  young  lady  is  smi- 
ling her  sweetest  upon  her  papa  and  her 
beau  with  a  view  to  effecting  a  jewelry  bon- 
anza. Statesmen  and  authoresses,  not  yet 
beyond  the  candy  and  toy  epoch  of  existence, 
are  upon  their  best  behavior  pending  the  ar- 
rival of  holiday  probabilities.  While  tur- 
keys, geese  and  other  participants  in  all  or- 
thodox christian  festivals  are  in  an  anxious 
state  of  expectancy. 

In  the  journalistic  world,  editors  are  rub- 
bing up  their  pens  and  sharpening  their 
shears  in  order  to  produce  "a  splendid  spe- 
cimen of  local  literature." 

Not  to  be  outdone  in  any  respect,  the 
Wasp  will  next  week  present  itself  to  its  pa- 
trons in  a  form  which  will  make  each  sepa- 
rate ha,ir  on  the  head  of  our  New  York  im- 
porter stand  upon  an  independent  basis. 


We  don't  happen  to  have  the  honor  of  an 
intimate  personal  acquaintance  with  that  dis- 
tinguished young  lady  Mrs.  Campbell,  other- 
wise the  Marchioness  of  Lome,  otherwise  the 
Princess  Louise;  consequently,  it  will  be  un- 
derstood that,  in  saying  that  we  do  not  alto- 
gether admire  her  taste  in  the  matter  of 
dress,  we  are  not  animated  by  any  personal 
pique.  The  young  lady  objects,  it  seems,  to 
receiving  company — of  the  female  persua- 
sion— who  do  not  display  an  ample  propor- 
tion of  unclad  anatomy.  Why  on  earth  the 
young  lady  didn't  insist  upon  her  mother's 
subjects — both  male  and  female — paying  her 
their  respects  clad  in  the  same  costume  in 
which  the  wicked  serpent  found  her,  and 
their,  Edenian  projenitors,  we  can't  think. 
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A  "COASTING"  LEGEND. 


IN    TWO   PARTS-PART  I. 


1.     The   small   boy   utilizeth  bis  holidays 
and  goeth  on  a  coasting  spree. 


2.     But,  as  he  scooteth  along,  the  pedago- 
gue cometh  in  his  way. 


W^^3 


3.     And  like  unto  the  Ejreat  General  Sher- 
man he  getteth  a  free  ride. 


C5a 


4.     As  the  procession  proceedeth,  it  meet- 
eth  with  the  hunter. 


5.     And  the  hunter's  dog  joineth  the   pas- 
sengers and  taketh  a  seat. 


'  6.  "  Likewise  is  the"hunter  himself  scooped 
up  and  divorced  from  his  pipe. 
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Bearding  the  lion  in  his  den — disguising 
an  Englishman  in  London. 

Positively  false — a  set  of  artificial  teeth; 
Comparatively  false — a  woman;  Superlatively 
false — the  pledges  of  a  politician. 

Clara  Morris'  "Article  47"  is  believed  to 
be  the  garter  for  her  left  leg.  But  it  seems 
almost  incredible  that  a  ladies  apparel  could 
consist  of  47  articles. 

A  year  of  pleasure  passeth  like  a  fleeting 
breeze;  but  one  hour's  time  inside  of  a  shirt, 
with  a  few  well  starched  points  in  the  collar 
band,  passeth  like  an  age. 

Somebody  asks:  "Does  lunar  caustic  come 
from  the  moon."  Can't  say  exactly,  but  the 
caustic  lunatic  of  Mr.  Pixley'a  brochure  comes 
from  San  Rafael  occasionally. 

There  are  two  hundred  and  eight  bones  in 
the  human  body,  so  that  the  remains  of  the 
late  lamented  A.  T.  Stewart  are  valued  at 
exactly  24  5-13  dollars  a  bone  by  the  widow. 

The  average   School   Marm  of  California 
now  takes  out  her  old  examination   papers 
and  after  fondly  gazing  at  them  exclaims: 
"Who  said  that  thou  wer't  sold 
Tis  false!  'tis  false!" 

The  difference  between  the  leaning  tower 
of  Pisa  and  Sierra  Nevada  stock  lies  in  the 
fact  that  the  former  never  falls  over  while 
the  latter  has  bought  many  a  young  woman 
a  Fall  over  (skirt). 

A  member  of  a  Boston  debating  society 
proposed  the  question:  "Is  there  a  cure  for 
the  blues?"  There  need  be  no  debate  on  the 
subject.  There  is  a  cure  for  the  blues.  "Whis- 
key turns  blue  colored  noses  into  a  sunny 
red. 

The  principal  fault  which  Zac  Chandler 
finds  with  the  President's  message  is  the  utter 
and  unfeeling  absence  of  any  allusion  to  the 
high  rates  (fifteen  cents  a  drink)  which  have 
prevailed  for  pears  past  in  the  whisky  busi- 
ness.      .  . 

One  of  our  enterprising  contemporaries 
advertises  "A  splendid  specimen  of  Califor- 
nia literature."  Strange  to  say  a  part  of  this 
"splendid  specimen"  of  local  genius  is  to  be 
produced  in  the  establishment  of  Messrs. 
Harper  &  Bros. ,  New  York. 

By  the  use  of  the  microphone  you  can  hear 
the  rope  walk  or  the  butter  fly — Boston 
Globe.  Or  the  gum  drop. — Free  Pi-ess.  Or 
the  fall  of  the  year. — Richmond  (Va.)  Baton. 
Or  the  crecus.  Or  the  chancel  rail. — Pitts- 
burgh Telegraph. — Or  the  instep. 


"Heaven  is  where  there  is  a  company  of 
believing  souls." — Ex.  Then  if  a  person 
goes  down  to  California  street  and  gets 
amongst  the  kerb-stone  operators,,  each  indi- 
vidual one  of  whom  believes  he  has  a  sure 
"point,"  that  person  would  be  in  Heaven. 
Eh? 

The  velocity  of  a  streak  of  lightning  may 
be  calculated  to  a  nicety  but,  when  it  comes 
to  reckoning  the  speed  which  a  woman  will 
make  from  the  neighborhood  of  a  badly- 
scared  homesick  mouse,  the  resources  of  ma- 
thematics are  found  to  be  lamentably  want- 


A  nine  year  old  looked  up  from  the  daily 
paper  yesterday  morning  and  asked  his 
mother  "if  Mare  Island  was  the  best  place  to 
find  mares'  nests?" — Ex.  The  boy  was  wrong; 
its  the  place  where  U.  S.  Senators  find  the 
means  of  corrupting  their  constituency  and 
securing  a  re-election. 

Ovid  Pinney's  will  just  filed  at  St.  Paul, 
Minn.,  leaves  most  of  his  estate  of  $200,000 
to  clothe  and  educate  the  orphans  in  Beaver 
county,  Pa.,  where  he  lived  for  some  time. — 
Ex.  "Wonder  where  he  got  that  money  ?  Per- 
haps he  is  a  relative  of  our  George,  and  was 
troubled  with  a  quickened  conscience. 

It  is  announced  that  a  daughter  of  George 
Fletcher  has  just  abandoned  opera  owing  to 
a  weakness  of  the  voice.  But  the  fact  that  a 
weakness,  and  absence  of  rotundity,  in  the 
legs  is  a  far  more  serious  bar  to  success  in 
opera  than  the  cause  assigned  raises  veracious 
obstacles  in  the  pathway  of  implicit  belief. 

At  a  recent  meeting  of  the  Royal  Society, 
England,  Dr.  Lombard  showed  that  mental 
activity  will  at  once  raise  the  temperature  of 
the  head.  If  this  is  true,  what  a  height  the 
temperature  of  Mr.  Pickering's  head  must 
have  reached  by  this  time!  And  General 
McComb's?  why  it  must  be  away  out  of  sight! 

Virtue  maketh  men  on  the  earth  famous, 
in  their  graves  glorious,  and  in  heaven  im- 
mortal,— Child.  It  would  be  wrong,  per- 
haps, to  dispute  with  this  pious  philosopher; 
but,  so  long  as  Jim  Keene  continues  to  be  an 
object  of  interest  and  Dr.  O'Donnell  remains 
in  obscurity,  people  will  doubt  the  earthy 
part  of  the  statement. 

How  does  Grant  and  Key  strike  you  ? — 
Wash.  Post.  Did  you,  good  sir,  ever  hear  of 
the  boomerang,  which,  when  thrown  from 
the  hand  of  the  unskilled  amateur,  misses, 
by  half  a  mile  or  so  the  object  at  which  it  is 
propelled,  and,  in  obedience  to  some  inex- 
plicable law,  returns  with  unerring  certainly 
to  knock  the  thrower's  brains  out  ? 

The  boy  who  makes  the  paste,  sharpens 
the  shears,  takes  the  kickings,  receives  the 
maledictions,  runs  the  errants,  etc  ,  for  this 
office,  recently,  in  a  fit  of  mental  abstraction, 
lit  the  fire  with  the  MS  of  fourteen  valuable 
poems;  consequently,  it  is  confidently  expec- 
ted that  the  rainy  season  will  soon  set  in. 
Even  the  heavens  must  weep  when  the  beau- 
tiful language  inspired  by  despairing  love 
reaches  them. 


<35~£iSerarF  Meview,^^^-. 


An  Imperial  Conspirator. — This  is  a  short 
historical  reminiscence  of  an  event  which  oc- 
curred in  Russia  many  years  ago.  It  seems » 
that  the  Emperor's  wife  had  made  a  very 
tempting  strawberry  short-cake  which  she 
put  away  in  the  cupboard;  and  the  Emperor's 
two  eldest  boys  resolved  to  obtain  the  said 
cake.  For  this  purpose  they  entered  into  a 
conspiracy  with  the  Emperor's  red-headed 
maid  of  all  work.  That  is  the  substance  of 
the  book.  "We  entertain  the  opinion  that, 
from  a  literary  stand  point,  it  will  not  rank 
very  high;  and  at  the  same  time  its  historical 
accuracy  may  be  doubted.  The  author  of 
this  book  has  been  so  liberal  as  to  present  a 
copy  of  it  to  each  member  of  the  Constitu- 
tional Convention  whom  a  personal  inspec- 
tion proved  to  have  clean  finger  nails. 

Flowers  of  the  Sky — Is  the  title  of  a  little 
volume  of  poems  which  came  to  us  this  week. 
They  are  flowers  of  a  very  poor  order,  and, 
if  they  are  fair  samples  of  the  floral  produc- 
tions of  that  elevated  region,  we  are  reluc- 
tantly obliged  to  affirm  that  its  horticultural 
resources  are  not  nearly  so  complete  as  we 
had  been  led  to  believe. 

"Through  summer  and  winter,  the  whole  day  long, 
Without  so  much  as  a  laugh  or  a  song 
I  toil;  scrubbing  and  weaving  and  spinning, 
While  my  husband  is  away  off  ginning." 

There  is  a  flower  for  you;  a  whole  bucket — 
which  is  Massachusetts  French — in  fact. 
This  book  is  for  sale  by  all  properly  aecredi* 
ted  ministers  of  the  gospel  and  bandy  legged 
policemen. 


Castle  Blair. — This  is  a  novel  intended  for 
the  immature  minds  of  those  who  have  left 
their  days  farinaceous  food  but  a  little  way 
behind.  There  are  two  kinds  of  literary 
frauds  in  this  world.  The  one  is  the  person 
who  carries  the  boy  hero  through  the  dangers 
of  flood  and  battle;  placing  him  in  impossible 
positions  and  withdrawing  him  therefrom  in 
a  manner  which  is  perfectly  startling.  The 
other  is  a  person  who  writes  up  the  girl  hero 
of  the  goody  goody  sort;  the  angelic  young 
person  who  is  always  offering  herself  a  vol- 
untary sacrifice  on  the  altar  of  unselfishness. 
In  real  life  we  never  come  across  either  of 
these  young  characters.  "We  never  see  the 
flashing  eye  of  the  dauntless  boy;  we  gener- 
ally observe,  when  he  is  brought  face  to  face 
with  some  real  danger,  that  he  displays  every 
symptom  of  being  scared  out  of  his  wits.  No 
more  do  we  come  into  contact  with  that  sweet 
charming  little  girl  who  is  satisfied  to  see  her 
brothers  and  sisters  get  all  the  candy,  and 
cake,  and  dolls,  and  hoops,  etc.  We  there- 
for put  Castle  Blair  in  that  place  where,  in 
this  cold  weather,  it  will  do  most  good — the 
fire. 
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CLOVER. 


CHAPTER  III.— (Continued) 

BIDDY  was  exceedingly  fond  of  Clover, 
and  she  secretly  stole  in  to  her  directly  she 
arose,  to  see  if  she  could  do  anything  for 
her.  Finding  the  girl's  cheeks  flushed  and  her  eyes 
unnaturally  bright,  Biddy  bade  her  lie  still  and  keep 
in  her  bed,  for  she  could  not  possibly  get  out-of- 
doors  that  day. 

"Nonsense,  Biddy!"  said  Clover,  trying  to  smile. 
"Of  course  I  must  go  down  to  the  Pottery,  and  on 
my  way  I  will  ask  the  chemist  for  some  rheumatism- 
lotion.  Biddy,  I  wish  you  would  just  see  if  there  is 
a  letter  for  me  in  the  letter-box." 

Biddy  came   back  with  a  tailor's  circular  for  Mr 
*  Searle,  which  was  all  the   postman   had  left   at  the 
house  that  morning. 

Clover's  eager  look  faded  away.  Frank  must  be 
ill,  she  thought,  with  tender  concern.  Then  came  a 
dawning  doubt.  Could  he  have  been  trifling  witb 
her?  Did  he,  on  serious  reflection,  repent  his  rash- 
ness, remembering  her  changed  fortunes?  Had  he 
left  the  place,  to  escape  the  connection? 
-  "He  did  not  trouble  himself  to  escape  me,'  thought 
poor  Clover  drearily.  "I  set  him  free  myself  in  the 
past.  I  wish  I  had  been  strong  enough  to  reject  his 
love  again.  But  I  can  survive  his  desertion.  I  hope 
I  am  not  so  foolish  as  to  care  for  one  who  can  behave 
so  meanly.  But  Frank — my  Frank — how  can  you 
treat  me  so?" 

Clover  soon  found  that  to  quit  her  bed  was  impos- 
sible, for  the  effort  to  rise  heightened  the  rheumatic 
pains  .into  agony.  And  there  was  the  important  order 
to  be  executed  at  the  Pottery.  She  could  not  even 
offer  to  continue  her  designs  at  home,  as  she  had 
done  before  in  the  case  of  Sydney's  chicken-pox,  for 
the  designers  were  all  working  together,  and  their 
■work  fitted  harmoniously,  added  to  which,  her  swol- 
len, aching  fingers  could  not  possibly  perform  their 
part.  No  wonder  the  hot  tears  found  their  way  into 
her  sorrowful  eyes.  She  thought  at  first  the  trouble 
was  cruelly  hard;  but  it  soothed  her  into  patient  en- 
durance, to  remember  her  mother'sdying  words — 
"Do  not  murmur,  my  children;  Heaven  knows  what 
is  best  for  us  all." 

Sydney,  who  showed  no  signs  of  a  cold,  thanks  to 
his  sister's  nursing,  was  almost  wild  with  grief  to 
hear  of  her  illness.  He  would  have  stayed  from 
school  had  she  allowed  it;  as  it  was,  he  took  no 
breakfast,  Out  hurried  off  to  the  chief  doctor  in  the 
neighborhood,  who  lived  three  miles  from  their 
lodgings. 

Doctor  Dudley  pronounced  Clover's  ailment  to  be 
a  very  serious  form  of  rheumatic  fever;  and,  when 
the  sufferer  asked  him  how  soon  she  would  be  able 
to  return  to  her  duties,,  he  only  said,  "Wait  a  while, 
my  dear  young  lady;  there  is  time  enough  to  think 
of  that." 

And,  as  day  followed  day,  and  she  lay  there  moan- 
ing, as  far  from  recovery  as  when  he  had  been  first 
called  in,  the  doctor  spoke  to  her  seriously  concern- 
ing her  anxiety  to  be  up  and  doing,  which,  he  told 
her,  hindered  her  improvement. 

The  father  and  brother  were  tender,  indefatigable 
nurses;  the  Dykes  came  once  or  twice  with  tempting 
fruit  and  jellies,  but,  whilst  she  was  yet  very  ill,  the 
family  started  on  their  usual  Continental  trip. 

Mr.  Dyke  had  been  compelled  to  engage  a  designer 
in  Clover's  place;  but  he  promised  to  reinstate  her 
when  fit  for  work. 

"Never  mind,  papa  dear,"  said  Clover,  mindful  of 
her  father's  anxieties  amid  all  her  pain;  "when  I 
once  get  out  of  bed  I  shall  have  all  the  more  time  to 
go  on  with  my  painting  'Sunrise'  for  the  Town-hall. 
I  think  it  will  certainly  sell;  and  you  know  the  exhi- 
bition does  not  open  until  the  first  week  in  Septem- 
ber. The  price  will  clear  Dr.  Dudley's  bill  beauti- 
fully, papa,  and  all  the  rent  now  running  on." 

The  rent  was  indeed  a  source  of  worry  to  the  fa- 
ther and  daughter,  and  even  to  the  schoolboy,  who 
understood  the  family  affairs  pretty  clearly,  and  who 
longed  to  question  Clover  about  Sir  Francis,  but  had 
the  sense  to  refrain.  Mrs.  Ferber  possessed  neither 
sympathy  nor  forbearance;  her  manner  showed  very 
plainly  how  she  resented  the  extra  trouble  of  Clover's 
illness;  and  she  often  stated  to  Biddy,  in  a  loud 
voice  on  the  stairs,  that  she  was  "sick  and  tired  of 
them  stuek-up  lodgers,  as  was  as  poor  as  church 
mice." 

At  last  the  day  arrived  when  poor  Clover,  white 
and  weak  from  her  long  and  painful  illness,  came 
down  to  the  parlor,  holding  Sydney's  hand.  They 
had  lately  been  obliged  to  forego  their  usual  ready- 
money  rule,  and  go  on  credit  with  their  tradespeople 
who  knew  where  Clover  was  employed,  and  readily 
trusted  them.  Sydney  had  thus  taken  upon  himself 
to  procure  a  sole  for  Clover's  tea,  and  Biddy  had 
cooked  it  while   her  mistress  was  working  up-stairs. 

"Oh,  you  extravagant  boy!"  said  Clover  faintly. 
"Never  mind.  Syd — I  am  not  vexed.  You  are  a  dear 
and  I  shall  soon  earn  some  more  money.  I  think  I 
could  sit  a  little  at  my  easel  this  evening." 


"No,  indeed,  my  love,"  said  her  father — "noexer- 
tion  to-night.  Lie  down  on  the  sofa  and  rest  your- 
self. It  is  good  to  sse  you  here,  my  daughter.  Syd- 
ney, pour  out  a  cup  of  tea  for  your  sister." 

"Syd,"  whyspered  Clover,  as  he  bent  over  her, 
"where  is  papa's  chain?  I  know  his  watch  went  when 
you  had  the  measles;  surely  that  is  not  pledged?" 

"Yes,  sister;  he  took  it  one  day  because  the  doctor 
ordered  you  so  many  nourishing  things;  and,  besides 
once  a  physician  came,  you  know,  whose  fee  had  to 
be  paid  directly." 

Clover  sighed,  and  looked  lovingly  at  her  poor 
troubled  father. 

"How  does  your  school-work  get  on,  Syd?"  she 
asked. 

"Oh,  famously!  All  the  fellows  say  I'm  sure  to 
pass  first.  To-day  fortnight,  Clover!  I  think  I  dream 
of  the  twenty-first!  Father,  I  shan't  be  much  ex- 
pense to  you  if  I  get  into  Earlcote  School,  shall  I?" 
"I  intended  to  send  you  to  Eaton  my  boy,"  said  Mr. 
Searle,  looking  at  him  with  the  longing,  sorrowful 
expression  that  told  them  all  his  mind  was  yearning 
after  the  past. 

"Never  mind,  father — Earlcote's  next  best,"  re- 
turned Sydney  brightly.  "How  have  I  made  the  tea, 
Clover?" 

***** 

The  progress  of  Clover's  convalesence  was  slow 
and  tedious,  owing  to  the  absence  of  aught  to  build 
up  her  strength.  Having  taken  the  domestic  man- 
agement again  into  her  hands,  she  steadily  econo- 
mised as  concerned  herself,  for  she  had  quite  dis- 
mayed to  find  how  small  items  swelled  the  trades- 
men's accounts.  But  at  last  she  felt  herself  equal  to 
to  her  work  of  painting,  and  fervent  hopes  filled  her 
heart  as  she  took  up  her  brush  to  continue  'Sunrise, 
which  she  justly  considered  her  chef-d'-oeuvre. 

That  very  afternoon  Sydney  came  home  from 
school,  reporting  that  he  had  gone  home  with  a 
"chap  whose  little  sister  had  the  scarlatina"  Clover 
made  him  use  some  disinfectant  ere  he  had  tea,  and 
thought  no  more  of  the  matter.  But  during  the  night 
Sydney  called  to  her  in  a  frightened  tone,  and  she 
went  to  his  room,  where  she  found  that  his  throat 
was  very  painful,  and  he  said  he  felt  "hot  and 
queer." 

She  knew  what  it  was  before  Doctor  Dudley  said 
"Scarlatina."  It  was  only  aniild  case,  but  required 
much  care  and  nursing,  so  as  to  prevent  a  draught 
from  injuring  the  boy,  who  proved  a  very  trying  pa- 
tient. 

"I  say,  doctor,"  he  cried,  "you  must  get  me  up  by 
Friday — it's  our  examination." 

"You  will  not  leave  your  bed  for  ten  or  twelve 
days,  my  lad,"  said  the  doctor  decisively,  "unless 
you  intend  to  commit  suicide," 

"Oh,  Clover  !"  came  with  a  sob  from  the  poor 
child. 

Clover  felt  for  him  so  much  that  she  cried  as  well. 
And  she  had  cause  for  her  tears.  She  knew  her 
nursing  would  preclude  attention  to  her  painting, 
and  the  exhibition  day  drew  near. 

CHAPTER  IV.,  and  Last. 

Just  as  Sydney  bade  good-bye  to  the  doctor,  and 
come  down-stairs  daily,  well  wrapped  up  from  the 
draughts,  trouble  from  another  quarter  fell  upon  the 
Searles. 

One  morning  Mrs.  Ferber — who  had  been  greatly 
exasperated  at  receiving  notice  from  hard-worknig 
Biddy — threw  open  the  parlor  door,  and  tossed  her 
rent-book  on  to  the  table. 

"I'll  be  glad  to  see  the  color  of  your  money,  Mr. 
Searle,"  said  she  rudely;  "I  ain't  a-going  to  wait 
no  longer.  I've  had  an  offer  for  the  rooms  this  very 
day;  so  pay  up,  or  turn  out." 

Sydney,  dozing  slightly  on  the  sofa,  started  and 
opened  his  eyes  with  a  look  of  alarm.  Clover  grew 
quite  indignant  when  she  saw  his  sudden  fright  and 
the  trembling  agitation  of  her  father. 

"You  forget  yourself,  Mrs.  Ferber,"  said  she 
quietly. 

"No,  I  don'tf  you  dressod-up  doll!  I'm  an  honest 
woman,  as  pays  her  way,  and  not  a  powdered  hussy 
as  walks  of  an  evening  with  strange  London  gentle- 
men! Ah,  miss,  you  didn't  know  as  my  Charley 
spied  you  a-kissing  and  a-hugging  in  the  woods!" 

"Get  out!"  cried  Sydney  fiercely,  "How  dare  you 
insult  my  sister?  You're  drunk  I  believe — I've  seen 
you  drunk  before." 

"Hush,  Sydney  darling,  pray!"  whispered  Clover 
whose  face  was  very  pale.  Then  she  turned  to  Mrs. 
Ferber  and  said.  "You  have  nothing  to  do  with  our 
private  affairs;  as  regards  the  rent,  you  are  aware 
the  arrears  are  caused  by  all  the  illness  which  has 
detained  me  from  the  Pottery.  I  see  we  owe  you 
five  pounds;  father,  you  must  let  Mrs.  Ferber  have 
the  two  pounds  from  the  bank  on  Monday — " 

"I  promised  next  month's  money  to  the  baker, 
Clover,"  interrupted  the  old  man  helplessly. 

"He's  a  goin'  to  stop  your  bread,  he  is,"  said  Mrs. 
Ferber,  "and  I  ain't  to  be  put  off  no  more  than 
him." 

"I  hope  to  return  to  the  Pottery  on  Monday," 
said  Clover,  "and  will  then  ask  the  cashier  to  ad- 
vance me  two  or  three  pounds;  I  know  he  will — and 


when  I  am  working  again  I  shall  soon  discharge  the 
rest  of  your  account." 

"I'll  not  wait  a  day,"  screamed  the  woman — "some 
of  you  will  be  taken  your  beds  again,  and  you'll 
make  an  excuse  not  to  go  to  your  work.  What's 
become  of  the  money  for  your  picture,  eh?" 

"You  know  as  well  as  I  do,  Mrs.  Ferber,  that  I 
was  unable  to  complete  the  work  in  time." 

"Well,  of  all  the  idle  chits!  I  should  be  ashamed 
if  I  was  you,  calling  yourselves  gentlefolks,  to  occu- 
py decent  lodgings,  and  yet  you  hain't  got  nothing  in 
your  ppekets!  But  I  says  to  my  Charley  this  morn- 
ing, 'I'm  tired  of  this  lot,  and  want  to  see  their 
backs.'  So  pay  me  first  thing  to-morrow — in  full, 
mind,  or  out  you  go,  neck  and  crop.  But  I  detains 
your  boxes  till  you're  out  of  my  debt.  And  I  hope 
you'll  give  your  doctor  your  new  address,  for  I  don't 
want  him  coming  here  after  you're  gone,  plaguing 
for  his  bill." 

With  these  words,  and  a  violent  slam  of  the  door, 
Mrs.  Ferber  withdrew,  to  abuse  Biddy  in  the 
kitchen. 

Mr.  Searle  rose  hastily  and  retired  to  his  own 
room,  and  Sydney  cried  himself  into  a  deep  sleep. 

Clover,  deep  in  sorrowful  reflections,  her  pale, 
tired,  wistful  face  on  her  little  hands,  did  not  hear 
the  door  reopen,  nor  was  she  conscious  that  Charles 
Ferber  had  entered  till  he  softly  called  her  'Clover!' 
Then  she  flushed  like  a  rose,  and  sprang  up  scorn- 
fully. 

"How  dare  you  presume,  sir,  to  use  my  Christian 
name?     Leave  the  room  before  I  call  my  father!" 

"He  has  gone  out  of  doors,  my  dear  girl,  so  that 
would  be  useless.  Come  now,  be  gentle,  or  you'll 
wake  the  boy." 

Clover  glanced  at  her  brother,  who  had  forgotten 
his  sorrow  in  sleep;  she  was  indeed  anxious  not  to 
awaken  him,  and  her  tones  softened,  though  her 
looks  took  an  added  dignity. 

"May  I  ask  your  business  in  our  parlor?" 
"Your  parlor!  Come!  but  I  won't  taunt  you,  Miss 
Searle;  let  us  be  the  best  of  friends.  My  business 
here  is  to  pay  you  a  little  visit;  I  hurried  over  my 
dinner  on  purpose.  'Pon  my  word,  that  violet  ribbon 
is  mighty  becoming  to  yon!" 

"If  yourpnrpose  is  indeed  friendly,"  said  Clover, 
"you  will  prove  it  by  deferring  your  visit  to  another 
time,  when  my  father  is  here.  I  particularly  wish  to 
consider  and  arrange." 

"How  to  get  the  rent,  eh?  Look  here,  Miss  Searle 
— my  mother's  a  pretty  tough  sort  of  woman,  but  I 
can  twist  her  round  my  little  finger.  Only  say  'Yes,' 
and  we'll  tear  up  the  rent-book,  and  wait -for  the 
arrears  till  convenient." 

•'What,  do  you  mean?"  asked  Clover  in  wonder. 
"Why,  I  can  get  mother  to  wait  for  her  rent,  and 
keep  a  still  tongue  in  her  head  till  doomsday,  if  I 
choose.  And  she'll  do  it,  too,  if  you  don't  give  me 
the  cold  shoulder.  You've  been  a  bit  chilling  of 
late,  but  I'll  forgive  and  forget.  Say  you'll  keep 
company  with  me,  and  we'll  kiss  and  make  up.  'Pon 
my  work,  Clover,  we  sha'n't  make  a  bad-looking  pair 
of  sweethearts!     Qou're  the  prettiest  girl — " 

He  half  attempted  to  put  his  arm  round  her  waist, 
and  Clover  struck  it  suddenly  down  with  passionate 
force. 

"Don't  touch  me!  How  dare  you?  If  my  father 
were  here,  you  would  not  insult  me  so." 

Sydney  half  turned  in  his  sleep,  and  afraid  to  say 
more,  because  of  waking  him,  Clover  moved  nearer 
to  his  sofa,  and  bent  over  him,  turning  her  back  on 
Ferber. 

"You  proud  little  minx!"  he  cried,  lived  with  rage. 
"You  shall  repent  your  treatment  of  me.  I  won't  be 
said  'Nay'  to  by  any  girl  alive.  Out  you  go  into  the 
streets  to-morrow !  I'll  force  mother  to  keep 
her  word;  and  then  you'll  come  whimpering  to  me. 
You'll  be  sorry  enough  for  your  pride  to-day,  but  I 
don't  go  courting  you  no  more,  but — " 
"Oh,  Doctor  Dudley!" 

Clover  rose  with  both  trembling  hands  axtended, 
and  the  doctor,  a  gray-haired,  elderly  man,  took 
them  slowly  and  gently  into  his  own.  He  and  Clover 
had  become  great  friends  by  this  time;  and,  oh, 
what  a  relief  to  her  was  his  presence  then! 

"Is  this  man  annoying  you?"  he  asked  quietly, 
fixing  his  calm  look  on  Ferber.  But  the  young  man 
strode  out  almost  immediately,  muttering,  amid 
many  wicked  expressions,  he  "would  have  them  out 
to-morrow." 

Clover  breathed  afresh  as  he  departed;  but  the  reac- 
tion was  too  much  for  her,  and,  despite  her  efforts, 
great  tears  filled  her  eyes  as  she  tried  to  speak  natur- 
ally to  the  doctor. 

"I  thought  you  had  struck  Sydney  off  the  sick-list, 
doctor;  but  he  will  be  gird  to  see  you  again." 

"Do  not  rouse  him,  my  child,"  said  Dr.  Dudley. 
My  visit  to-day  is  to  my  former  patient.     Sit  down 
and  let  me  understand  the  reason  of  these  pale  looks 
that  have  troubled  me  very  much  of  late." 

"How  kind  you  are!"  said  Clover  gratefully.  "But 
I  am  quite  well,  thank  you,  and  shall  be  better  next 
week,  when  I  resume  work.  Do  you  think  Sydney 
can  return  to  school  on  Monday?" 

"Scarcely,  for  fear  of  spreading  infection;  it  is 
such  a  large  scchool— and  I   shall   not  let  Egerton 
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(whose   sister  gave  the  disease  to  your   brother)  go 
back  till  his.  family  bus  hud  a  change." 

"Do  you  ever  think  of  yourself,  my  child?  Yet 
you  are  really  unwell — your  nerves  unstrung,  your 
constitution  overstrained.  I  have  a  note  for  you 
from  my  mother,  a  very  old  but  hale  and  hearty  lady 
who  has  been  much  interested,  in  my  mention  of 
your  family.  We  live,  as  you  know,  in  a  quiet  little 
farm-residence,  a  countrified  place,  all  flowers  and 
singing  birds,  We  have  so  few  visitors  that  when 
they  come  they  are  indeed  welcome.  Now,  my 
mother  urges  you  to  come  over  for  two  or  three 
weeks — all  of  you — and  stay  with  us.  It  will  be  good 
for  your  father  and  the  boy  and  you.  You  could 
easily  take  the  loop-line  to  the  Pottery." 

Glover  read  tho  warm  motherly  invitation,  and  her 
tears  flowed  fast  as  she  said — 

"We  shall  be  very  glad  to  come.  We  are  leaving 
these  rooms  to-morrow,  and  whilst  we  stay  with  you 
I  can  seek  another  lodging.  Sydney  will  be  so  de- 
lighted. How  good  of  your  dear  mother  to  ask  us! 
And  yon,  Doctor  Dudley — when  I  think  of  all  your 
attention  and  kindness — " 

The  doctor  rose  and  came,  nearer  to  her,  his  grave, 
clever  face  strangely  agitated. 

"You  owe  me  no  thanks,  my  child.  Let  me  speak 
to  you  now,  and,  if  you  desire  it,  I  will  never  reopen 
the  subject.  Years  ago  I  learnt  to  love,  and  my 
promised  bride,  a  daily  teacher,  lost  her  life  through 
exposure  to  the  weather.  I  was  sorrowfully  remind- 
ed of  her  case  when  I  was  called  to  you,  and  the  long 
buried  past  has  been  again  and  again  recalled  by 
your  girlish  beauty  and  unselfish  devotion  to  your 
family.  You  resemble  her,  my  child.  Forgive  me 
if  my  dawning  hopes  seem  folly  to  you.  Will  you 
come,  dear,  to  be  an  old  man's  darling?  Will  you 
come  to  be  the  light  of  Homo  Farm?  Never  a  breath 
of  caro  shall  touch  my  child, wife,  Heaven  permit- 
ting." 

His  gentle  hand  put  back  the  pretty  waves  of  hair 
from  her  forehead,  and  Clover,  drawing  it  down, 
pressed  her  lips  upon  it.  Only  for  one  instant  did 
the  vision  of  the  home  of  peace  and  plenty  for  her 
father  and  brother  tempt  her  young  heart;  then  her 
love,  her  only  love,  shone  out  leal  and  true. 

"I  should  wrong  you,  dear  friend,  if  I  married 
you.  I  could  not  love  you  as  a  wife,  because — be- 
cause— " 

"I  see,"  said  he,  still  more  gently  than  before. 
"Heaven  bless  you,  and  give  you  happiness!" 
There  was  silence  for  a  time;  then  he  spoke  again  in 
his  accustomed  voice.  "We  shall  expect  you  to  tea 
to-morrow.  I  shall  send  the  brougham  over  here 
for  you  all." 

"I  think,"  hesitated  Clover — "perhaps  it  might  be 
better — ' ' 

"Child,"  said  he  earnestly,  "be  kind  to  me,  and 
forget  my  folly.  My  mother  knows  nothing  of  my 
dreams — she  will  welcome  you  all  as  my  friends. 
I  shall  be  deeply  hurt  if  you  do  not  come." 

"We  will  come  then,"  said  Clover  gratefully; 
and  he  went  out,  giving  Sydney  one  quick,  dis- 
cerning look. 

The  boy  slept  on  till  past  dinner-time;  he  did 
not  wake  till  nearly  three,  and  thus  was  not  aware 
that  Clover  had  taken  no  dinner,  Mr.  Searle  being 
still  absent.  She  gave  him  a  little  cold  meat  and 
bread,  and  then  he  sat  up  and  began  to  paint  a 
bunch  of  roses  Clover  had  sketched  for  him,  his 
boyish  spirits  quite  restored  by  the  prospect  of 
going  to  Home  Farm. 

Knowing  his  paint-box  would  sufficiently  amuse 
him,  Clover  went  down  to  Mrs.  Ferber's  room  and 
told  that  lady  that  they  would  arrange  to  leave 
the  lodgings  on  the  niorrow. 

"You  leave  your  boxes,  mind,  and  your  father's 
pledge-ticket  for  his  watch  and  chain!"  screamed 
the  woman.  "I  must  have  some  security  for  my 
debt." 

"Your  debt  will  be  discharged  this  evening," 
said  Clover;  and  Mrs.  Ferber  laughed  scornfully  in 
disbelief. 

Mr.  Searle  came  in  just  as  Clover  had  made  the 
tea. 

"Father  dear,"  said  she  tenderly,  "you  look 
very  tired;  a  cup  of  tea  will  refresh  you.  I  have 
such  good  news  for  you.  Doctor  Dudley  and  his 
mother  have  invited  us  to  stay  with  them  at  the 
Home  Farm,  and  they  are  going  to  send  the  car- 
riage for  us  to-morrow.  It  is  such  a  pleasant  place, 
papa."- 

"They  are  truly  kind,"  returned  the  old  gentle- 
man, who  looked  sadly  depressed,  "but  I  do  not 
like  to  leave  this  debt  behind  us.  I  have  t.ied  all 
day  to  sell  the  book  of  Italian  sketches  that 
Strachun  gave  me.  I  know  it  is  valuable;  but  I 
have  had  to  bring  it  back,  for  the  highest  offer 
was  ten  shillings." 

"I  am  sorry  you  have  had  so  much  walking," 
said  Clover;  ,;but  I  cannot  regret  that  the  book  of 
rai'e  sketches  is  stil  yours.  Do  not  worry  yourself 
about  the  five  pounds  for  Mrs.  Ferber.  I  can  pro- 
vide it—  really,  papa." 

The  fiice  of  father  and  son  brightened;  they  had 
wonderful,  infinite  faith  in  Clover's  resources. 

She  tried  to  keep  up  her  spirits  in  their   society; 


but,  poor  girl,  when  they  had  settled  to  a  game  at 
draughts,  she  once  more,  with  a  breuking  heart 
took  her  little  diamond  ring  from  her  receptacle. 
This  time  she  knew  she  must  part  with  it  forever; 
only  its  sale  would  pay  Mrs.  Ferber. 

She  could  not  afford  to  take  the  train  toBrentham 
so  she  started  off  to  walk  through  the  woods.  They 
were  beautiful  with  the  rich  gold-brown  hues  of  au- 
tumn, and  ripe  nuts  hung  in  clusters  overhead.  But 
a  few  weekf  since,  and  Frank  had  been  with  her 
there,  resolutely  pledging  anew  to  her  the  vows  made 
in  her  prosperity.  He  had  seemed  so  true — and, 
now  that  Nature  smiled  calmly,  gloriously  as  ever, 
poor  Clover  felt  the  beauty  of  the  scene  almost  cruel 
for  her  Frank  was  false! 

"I  was  coming  to  you,  Clover  sweet.  Why,  darl- 
ing, how  ill  you  look!" 

Sir  Francis,  whose  arm  was  in  a  leathern  sling, 
never  forgot  the  reproach  in  Clover's  violet  eyes. 

"I  will  thank  you  to  let  me  pass,  Sir  Francis;  I 
wonder  you  dare  to  address  me." 

"How  have  I  insulted  you,  dear?"  he  asked  anxi- 
ously. "I  think  I  have  had  most  cause  to  feel 
offended,  for  I  have  not  had  a  line  from  you  since 
we  parted  on  your  threshold,  though  I  besought  you 
to  write  tome." 

"You  insulted  us  all,'/  said  Clover,  "by  promising 
to  breakfast  with  us,  and  neither  coming  nor  writing 
to  us  since.  Do  not  think  I  wish  to  renew  the  former 
bond  between  us — you  are  free,  now  and  ever;  but  I 
think,  as  a  gentleman,  you  have  failed  in  common 
courtesy  towards  us." 

"Why,  Clover,  did  you  not  get  my  letter?" 
"Certainly  not,' said  she.  'Are  you  sure  you  wrote?' 

"Of  course  I  did,  Clover  sweet.  Do  you  think  I 
could  have  willingly  have  caused  you  suspense  and 
pain  ?"' 

"When  did  you  write?"  asked  Clover,  quickening 
her  pace  as  she  heard  a  church  clock  strike  seven. 

Sir  Francis  had  turned  and  walked  beside  her. 

"I  wrote  directly  I  reached  my  friend's  house  after 
leaving  you  that  evening.  I  found  an  urgent  tele- 
gram from  my  steward,  telling  me  that  my  colliers 
down  in  the  North  were  on  a  strike  for  higher  wages 
and  that  there  were  great  distress  and  disorder. 
Knowing  wjiat  a  strike  means,  from  experience  in 
Wales  last  year,  I  felt  bound  to  go  down  directly, 
and  I  wrote  to  you  before  I  went  to  bed,  saying  that 
I  must  leave  early  by  the  morning  train,  but  would 
return  to  this  neighborhood  in  a  week  at  latest..  I 
also  wrote  to  Strachan  House,  bidding  the  house- 
keeper prepare  it  right  worthily  for  the  mistress  it 
would  possess.  I  left  this  letter  at  Bientham  Manor 
to  be  posted,  but  yours  I  meant  to  leave  at  your 
lodgings,  so  rose  at  an  unearthly  hour,  disturbed  a 
groom,  and  rode  over  through  the  rain.  There  was  a 
young  fellow  taking  in  the  milk;  I  gave  the  note  to 
him." 

"I  never  had  it,"  said  Clover.  "Charles  Ferber 
must  have  purposely  kept  it  from  me.  I  hear  he 
saw  you  with  me  on  the  previous  evening." 

"You  have  been  ill,"  said  he,  looking  at  her  with 
solicitude. 

"Yes,"  replied  she,  "and  Sydney  too." 

"And  so  have  I,"  said  he.'  "One  of  the  colliers 
thought  fit  to  fire  at  me;  but  he  only  slightly  injured 
my  arm,  and  laid  me  up  for  a  time.  Now  I  have 
persuaded  the  men  to  listen  to  reason,  and  the 
mine  is  working  again,  and  directly  the  doctor  gave 
his  consent  I  hastened  to  you." 

"Oh,  does  it  hurt  you?"  asked  Clover  tearfully. 
"Forgive  me,  Frank!" 

"Nothing  hurts  me,  sweet,  save  your  coldness. 
You  are  trembling,  love.     Why  walk  so  fast?" 

His  right  arm  was  round  her,  and  he  drew  her 
down  upon  the  stump  of  a  tree  as  she  told  faltringly 
all  the  story  of  their  trouble. 

"But  Clover,  would  you  indeed  have  sold  thatring?' 

"How  could  I  help  it?"  she  asked  sobbing. 

"Dearest,  I  am  not  vexed — only  deeply  distressd 
that  such  sorrow  should  have  been  yours.  Give  me 
the  ring,  my  own.  There  let  it  remain  forever.  Clo- 
ver, kiss  me  !" 

Next  day  such  a  happy  party  drew  round  Mrs. 
Dudley's  tea-table,  bright  with  flowers  and  laden 
with  delicacies,  at  the  Home  Farm.  At  the  tea-tray 
sat  the  dear  old  lady,  her  white  hair  crowned  by  a 
snowy  cap,  her  wrinkled  face  beaming  with  kindness 
and  hospitality. 

Mr.  Searle  looked  ten  years  younger;  he  was  dis- 
cussing politics  with  the  doctor,  who  had  told  Clover 
on  hearing  of  her  engagement,  that  Bhe  should  be 
married  from  his  roof. 

Sydney  was  trying  to  tell  Clover,  with  his  mouth 
full  of  bread  and  honey,  that  Frank  meant  him  to 
enter  at  Enton  next  term,  and  had  promised  him — 
"you  don't  believe  it,  Clover,  but  he  did" — the  liv- 
ing of  Worcestead. 

Presently  the  gate  swung  open,  and  Sir  Francis 
strode  eagerly  across  the  lawn.  Clover  went  out  to 
meet  him. 

"So  be  it  for  them  to  the  end — together  in  fair 
places,"  said  Dr.  Dudley. 

[the   end.] 


t^No  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Anxious — Wants  to  know  if  there  ever  was 
anything  Wee  a  grammatical  mistake  in  the 
columns  of  tjbe  Chronicle.  No,  certainly  not; 
but  there  have  been  plenty  of  real  bona  fide 
ones.. 

Medical.— The  best  recipe,  for  diminish- 
ing the  quantity  of  blood,  known  to  us,  is — 
a  sharp  knife.  If  that  does  not  suit  you, 
write  again  and  we  will  publish,  for  your  be- 
nefit, half  a  dozen  inferior  ones. 

Williston. — We  do  not  believe  that  Dr. 
Cox  is  an  Angel  travelling  through  this  vale 
of  tears  incognito.  So  far  as  we  are  aware 
his  present  mission  in  this  mundane  sphere 
is  to  issue  life  insurance  policies  and  to  col- 
lect premiums  on  the  same. 

McMillan. — Is  a  good  wholesome  Dunkard 
who  believes,  that  all  good  men  should  rub 
their  noses  against  a  brick  wall  before  break- 
fast, and  he  writes  to  tell  us  that  his  daughter 
is  about  to  embrace  the  Baptist  faith.  Well, 
we  can't  help  it  if  she  is;  but,  if  the  young 
woman  had  any  taste  she  would  much  rather 
be  embracing  a  gray-eyed  bible  pounder.. 

Lex.-  There  is  no  local  option  law  in  this 
State  or  elsewhere  throughout  the  Union  by , 
which  restaurant  keepers  ean  be  compelled 
to  close  up  their  places  of  business  because 
men  sometimes  injure  themselves  by  glut- 
tony. Gluttony  ia  a  trifle  more  repulsive  to 
the  sensative  feelings  of  intelligence  than 
drunkeness,  but  it  does  not  offend  the  preju- 
dices of  the  well  meaning  fanatic. 

Bessie — Writes  to  us  to  obtain  our  advice 
as  to  the  propriety  of  giving  her  beau  "a 
comfortable  lounging  chair"  as  a  Christmas 
present.  If  Bessie  will  take  our  advice  she 
will  present  her  beau  with  an  axe,  or  a 
spade,  or  a  pick.  The  average  beau  of  this 
day  and  generation  is  naturally  predisposed  to 
lounge  to  a  greater  extent  than  is  at  all  de- 
sirable and  it  is  not  wise  to  encourage  the 
disposition. 

Buss. — The  expression :  "Public  Opinion, 
to  Captain  Swensen  of  the  Pommerania: — ■ 
My  poor  fellow,  you  did  your  duty — and  I 
hold  you  free  from  blame,"  is  New  York  hu- 
mor, and  is  far  ahead  of  anything  ever  pro- 
duced by  the  London  Punch  or  French  Cha- 
rivari. We  can't,  however,  tell  you  where 
the  laugh  comes  in.  It  is  humor  of  too  high 
a  class  for  our  feeble  intellect  to  reach — even 
with  the  aid  of  a  hundred  foot  ladder. 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


Tile  Very  Freshest  American  Humor* 

How  to  rear  a  mule — Tickle  his  hind  legs. 
Meriden  Recorder. 

Figs  are  fattening. — Boston  Post.  So  are 
pigs. — Cincinnati  Ihomas. 

Ah,  yes.  Edison's  light  to  the  eyes  is  the 
light  of  future  daze. — N.  Y.  Express. 

"What  is  the  difference  between  day  and 
night?  The  difference  is  slight. —  Boston 
Transcript. 

Shouldn't  a  fog  have  rich  prospects  ?  It 
certainly  is  an  air  apparent.  —  Baltimore 
Every  Saturday. 

As  Christmas  approaches,  there  -will  be  a 
great  deal  of  fiat  goodness  among  the  child- 
ren.—  Whitehall  Times. 

When  you  visit  the  menagerie  and  begin 
lion  about  the  animals,  don't  give  jackal  the 
bad  names.—  N.  Y.  News. 

A  paragrapher  who  clips  from  an  exchange 
a  statement  not  strictly  true  may  be  said  to 
Shere  Ali.—N.  Y.  Mail. 

A  chap  who  runs  a  two-billiard  table  es- 
tablishment boasts  elsewhere  that  he  owns  a 
handsome  pair  of  baize. — Newark  Call. 

A  lot  of  bootblacks  sitting  on  a  curbstone 
may  not  be  India  rubber  boys,  though  they 
are  gutter  perchers. — Cin.  Sal.  Night. 


Nest  to  a  seal  skin  sacque,  nothing  will 
please  a  woman  of  thirty  so  much  as  to  be 
mistaken  for  her  niece  of  sixteen. — Brookville 
Democrat. 

A  correspondent  wants  to  know  where 
Rothschild's  got  their  money.  The  old  man 
printed  a  village  weekly,  we  understand. — 
Turners  Falls  Reporter. 

The  best  Anti-Pat  remedy  we  know  of  is 
trying  to  carve  up  a  chunk  of  hard  wood 
with  a  hatchet  that  was  originally  cut  out  for 
a  hammer. — Elmira  Gazette. 

An  Iowa  clergyman  boasts  that  he  can 
marry  twenty  couples  in  an  hour.  Twenty 
knots  an  hour  is  pretty  good  speed  for  a 
clergyman  to  make. — Cin.  Sat.  Night. 


grateful.  It  has  effectually  ended  the  mourn- 
ful strains  of  the  "Sweet  By-and-Bye." — N. 
Y.  Star. 

The  small  boy  who  bade  good-bye  to  Sun- 
day school  just  after  the  picnic  is  now  mak- 
ing a  desperate  effort  to  regain  his  standing 
in  time  for  the  coming  Christmas  tree. — New 
Haven  Register. ' 

The  Boston  Transcript  contains  an  article 
entitled  "How  to  win."  We  haven't  read  it, 
but  presume  it  advises  you  to  "stay  out"  till 
you  get  a  "king  full"  or  "four  of  a  kind." — 
Reynolds  Herald. 

A  Springfield  beggar  woman  accustomed 
to  go  a  daily  round  for  broken  meats,  etc. , 
turns  out  to  be  keeping  a  flourishing  board- 
ing house.  The  feelings  of  the  boarders  are 
not  given. — Danbury  News. 

We  have  been  reading  a  long  dissertation 
explaining  "how  to  be  a  man."  The  average 
boy  reaches  a  conclusion  on  the  question  by  a 
much  shorter  route — learns  to  swear  and 
chew  tobacco. — Syracuse  Times. 

The  question  having  been  raised  as  to  how 
many  kinds  of  doctors  there  are,  we  have 
carefully  investigated  the  subject  and  reached 
the  conclusion  that  there  are  two  kinds — 
male  and  female. — Rome  Sentinel. 

The  chewer  who  throws  away  a  fresh  quid 
at  sight  of  an  apple  barrel  in  front  of  a  gro- 
cery, and  then  finds  a  wire  screen  over  the 
barrel,  has  only  reached  the  first  mile-stone 
in  the  journey  of  life. — Detroit  Free  Press. 

It  is  said  that  a  former  Oil  Eegion  repor- 
ter is  now  acting  as  Denis  Kearney's  private 
secretary.  The  Oil  Eegion  press  has  had 
many  severe  blows,  but  we  can  recall  none 
quite  so  terrible  as  this. — Oil  City  Derrick. 

Lilia  asks  us:  "Would  a  man  smoke  a 
cigar  if  he  couldn't  see  the  smoke?"  Lillie, 
would  a  girl  chew  gum  if  she  couldn't  see 
what  she  was  chewing?  Ask  us  something 
with  a  bay  window  to  it. — Wheeling  Leader. 

Ahigh-toned  but  impecunious  Chicago  youth 
recently  jilted  a  Cincinnati  girl  because  he 
found  out  she  was  poor.  Then  she  went  and 
inherited  $2,000,000,  and  wouldn't  speak  to 
him.  He  thinks  it  a  great  Miss-fortune. — N. 
Y.  Graphic. 

"The  true  girl  has  to  be  sought  for,"  says 
Oliver  Wendell  Holmes.  She  does,  Oliver, 
she  does,  especially  if  you  want  her  the  day 
the  milliners  have  their  fall  openings.  She 
has  to  be  sought  for  pretty  thoroughly  then. 
Phila.  Chronicle. 

Even  the  man  who  has  not  gone  to  church 
for  years  and  swears  like  a  pirate  on  the 
slightest  provocation  will  somehow  instinct- 
ively quit  reading  Bob  Ingersoll's  speeches 
when  a  thunder  storm  comes  on.  Singular 
thing  is  human  nature. — Boston  Traveller. 


Deuced  fine  woman  talking  to  Brown !  Im- 
mense! grooms  her  head  well.  Nice  little 
filly  next  her.  Yaas!  good  form.  Awful  ass 
that  Tompkins!  Dreadful!  Spoons  on  the 
fill,  any  tin  ?  Not  a  poney.  That's  the  old 
mare  in  the  corner.  Frightful!"  and  so  on  to 
"awfully  ta  ta!" — N.  Y.  Com.  Adv. 

"'Tig  happiness,"  he  said,  '-to  let 

My  heart  its  bounty  tell, 
To  breathe  the  dulcet  ut'rances 

That  speak  my  love  so  "well; 
'Tis  happiness  to  freight  the  tongue 

With  passion's  every  need — " 
And  then  she  softly  interposed, 

'"Tis  sappiness  indeed!" 

—  Yonkers  Gazette. 

The  literary  must  have  a  care  hereafter, 
now  that  a  Chicago  man  has  been  challenged 
by  a  book-agent  to  fight  a  duel  merely  be- 
cause he  wouldn't  buy  a  book.  The  infer- 
ence to  be  deduced  from  this  incident  is, 
that  the  book  trade  will  proceed  to  freshen 
up  and  every  citizen,  whether  educated  or  not 
will  have  a  library  forced  upon  him. — Bound 
Brook  Rock. 


General  Buttler  is  said  by  some  of  his  ad- 
mirers to  have  more  "patriotic  music"  in  him 
than  ever.  He  must  be  singing  "The  Sore- 
head of  Bunker  Hill."— N.  Y.  Herald. 

Since  1865  the  shipwrecked  mariners'  soci- 
ety of  Germany,  have  saved  more  lives  than 
the  United  States  life  saving  stations  have 
been  able  to  destroy.— Hawkeye. 

Just  as  soon  as  a  young  fellow  over  in  Eu- 
rope settles  down  and  thinks  he  is  a  first-class 
kino1,  some  knave  comes  along  and  tries  to 
play  the  deuce  with  him.—  New  Haven  Regis- 
ter. 

"Grandfather's  Clock"  has  done  one  thing 
for  which  the  American  people   should  be 


Ex-Governor  Seymour  offers  a  prize  to  the 
factory  in  New  York  which  will  produce  a 
cheese  best  fitted  for  army  use.  Nothing  will 
ever  be  better  than  Major  Gahegan's  good 
old-fashioned  Dutch  cheese  for  army  use.  It 
will  carry  two  miles  before  it  explodes. — 
Phila.  Bulletin. 

A  chair  broke  down  in  a  Government  Hill 
parlor,  last  Sunday,  and  in  the  confu- 
sion the  buckle  on  the  belt  of  a  young 
lady  who  happened  to  be  in  the  room,  made 
a  clean  sweep  of  the  vest  buttons  of  a  young 
man  who  had  called  to  borrow  a  hymn-book. 
Stillwater  Lumberman. 

English  midnight  modern  conversation — 
"Awfully  jolly  party!  Rather  a  baw,  I  think. 


Not  a  Fraud. 
Yesterday  when  a  benzineish-looking  man 
entered  a  saloon  on  Grand  River  street  and 
stated  that  he  felt  like  having  a  shake  of  the 
ague,  the  bar-tender  coldly  replied  that  he 
might  have  four  of  them  for  all  he  cared. 

"I  have  no  money  and  I  must  have  a  drink 
of  gin  or  a  shake  of  the  ager,"  continued  the 
man. 

"No  money,  no  gin." 

"Have  you  no  heart  1"  appealed  the  stran- 
ger. 

"Yes,  sir,  but  it's  ten  years  since  I  saw  a 
man  with  a,  shake  and  I  shall  really  enjoy 
your  performance.  Please  let  me  know  when 
the  show  begins." 

"It — it  (shiver)  will  begin  (shiver)  right 
o-f-f !"  stammered  the  man,  and  it  did.  His 
lips  turned  blue,  his  hands  grew  cold,  and 
he  shook.  At  the  first  shake  a  brick  fell 
from  one  of  his  coat-pockets.  At  the  next 
an  egg-plant  was  shaken  from  another.  In 
about  a  minute  he  shook  down  four  onions, 
an  empty  oyster  can,  a  ball  of  string,  two 
new  pie-tins,  a  stove-handle  and  about  twen- 
ty cigar  stubs.  Where  they  came  from  no. 
one  could  see,  but  every  shiver  was  accom- 
panied by  a  rattle  and  din. 

"Got  it  pretty  hard,"  remarked  the  sa- 
loonist. 

"This  is  only  the  b-b-beginning !"  shivered 
the  man,  as  he  backed  up  to  the  stove. 
There  was  no  fire  in  it,  and  the  pipe  was 
shaken  down  in  a  minute.  In  the  confusion 
two  tables  were  upset  and  a  decanter  knocked 
off  the  counter,  and  a  free  fight  ensued  be- 
tween five  or  six  men.  When  peace  reigned 
the  man  with  the  ague  was  found  on  a  bar- 
rel, outside,  shaking  so  that  the  iron  hoops 
rattled. 

"You  scoundrel!"  shouted  the  saloonist. 
"Don't  I  s-shake?"  inquired  the  man,  "and 
c-can  I  help  s-shaking  ?" 

"You  have  damaged  me  fifty  dollars 
worth !" 

"I'm  s-sorry,  but  didn't  I  warn  you,  and 
d-didn't  you  want  to  see  the  per-per-perform- 
ance  ?  Do  you  'spose  I'm  a  fraud,  and  that 
I  g-go  round  per-performing  for  nuthin'  ? 
F-fifty  dollars  is  my  1-lowest  figger,  sir,  and 
I  s-some-time3  get  a  hundred !" — Detroit  Free 
Press. 
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— Bismarck  likes  hard  boiled  eggs — so  do 
lots  of  tramps. 

— The  Florence  Social  Club  will  give  its 
fourth  masquerade  ball  at  Union  Hall,  Janu- 
ary 10,  1879. 

— W.  H.  A.  Chapman  will  be  the  recipient 
of  a  complimentary  entertainment  and  ball 
at  Western  Addition  Hall  on  the  evening  of 
December  27th. 

— A  woman,  in  Philadelphia,  named 
Coates,  has  been  arrested  for  stealing  crape 
from  the  doors  of  houses  in  which  people  lay 
dead.  On  the  whole,  Coates  has  formed  a 
bad  habit. 

—  Judge  Louderback  has  decided  that 
Mark  McDonald  did  not  mark  Miss  Kelly's 
eye  as  alleged  by  that  lady.  Which  caused 
Miss  Kelly  to  re-mark  that  the  Court  was  a 
scoundrel. 

■ — Those  of  our  readers  who  are  in  search 
of  holiday  presents  of  a  recherche  nature  are 
respectfully  invited  to  peruse  the  advertise- 
ment of  Messrs.  Paillard  &  Co.  * 

— George  Elliot's  husband  is  dead.  That 
is  to  say  Professor  Lewes  who  had  the  feli- 
city of  matrimonially  espousing  Miss  Evans, 
whose  literary  nom  de  plume  was  George  El- 
liot, has  turned  his  toes  toward  the  East. 

— The  New  Orleans  limes  has  offered  a 
prize  of  one  hundred  dollars  for  the  best 
poem  expressive  of  the  gratitude  of  the  South 
towards  the  North  for  its  kindness  during 
the  epidemic.  None  of  our  local  poets  have 
been  seen  since  the  announcement  was 
made;  but,  from  the  fact  that  an  extra  mail 
car  was  required  the  other  morning,  it  is  fair 
to  assume  that  California  will  be  represented 
and  that  there  will  be  lively  competition  for 
the  coin. 

— In  this  holiday  season  when  people,  old 
and  young,  are  doing  their  best  to  infuse  a 
little  degree  of  pleasure  into  the  wearysome 
monotony  of  every  day  life  nothing  could  be 
more  appropriate  than  to  go  and  see  "Old 
Moses,"  the  great  Californian  tree.  This  gi- 
gantic specimen  of  nature's  handiwork  was 
discovered  by  Professor  Knowles  in  1874. 
When  first  discovered,  though  broken  at  the 
top,  it  had  an  elevation  of  two  hundred  and 
forty  feet,  and  the  trunk  reached  the  enor- 
mous measurement  of  one  hundred  and 
eleven  feet.  It  is  now  on  exhibition  at  955 
Market  street.  *2 


A  Mule  that  Wasn't  for  Sale. 
He  was  showing  the  man  the  new  bay  mule 
that  he  was  working  in  a  team  with   tie   old 

ray.  "You  warrant  him  sound  and  per- 
fectly kind  and  gentle  ?"  the  man  said.  "Per- 
fectly," said  Farmer  John.  "My  wife  and 
children  drive  him,  and  he  is  a  perfect  pet. 
Comes  into  the  house  like  a  dog."  "Easy  to 
shoe  ?"  asked  the  man.  "Well,  I  gue^s  so; 
fact  is,  I  never  had  him  shoed.  I  don't  be- 
lieve in  it;  he  works  better  without  it,"  said 
Farmer  John.  "How  does  he  act  when  you 
put  the  crupper  on  ?"  asked  the  man.  Far- 
mer John  hesitated.  "Well,  pretty  good,  I 
guess,"  he  said;  "fact  is,  I  never  put  it  on." 

How  does  it  get  on  ?"  asked  the  man ;  "who 
does  put  it  on?"  "Well,  I  kind  of  don't 
know,"  said  Farmer  John;  "fact  is,  he  had 
the  harness  on  when  I  got  him,  an'  it  fit  him 
so  well,  and  he  seemed  to  be  so  kind  o'  con- 
tented in  it,  like,  that  I  sort  of  never  took  it 
offn  him."  "And  how  long  have  you  had 
him  ?"  asked  the  man.  Farmer  John  chewed 
a  wheat  straw  very  meditatively.  "Well,"  he 
said,  "not  to  exceed  more'n  two  year, 
mebbe."  And  the  man  backed  a  little  fur- 
ther away,  and  said  he  would  "sort  of  look 
around  a  little  further  before  he  bought, 
like."  And  Farmer  John  never  saw  him 
again,  not  even  unto  this  day. 


How  She  Fixed  Him. 

The  young  man  was  evidently  honest  in 
his  intentions,  but  three  years  of  constant 
courting  had  failed  to  overcome  his  excessive 
bashfulness.  They  were  sitting  in  chairs  at 
a  respectful  distance  apart.  Said  the  young 
man,  having  spent  five  minutes  in  search  of 
a  subject: 

"How  do  you  get  along  with  your  cook- 
ing?" 

"Nicely,"  replied  the  young  Miss;  "I'm 
improving  wonderfully.  I  can  make  splen- 
did cake  now." 

"Can  you?"  said  the  young  man  in  a 
pleased  manner.  "What  kind  do  you  like 
best  ?" 

"I  like  one  made  with  flour  and  sugar  and 
citron  and  raisins  and  currants,  and  lots  of 
those  things,  and  beautiful  frosting  on  top," 
responded  the  young  Miss. 

"Why,  that's  a  wedding  cake,"  exclaimed 
the  young  man,  nervously. 

"I  meant  a  wedding,"  said  the  young  Miss, 
shyly. 

They  aro  published. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Report,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Revenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


THE 
BEST     F*  L^O  E 

To  buy  Candies,  Bon  Bon  Poxes,  Surprise 
Boxes,  Tree  Ornaments,  etc.,  at  the  Gem 
Candy  Emporium,  31  Kearny  street,  S.  W. 
cor.  Post. 


The  theatrical  entertainments  of  the  week 
have  not  been  noted  for  any  particular  no- 
velty or  excellence.  In  San  Francisco,  how- 
ever, that  is  getting  to  be  a  very  common  oc- 
currence.    At  the 

California  Theatre 
Mr.  Chanfrau  has  continued  to  present  to  a 
highly  appreciative  audience  of  gallery  boys 
that  elegant  and  intellectual  production 
"Kit,  the  Arkansas  Traveller."  We  would 
respectfully  suggest  to  Mr.  Chanfrau  and  the 
management  of  the  California  that  they 
should  next  produce  that  thrilling  drama, 
"Jack,  the  Giant  Killer." 

At  Baldwin's 
Miss  Clara  Morris  formed  the  bright  star  of 
the  constellation  of  genius  for  the  week,  pro- 
ducing, in  its  course,  her  own  version  of 
"Article  47."  Miss  Morris'  version  of  "Ar- 
ticle 47"  demonstrate  ihe  fact  that,  however, 
badly  used  a  wife  she  may  be,  she  is  not  a 
very  able  play  writer. 


At  the  Bush  Street  Theatre 
"Le  Petit  Due"  has  been  revived.  We  had 
almost  thought  that  the  dear  little  nobleman 
would  have  consented  to  remain  dead  for  at 
least  six  months,  but  it  seems  we  were  reckon- 
ing without  our  host.  This  world  is  full  of 
disappointments  and  Mrs.  Oates  is  on^of 
them. 


At  the  Standard 
Fresh  paint  and  upholstery  still  continue  to 
be  the  great  attraction.  Josh  Hart  and  his 
company  also  form  a  part  of  the  sumptuous 
entertainment  with  which  Mr.  Kennedy  re- 
gales the  public.  The  exact  number  of  anxi- 
ous auditors  who  were  turned  away  this  week 
has  not  been  given. 

Woodward's  Gardens. 
What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 
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The   Beverage   that  "Cheers    and  Not 
*    Inebriates." 

The  beer  of  Feigenspan  &  Co.,  manufactured  in 
Newark,  New  Jersey,  has  suddenly  acquired  a  fame 
Lkb  that  of  certain  celebrated  brands  of  champagne 
known  all  around  the  world.  There  is  no  secret  in 
Mr.  Feigenspan's  success.  The  virtue  of  this  beer  is 
owing  simply  to  its  being  the  pure  life  of  the  malt 
without  the  addition  of  those  chemical  compounds 
that  are  commonly  used  in  lager  beer  to  increase  the 
strength  at  the  expense  of  the  quality — making  the 
liquid  stupefying,  intoxicating;  producing  craze  and 
delirium;  corroding  the  coat  of  the  stomach  and  crea- 
ting a  leathery  taste  in  the  mouth  and  undermining 
the  constitution.  In  January,  1875,  Mr.  Feigenspan, 
a  Cincinnati  brewer  who  had  been  reared'to  the~busi- 
ness,  took  the  old  John  Laible  brewery,  on  Belmont 
Avenue,  that  had  been  closed,  and  determined  to 
make  a  purer  beer  than-  had  been-produced  to  satisfy 
a  class  of  people  who  would  not  use  the  common 
adulterated  lager.  How  well  he  has  succeeded  the 
reports  of  the  Exposition  at  Paris  show.  At  the  office 
of  the  company,  on  Belmont  Avenue,  the  Journal 
reporter  saw,  this  morning,  bottles  of  nearly  all  the 
other  celebrated  brands  of  lager  besr  in  the  world. 
Each  one  of  the  other  samples  showed  some  degree  of 
muddiness  or  an  excess  of  fermentation,  but  that  ex- 
hibited by  Feigenspan  <fc  Co.  was  as  clear  as  crystal 
except  in  regard  to  its  delicate,  wine  like  hue. 

Twenty  barrels  have  been  sent  to  Paris  to  fill  an 
order  since  the  Exhibition  prize  was  awai'ded.  The 
firm  some  time  ago  sent  a  quantity  of  their  beer  in 
barrels  to  the  coast  of  Africa,  in  a  trading  vessel,  to 
test  its  qualities  for  standing  a  long  sea  voyage  in  a 
tropical  climate.  All  except  thiee  barrels  was  dis- 
posed of,  and  the  remainder  was  brought  back  to  the 
brewery.  One  of  the  barrels  was  tapped  a  few  days 
ago,  when  the  beer  was  found  in  as  good  condition  as 
if  it  had  never  left  the  vault.  A  bottle  of  beer  v  as 
shown  to  the  reporter  that  had  made  three  round 
trips  to  France  without  the  slightest  impairment  to 
the  liquid. 

Feigenspan  &  Co. 's  sales  are  now  at  the  rate  of 
over  20,000  barrels  of  beer  per  j'ear,  of  which  quanti- 
ty they  bottle  one-fourth  for  export.  They  ship  the 
beverage  to  the  Pacific  coast,  Mexico,  South  America, 
the  "West  Indies  and  to  Australia.  They  also  supply 
exclusively  the  French  line  of  first  class  steamers  be- 
tween New  York  and  Havre  and  the  Pacific  Mail  line. 
The  French  line  find  Feigenspan's  beer  superior  to 
any  made  in  France.  Besides  all  this,  great  quanti- 
ties are  sold  within  the  United  States.  The  bottled 
beer  is  put  up  with  elegant  fancy  labels,  to  vie  in  ap- 
pearance with  the  first  brands  of  champagne.  H.  K. 
Thurber  &  Co.  and  E.  C.  Hazard  &  Co.,  two  of  the 
largest  wholesale  grocers  in  New  York,  draw  their 
supplies  of  bottled  lager  entirely  from  this  brewery. 

Mr.  Feigenspan  gives  the  business  his  personal 
supervision.  He  exercises  great  care  in  the  purchase 
of  the  best  malt  and  hops,  and  in  keeping  everything 
about  the  establishment  perfectly  clean.  The  bott- 
liug  is  done  under  the  supervision  of  Mr.  Huhn. 
Down,  almost  within  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  through 
passages  that  were  suggestive  of  the  descriptions  of 
thfi  dungeons  of  the  Old  Bastile,  the  reporter  was 
conducted,  where  absolute  darkness  reigns  in  the  ab- 
sence of  torches.  The  vaults,  running  in  several  di- 
rections, are  kept  at  a  temperature  of  about  forty  de- 
grees, and  here  are  stored  tuns  and  tuns  of  the  re- 
freshing liquid.  The  handling  is  all  done  by  means 
of  syphons  and  pumps,  the  latter  being  worked  by  a 
Backus  water  motor.  The  brewery  throughout  is  a 
model  of  cleanliness. 

This  beer  having  been  tested  by  the  beer  drinking 
community  of  the  Pacific  coast,  has  given  such  uni- 
versal satisfaction  that  all  the  leading  saloons  in  the 
city  are  placing  it  before  their  regular  customers  as 
the  finest  beer  in  the  market. 

Messrs.  F.  W.  Sillman  &  Co.,  328  Sansome  street, 
are  sole  agents  for  the  Pacific  coast. 

SPECIAL  NOTICES. 

A  limited  number  of  complete  second  vol- 
umes of  the  Wasp  may  be  purchased  at  the 
business  office.  602  California  Street. 


Something  New. 
Keeipes  for  compounding  any  kind  of  Li 
quors,  Syrups  and  Cordials — the  latest  inven- 
tion. Also  a  complete  stock  of  essences  and 
oils  on  hand.  HavaDa  Cigar  flavor  a  special- 
ty. Ph.  Cohen,  326  Clay  Street. 

»   »    * 

Chew  Jackson's  best  Sweet  Navy  Tobacco. 


SMOKE  OLD  JUDGE 

CIGABETTES  the  Best  in  the  World 


Stock  Indicator  Oyster  and  Lunch  House, 
Leidesdorff  street,  bet.  Pine  and  California, 
below  the  Pacific  Stock  Board.  Oysters  in  all 
styles,  served  from  6  A.  M.  to  6  P.  M.  New 
York  Butter  Cakes  will  be  sold  only  at  the 
old  stand,  519  California  street,  under  Cali- 
fornia Market.         J.  H.  Burns,  Jr.,  Prop. 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


DOiTSTNTOLLY'S 

YEAST  POWDER 


FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 


Ask    Your     Grocer    For    It 


813  Market  St.,  above  Fourth. 

HEATS 

Retailed  at  the   Lowest  Wholesale   Prices. 


GOD  WE  TRUST  !  all  others  must  pay  C.  O.  D. 

pThis  Market  sells  Meat  one   quarter  lower  than 
any  Market  that  gives  Credit. 

STONE  &  HEDGE,  Proprietors. 


BALDWINS 

ARCADE  MA 

James  Lintott, 
914  MARKET  STREET 

— AND— 

No.  9  ELLIS  STREET. 


WESTOIT9 

Bakery  and  Restaurant, 

No    9  STOCKTON  STREET. 
Best   of   Cakes   and   Pies  for  the  holidays. 
Balls  and  parties  supplied-  decl4-lm 


PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 


$66 


a  week  in  your  own  town.  Terms  and  §5  outfit  free.    Ad" 
dress  H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


W.  fit.  r^OWEBEE:, 

715    MARKET   STREET. 

Paper  Hanging,   Decorating,  etc.,  Window 
Shades  and  Shade  Materials  at  low  rates. 


Dr.  J,  L.  WILBERT,  Dentist, 

Has  REMOVED  to 

18    Third    Street; 

Nine   Doors    from    Corner    Market    Street. 


NOTICE. 


The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicious  nature  will 
be  published  by  this  paper. 


"And    they  shall  lay 
hands  on  the  sick,   and 
they  shall  recover." 
Christ  in  Mark  XVI- 18. 


"The  promise  is  unto 
you,  and  to  your  child- 
ren, and  to  all  that  are 
afar  off."  Peter  in 
Acts  11-39. 


Those  who  are  sick  "and  need  a  phyisician"  are  advised  to  call  upon  Professor  J.  D.  McLennan,  the 
celebrated  healer,  No.  220  Stockton  street,  San  Francisco.  He  has  cured  hundreds  in  this  city,  roost  of  them 
ladies  and  geutlemen  of  high  standing  in  society,  whose  testimonials  are  furnished  on  application  at  the 
office.  The  Professor  is  a  Natural  Healer,  and  performs  his  wonderful  cures  without  medicines.  Phy- 
sicians having  in  charge  cases  that  baffle  their  skill,  and  resist  the  potency  of  drugs  will  confer  a  blessing 
on  such  by  recommending  them  to  this  wonderful  man. 

Dr.  C.  E.  Davis,  M.  D.,  of  St.  Helena,  Cal.,  says:  "After  four  days  treatment  I  am  entirely  relieved.  I 
have  now  a  good  appetite  and  feel  well.     I  consider  Dr.  McLennan  a  marvelous  healer." 

From  Dr.  J.  L.  Wilburt,  D.  D.  S.,  703  Market  street,  San  Francisco:  "We  know  something  of  Dr.  Mc 
Lenuan's  institution  by  personal  experience.  *  *  Its  medicine,  which  consists  mainly  of  the  laying  on 
of  hands,  is  delightful  and  refreshing.     It  soothes  and  invigorates." 

From  the  Pvev.  Jno.  Tyerman,  of  Australia:  "Evidently  there  is  no  better  magnetic  healer  in  the  whole 
world  than  Dr.  J.  D.  McLennan  of  San  Francisco,  Cal.  Praise  only  drops  from  the  lips  of  thosa  who  have 
been  under  his  treatment." 

From  the  San  Francico  Chronicle  of  July  20,  1878:  "A  "Worker  of  "Wonders.  He  casteth  the  devils  out  of 
a  Chronicle  reporter." 

From  the  San  Francisco  Evening  Post  of  August  1,  1878:  "The  truly  wonderful  success  which  Dr.  J.  D. 
McLennan  is  meeting  with  in  the  cure  of  difficult  and  complicated  diseases,  is  both  startling  and  extraor- 
dinary. *  *  He  is  enabled  to  effect  cures  which  have  defied  all  other  methods  of  treatment,  and  his 
rooms  are  thronged  daily  with  patients  anxious  to  secure  his  aid." 

From  the  Dominion  Press,  Oak.,  August  22,  1878:  "And  we  therefore  have  no  hesitation  in  recommend- 
ing him  to  our  friends  who  may  be  so  unfortunate  as  to  need  his  assistance.'"' 

Besides  the  above,  I  can  refer  with  pleasure  to  the  following  prominent  gentlemen  that  have  been  under 
my  treatment;  Gov.  A.  P.  K.  Saffortls,  of  Arizona;  Judge  S.  P.  Hall,  of  San  Francisco;  Judge  L.  E.  Pratt, 
San  Francisco;  Judge  Currey,  San  Francisco;  and  over  one  thousand  and  six  hundred  others. 

N.  B. — Dr.  J.  D.  McLennan,  V.  M.  D.,  is  permanently  located  at  No.  220  Stockton  street,  San  Francisco 
to  whom  all  communications  should  be  addressed..     Consultation  personally  or  by  letter  free. 
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GOLOMA  VINEYARD. 

Constantly  on 
hand 

WINES  &  BRANDIES, 

Burgundy, 

Muscat,     Catawba, 

KED,   WHITE, 

and     other     WINES. 

Robert  Chalmers,  Coloma. 

FOR  SALE  BY 

ROBERT    33&Z.X.. 

General  Agent  for  San  Francisco,  also 
Dealer  in 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors, 

412  Sansome  Street,         -         -        San  Francisco. 


Sold.  W&z*y  CSieap 

— AT— 

Bartlett's  Auction  Salesroom, 

No.  3  DUPONT  ST.,  near  Market, 

Those  desirous  of  procuring  nice  selections  of 
Standard  and  Miscellaneous  Works  will  never  have 
a  better  opportunity  to  select  from  so  good  an  assort- 
ment and  at  less  rates.         BAETLETT  &  CO., 

dec7-5t  Auctioneers. 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

ARCHITECT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block, 
cor.  Kearny  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


bandies,  Candies 

Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family!     Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

J3L  .CANT?  <3fe  GO., 

"Wholesale     and    Retail    Confectioners , 

107  MONTGOMERY  STREET. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  our  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates.  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal,  Orders  from  the  interior  promply  and  care- 
fully1 attended  to.  Broken  Candy,  15  cents  a  pound. 
Mixed  Candy,  20  cents  a  pound. 


Henry  Ahrens.         Henry  Tietjen.         Th.  v.  Borstel. 


yaliy 


RY, 


1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  .A-lirens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


0.   D.   O.    SULLIVAN.  JAS.   E.    KELLY 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY   &  CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in  ' 

PAINTS.  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 


Outfit  free.     Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 


ij;  jJJDU 

CIGARETTES  the  Best  in  the  World. 


Grand  Headquarters. 

MUSICBOXES 

—FOE- 
HOLIDAY,  BIRTHDAY,  AND  WEDDING  PRESENTS. 

M.  J.  PAILLARD  &  CO. 

Manufacturers  and  Importers 

120  SUTTER  STREET,  San  Francisco, 

680  Broadway,  New  York,         St.  Croix,  Switzerland. 

Music  Boxes  and  Orchestrions 

REPAIRED. 

nov23-2mos 


HOLIDAY    SURPRISES! 

Great     Novelty     in    FANCY    CANDY    BOXES    at 

J.  VWGELEY  &  BRO.'S 
New   Premium    Candy    Manufactory, 

915  Market  St.,  bet.  Fifth  and  Sixth. 
Do  not  forget  to  call  and  see  the  Aoliday  Surprises 


BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between    8th    and    9th    Streets, 

M.  NUN  AN,  Proprietor. 


SUBSCRIBE  FOE  THE 

SAN    FRANCISCO 

LLUSTRATED  WASP 

OFFICE, 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 


THE  BEST  ILLUSTRATED  PAPER  ON  THE  PACIFIC 
COAST! 


Contains  Five  Large  Pages  of  Illus- 
trations Weekly. 


Beautiful    Pictures,    Entertaining    Stories,    Breezy 

Sketches,  Pungent  Squibs,  Descriptive  Articles, 

and    Illustrations    of    Pacific    Coast  Men, 

Manners  and  Scenery. 


NOW  IN  THE  THIRD  YEAR! 

Essentially  a  home  production  and  one  that  should 
be  sustained. 


TERMS: 

By  Mail,     -  -  -         -     $4  per  Tear. 

Served  by  Carrier  in  the  City  at  35  Cents 

per  Month,  Single  Copies  10  Cents. 

O^AU  Postmasters  are   Agents.      Liberal   Com- 
missions to  Canvassers,  News  Dealers  and  Newsboys. 


(lie    J-~    (GOf^  per  dav  at  home.    Samples  worth  §5  free. 
«PO    LU  tp4\J  Address  Stinhon  &  Co..  Portland,  Maine. 


SMOKE  OLD  JUDGE 

CIGARETTES  the  Best  in  the  World. 


MERCER'S 

Marsh  Mallow  Candy 

FACTORY, 

WHOLESALE   AND    RETAIL, 

No.  17  POWELL  ST.,  opp.  Baldwin's  Hotel,  San 
Francisco. 

Branch  of  518  KEARNY   STREET. 

jr^Special  Attention  paid  to  Country  Orders. ^^§3 

WANTED. 


In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,  CANVAS- 
SERS for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp.] 

Reliable  parties  out  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


PIPER-HEIDSIEGK. 

CIGARETTES  the  Best  in  the  World. 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


WM.  E  LANE, 


All  Orders  Promptly  attended  to. 


REPAIRING  WORK  A  SPECIALTY. 


"Work  done  at  reasonable  rates  and  guaranteed. 


505  KEARNY  ST.,  near    California. 


LHOE&CO. 


New  York  and  London. 


SAN  FRANCISCO  AGENCY, 

TATUM  &  BOWEN, 

3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market, 

"Where  will  be  found  Presses  of  the  latest  Improved 
styles.    The  GKEAT  STJPERIOKITY  of  our 

Lithograph 


Is  admitted  by  all  who  have  availed  themselves  of 
Messrs.  Bosqui  &  Co's  generous  invitation  to  witness 
the  working  of  the  Machine  we  recently  furnished 
them. 


"We  have  a  large  stock  of 


Second    Hand    Presses 


—VERY  CHEAP— both  of  our  own  and  other  Manu- 
facture, all  put  in  thorough  order  and  the  latter,  in 
many  cases  better  than  when  new. 


Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE:— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICEES: 
Pbesident 

Vige-Pbesu>ent , 


M.  D.  SWEENY 

..CD.  O'SOLLIVNA 


TRUSTEES- 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,         Gus.   Touchard, 

B.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Tkeasubeb EDWARD  MARTIN 

Attobne* RICHARD  TOBIN 


KEMTTTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  Bent  through  Wells,  Fargo  &  Co's  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  his  flrat  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  win  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  tnadjl- 
Deposits  recBfved  from  $2.50  upward.      Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 

july21-tf 

The  Finest  and  Cheapest  CLOTHING 
BROTHERS.       Men's    and  Boys' 
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IN    SO  LI  D    GOLD  / 

ONE  DOLLAR* 


DS 

J  Tl  N  G   S. 

ONE  DOLLAR 


MOUNTING   S. 


LfiV'VI-O   Kioff,   #1. 


get  of  Stud*,  *1. 


[The  Shot)  Stud,  #1. 


Lefevre  Eur  Drops,  $1. 


THE  ONLY  PERFECT  FAC-SIMILE  OF  THE  REAL  DIAMOND  IN  THE  WORLD. 

Pronounced  by  the  Academy  of  France  that  M.  Lefevre  has  really  obtained  artificially  the  true  diamond. 

The  basis  of  these  gems  are  pure  crystals  found  in  the  Sierra  Nevadas,  from  whence  they  are  exported 

to  the  Lefevre  Laboratory  in  Paris,  France,  where  they  are  submitted  to  a  chemical  and  voltaic  process, 

BT  WHICH   THEIR    SURFACES  ARE    COVERED   WITn    A    COATING    OF  PURE    DIAMONDS, 

imparting  to  them  all  the  Brilliancy,  Hardness,  and  refractive  qualities  of  the  natural  diamond,  and 
matting  them  as  desirable  for  Wear,  Brilliancy,  and  Bennty,  as  the  veritable  gems  themselves. 
The  Hing,  Studs,  and   Ear   Drops,  as  displayed  in  this  announcement,  are  accurate  engravings  of 

SOLID  GOLD  M0"im:C 3,  COlTTADTnTQ  TEE  WONDEBnH  LEFEV3E  DIAMOND,  warranted  ly  certificate  TJ.  S.  Hint  aaay. 
flM  DCPCIDT  flC  flMC  fini  I  AD  we  will  send  free,  by  Rertstkred  Mail,  to  any  address 
UW  nCuCIrl  UF  UIIC  UULLHll  In  America,  either  article  as  above  represented.  Our 
"Book  on  Diamonds,"  with  illustrations  of  artistic  Diamond  Jewelry  in  solid  (14  k.)  gold,  mailed  free. 

Thavc  seen  manv  Imitations  of  diamonds,  bnt  never  nov  that  could  equnl  the  Lefevre  Rrllllant.— M.  ELLROY.  Stamford,  Conn. 

I  am  In  receipt  of  a  pair  of  the  Wonderful  Lefevre  Ear  Drop*,  for  one  dollar;  to  say  that  I  am  pleased  wlla  them  hardly  fills  tho 
bill,  Ihey  arc  simply  elec.au t.  —  ANDREW  MORRIS,  Horncllsvllle,  N,  T. 

The  Wonderful  Lefevre  Diamond  Ring,  for  one  dollar,  crime  to  hand  this  moraine;.  It  Is  reallr  elegant,  giving  entire  satisfaction, 
ond  eliciting  wonder  and  ndmirutlon  from  nil  who  eee  It.— W.  H.  REEDY.  Mnrtlnshnrg.  W.  Va. 

The  Lercvrc  Diamond*,  mounted  In  nolld  gold,  are  truly  marvelous-.— B.  F.  AVERY  ft  SONS,  Home  and  Farm.  Louisville,  KT. 

The  eminently  successful  experiments  of  M.  Lcfcvro  alienees  all  doubt  of  the  artificial  reproduction  of  tho  true  diamond,-* 
M.  DU  FRENOY,  the  great  French  Scientist. 

The  Lefevre  Diamond  most  effcctunlly  disturbs  the  slnmoCTir  of  the  possessor*  of  costly  gems. — Journal  of  Science. 
'  BSy*\Ve  guarantee  the  Wonderful  Lefevre  Diamonds  for  One  Dollar  to  be  mounted  In  Solid  Gold, 
and  will  cheerfully  refund  the  money  if  found  unsatisfactory.    Address  all  orders  to  the  * 

AMERICAN  JEWELRY  C0MPANY,<>5  Arcade,  CINCINNATI,  0. 

The   American  Jewelry  Company  la  a.  prompt  and  reliable  house. 


Sra-" 


►rS 


and  GENT'S  FURNISHING  GOODS: HOUSE  on  the  Pacific  Coast,  ROOS 
Clothing,    Gent's   Furnishing   Goods.  1 35  &  37  Kearny,  S.  W.  cor.  Post,  S.F. 
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San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  R.  It 


Commencing   MONDAY,  NOV.  11th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco: 
(Ticket  office,  Washington  Street  Wharf.) 


Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),  connecting  with 
Mail  mi d  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  I'otaluma,  Santa  Rosa. 
Ucaldsburg,  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  con 
nections  at  Lakcvills  for  Sonoma;  at  Geyserville  for  SkaTjj's 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakejiort,  Mendocino  City, 
and  tlic  Geysers. 

(^Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  for  Kor- 
bel's,  ■Uucrnevilloand  the  Redwoods.     Sundays  excepted. 

[Arrive  at  San  Francisco  at  10.30  A.  M.J 


SSLFrcight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  II.,  except  Sunday 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN, 
Gen.  Manager.         Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 


B»  MICKS  <3fe  CO.. 

BOOK  BINDERS 

ANE 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 
543   Clay  Street 


jan5-tf 


SAN   FRANCISCO. 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,   effectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   GER4RD,    from  Paris, 

838  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 


B.  S.  BXJU^TS, 

Agent  for 

The  Unstated  Wasp 

Office  in  E.  F.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth   Street,   between   J  and   H, 

SACKAMENTO,  CAL. 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 


409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 


Printers  of  the  WASP. 


novl7-tf 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 
FREE 

M&me  asJ  ImtelMgemm  Bmmam 

For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOR  AN5T  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours*  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 


^<) 


3>3>6 
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THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


Published  every  Saturday, 


602  CALIFORNIA  ST.,  cor.  Kearny. 


TERMS- 
CITY  SUBSCRIBERS 
Thirty-five  cents-.per  month  delivered  by  carrier 
Single  copies,  ten'  cents. 


BY  MAIL 
To  all  parts  of  the  United  States,  Canada  and  Britisl: 
Columbia, 

(INVARIABLY    TH' -^iSVANbE) 

(Postage  Free)  '" 

One  Year        -         -         - 
Six  Months 
Three  Months 


$4.00 
$2.00 
$1.00 


TO  ALL  PARTS  OF  EUKOPE :  . 
\Postage  Free) 

One  Year      -         -         -         -  $5.00 

Six  Months    '  -         -         -         -  $2.50 

Three  Months      -          -          -  $1.25 


Notice  to  Country  News  Dealers. — The  San 
Francisco  News  Company  will  supply  all  Country 
News  Dealers  and  Agents  with  the  ILLUSTRATED 
WEEKLY  WASP.  All  orders  for  supplies  of  the 
paper  should,  therefore,  be  addressed  as  above. 

To  Postmasters. — Full  outfit  of  sample  copies, 
posters,  blanks,  receipts,  etc.,  furnished  on  applica- 
tion, y 

To  Correspondents. — When  sending  literary  or 
artistic  contributions,  address,  The  Editor,  602  Cali- 
fornia street,  San  Francisco. 


SATURDAY,  DECEMBER  28,  1878. 

"  'Gainst  the  wrong  that  needs  redressing, 
For  the  weak,  the  strong  oppressing." 

If  there  is  one  thing  in  this  world  which 
is  calculated  to  inspire  respect,  it  is  the  at- 
titude of  the  quasi  British  subject,  of  a  jour- 
nalistic turn  of  mind,  who  turns  to  rend — 
figuratively  only — the  land  which  gave  his 
pregenators  birth.  Of  course  this  paragraph 
has  no  particular  to  a  local  journal  and  the 
New  York  Herald. 


Mr.  Page,  a  Congressional  Representative 
from  California,  seems  to  be  impressed  with 
the  fact  that  the  people  of  the  Southern 
States  are  existing  in  an  intolerable  condi- 
tion of  wickedness.  So  much  has  this  good 
man  been  offended  by  the  evidence  of  their 
rank  crime  that  he  has  been  constrained  to 
make  an  effort  towards  the  abridgement  of 
their  representation.  This  model  of  Con- 
gressional purity  seems  to  forget  that  it  has 
been  alleged  that  he  bought  his  own  seat  at 
the  rate  of  three  dollars  per  vote. 


NOTICE. 

Persons  who  have  paid  subscriptions  to 
Charles'  Robinson,  of  Sacramento,  are  re- 
spectfully informed  that  the  financial  ar- 
rangements which  exist  between  him  and 
them,  are  private;  and  that  the  "Wasp  does 
not  consider  itself  responsible  for  the  excu- 
tion  of  his  undertakings.  For  any  irregu- 
larity as  to  delivery,  subscribers  who  have 
paid  Mb.  Robinson  must  seek  redress  from 
him  and  not  the  Wasp  Publishing  Company. 


OUR  GREATNESS  IN  CROOKEDNESS. 

OUR,   COUNTBT. 

Seven  months  ago  we  commenced  citicising 
the  various  objectionable  features  in  our  so- 
cial and  political  institutions.  Our  ideas  may 
be  wrong.  We  respectfully  submit  them  to 
the  crucible  of  public  opinion. 

We  have  not  like  many  other  publications 
endeavored  to  make  money  out  of  our  utter- 
ances. We  have  had  our  say,  and  have  made 
the  very  best  effort  which  we  were  capable  of 
to  accomplish  good  for  the  community.  Now 
we  propose  giving  the  "Crookedness"  a  rest. 
If  public  opinion  is  satisfied  to  let  the  con- 
dition of  things  which  we  have  criticised  ex- 
ist— so  are  we. 

Public  opinion  works  wonders.  If  public 
opinion  chooses  to  make  war  upon  "Crook- 
edness," it  will  prevail.  If  public  opinion 
chooses  to  approve  of  "Crookedness," 
"Crookedness"  will  triumph.  The  public 
has  the  option,  and  time  will  record  its  ver- 
dict. 

It  may  possibly  be  that  it  is  desirable  for 
our  Stock  Market  to  continue  to  be  a  gamb- 
ling hell.  It  may  possibly  be  that  it  is  de- 
sirable for  our  Bledical  Practicioners  to  con- 
tinue to  be  ignorant  quacks.  It  may  possibly 
be  that  it  is  desirable  for  our  lawyers  to  con- 
tinue to  be  shysters.  It  may  possibly  be  that 
it  is  desirable  for  our  religion  to  continue  to 
be  the  sham  and  hypocracy  which  it  has  been. 
It  may  possibty  be  that  it  is  desirable  for  our 
governmental  institutions  to  remain  in  the 
chaotic  state  of  confusion  and  dishonesty 
which  have  marked  them  for  the  last  number 
of  years.  Public  opinion  must  determine  all 
these  things.  Public  opinion  must  rule. 
We  have  made  an  honest  endeavor  to  draw 
its  attention  to  the  various  points  which  are 
subject  to  amendment;  and  that,  too,  with- 
out fear  or  favor.  For  the  present  we  pro- 
pose to  let  the  "Crookedness"  rest. 

The  country  in  which  we  live  is  not  very 
much  worse  than  others.  Neither  is  it  any- 
thing better.  We  have  for  some  years  past 
been  deluding  ourselves  into  the  idea  that 
we  were  the  finest  people  in  creation,  that  our 
institutions  were  the  finest,  that  everything 
appertaining  to  us  was  of  a  superior  nature. 
This  idea  is  false;  its  falsity  contradicts  it- 
self. It  is  absurd;  its  absurdity  ridicules  it- 
self. 

We  have  a  grand  system  of  government. 
A  system  which  might  be  improved  almost 
to  the  point  of  perfection.  But  to  effect  that 
improvement  it  will  require  time  and   study. 


It  is  I  onsense  to  expect  men  to  become 
angels;  it  is  legitimate  to  expect  that  men 
will  observe  the  promptings  of  common 
honesty  in  their  relations  toward  their  fel- 
lowmeh. 

If  it  shall  occur  that  the  Wasp  has'  in  any 
sense  influenced  public  opinion  in  these 
matters,  why — all  right. 

The  Wasp  will  be  delighted  to  know  that  its 
influence  has  effected  reformations  which  were 
needed. 


ANTONY'S  FAREWELl  TO  CLEOPATRA. 

Iu  response  to  numerous  requests  we   re- 
publish the  following  exquisite  lines: 
I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying! 

Ebbs  the  crimson  life-tide  fast, 
And  the  dark,  Plutonian  shadows 

Gather  on  the  evening  blast. 
Let  thy  arm,  O!  queen,  support  me, 

Hush  thy  sobs,  and  bow  thine  ear; 
Listen  to  the  great  heart-secrets 

Thou,  and  thou  alone  must  hear. 

Let  not  Caesar's  servile  minions 

Mock  the  lion  thus  laid  low; 
'Twas  no  foeman's  hand  that  slew  him, 

'Twas  his  own  that  struck  the  blow. 
Here,  then,  pillow  on  thy  bosom,     ' 

Ere  his  star  fades  quite  away ! 
Him,  who  drunk  with  thy  caresses,. 

Gladly  flung  a  world  away ! 

Should  the  base,  plebeian  rabble 

Dare  assail  my  fame  at  Rome, 
Where  the  noble  spouse,  Octavia, 

Weeps  within  her  widowed  home, 
Seek  her!    Say  the  Gods  have  told  me, 

Altars,  augurs,  circling  wings, 
That  her  blood  with  mine  commingled. 

Yet  shall  mount  the  throne  of  kings. 

And  for  thee!  star-eyed  Egyptian! 

Glorious  sorceress  of  the  Nile! 
Light  the  way  to  Stygian  horror, 

With  the  splendors  of  thy  smile! 
Give  to  Cassar  crowns  and  arches, 

Let  his  brow  the  laurel  twine, 
I  can  scorn  the  Senate's  triumph, 

Triumphing  in  a  love  like  thine! 

I  am  dying,  Egypt,  dying! 

Hark!  the  insulting  foeman's  cry! 
They  are  coming,  quick!  my  falchion! 

Let  me  front  them  ere  I  die. 
Though  my  scarred  and  veteran  legjons 

Bid  their  eagles  rise  no  more; 
And  my  wrecked  and  scattered  galleys 

Strew  dark  Actium's  fatal  shore; 
Though  no  glittering  band  surround  me, 

Prompt  to  do  their  master's  will, 
I  must  perish  like  a  Roman! 

Die  the  great  Triumver  still! 
Ah,  no  more  within  my  bosom, 

Shall  my  heart  triumphant  swell; 
Isis  and  Osiris  guard  thee ! 

Cleopatra,  Rome,  farewell ! 


"KEEP  IT  BEFORE  THE  PEOPLE." 

Under  the  above  caption  we  have  received 
a  communication  from  some  individual  who 
seems  to  think  that  in  religious  matters  we 
are  steeped  in  the  most  debasing  bigotry. 
We  desire  that  all  persons  shall  understand 
the  position  of  the  Wasp  in  religious  mat- 
ters. 

The  Wasp  believes  in,  and  respects  every 
man's  religion — so  far  as  it  is  a  religious  be- 
lief which  is  honestly  believed  in.  It  recog- 
nizes every  man's  right  to  worship  any   God 
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according  to  the  dictates  of  his  own  consci- 
ence, or  to  worship  no  God.  And  it  recog- 
nizes no  man's  right  to  exercise  supervision 
over  his  fellowinan's  opinions.  The  princi- 
pal tenet  in  the  Wasp's  theology  is  to  kiss  all 
the  pretty  girls — and  to  pass  the  plain  ones 
by.  It  must,  therefore,  be  clear  to  the  most 
superficial  observer  that  the  Wasp  is  in  reli- 
gious matters  level-headed. 

In  these  days  of  modern  virtue  and  mor- 
ality this  may  seem  to  be  a  strange  sort  of 
religion.  As  a  religion  it  is,  however,  a  good 
deal  preferable  to  that  which  animates  the 
person  who  penned  the  communication  to 
which  we  refer. 

The  burden  of  this  communication  is  that 
we  are  requested  to  "Keep  it  before  the  peo- 
ple that  Catholicism  is  a  humbug."  If  it 
were  the  first  communication  of  this  nature 
which  we  had  received  we  would  pass  it  by. 
It  is  not;  there  seems  to  be  an  impression 
abroad  that  this  journal  is  the  successor  of 
another  illustrated  paper  which  was  published 
in  this  city.  We  desire  to  contradict  that 
impression  and  for  that  purpose  we  have 
given  this  communication  so  much  promi- 
nence. We  respectfully  decline  keeping  it 
before  the  people  that  Catholicism  is  a  hum- 
bug. 


A  MERRY  CHRISTMAS. 


That  Christmas  comes  but  once  a  year  is  a 
chronological  fact  which  no  person  can  dis- 
pute. That  it  does  come  once  a  year  is  a 
fact  which  is  demonstrated  to  the  auricular 
faculties  of  mankind  by  the  tin  horn  of  the 
small  boy. 

What  is  Christmas?  Some  one  thousand 
eight  hundred  and  seventy-eight  years  ago, 
a  simple,  good-intentioned,  man  commenced 
preaching  a  gospel  antagonistic  to  the  shams 
and  humbugs,  which  filled  the  earth  around 
him.  He  threw  himself  into  the  breach 
against  the  glaring  hypocracy  by  which  he 
was  surrounded — as  a  necessary  consequence 
he  was  opposed  by  the  wealth  and  in- 
fluence of  his  country.  And  eventually  he 
found  himself  stretched  upon  the  celebrated 
"Cross  of  Calvary."  His  death  was  a  tem- 
porary triumph  for  the  influence  of  the  "High 
Priests,  Kulers,  and  Elders."  The  manner 
of  it  was  a  permanent  triumph  for  the  malig- 
nant ingenuity  of  religious  superstition. 

This  man  sought  to  reform  that  which  seem- 
ed to  be  wrong;  he  hit  at  all  those  genteel  sins 
which  were  cloaked  beneath  the  shadow  of 
respectability.  His  aim  and  object  was  to 
reform  and  to  do  good.  His  name  was 
Christ. 

Now,  almost  nineteen  centuries  after 
wards,  we,  in  this  far  off  end  of  Columbia's 
land,  feel  it  compulsory  upon  us  to  celebrate 
this  man's  birthday.  We  feel  it  compulsory 
upon  us  to  have  our  boys  make  the  air  hidi- 
ous  with  the  sound  of  their  tin  horns;  to 
feast  ourselves  with  meats;  to  besot  ourselves 
in  liquor;  and,  above  all,  to  posture  in  our 
churches.  (That  is  what  the  average  Chris- 
tian celebration  amounts  to). 

The  Wasp  does  not  desire  to  antagonize 
itself  to  this  festival;  on  the  contrary  it  would 
rather  encourage  it.  But  then  there  are  dif- 
ferent ways  of  keeping  all  festivals.     Would 


it  not  be  better  in  tins'  case  to  mark  the  cere- 
monial by  a  slight  attempt  to  hold  in  remem- 
brance the  principles  for  which  Christ  pleaded 
and  died  ? 

He  found  the  Judean  world  steeped  in  bi- 
gotry and  idolotry.  It  professed  to  worship 
one  God — that  of  Isaac;  in  its  heart  of  hearts 
it  worshiped  another — that  of  "Form" — of 
"Ceremony" — of  "Appearance."  Most  of  us 
follow  Christ;  most  of  us  claim  to  be  Chris- 
tians. Wherein  do  we  differ  from  the  peo- 
ple with  whom  Christ  found  fault  ? 

We  bow  down  before  the  baser  instincts  of 
our  nature;  we  worship  success — we  are  in 
all  essential  respects  the  typical  counterpart 
of  the  Pharisee  of  eighteen  hundred  years  ago. 

The  Wasp  in  obedience  to  time  honored 
custom  wishes  all  its  patrons  a  Merry  Christ- 
mas; and  as  a  Christmas  gift  it  gives  to  each 
one  the  suggestion — study  the  life  and  teach- 
ings of  Christ. 

CHRISTMAS   EFFERVESCENCES. 

Now  dawns  the  morn  of  Christmas, 

And  ere  the  laggard  sun 
Has  time  to  show  his  crimson  face 

The  snowfall  has  begun; 
So  silently  and  softly 

The  feathery  flakes  descend; 
And  on  the  lawn,  the  field,  the  road, 

In  one  white  carpet  blend. 

Oh,  welcome,  welcome,  Christmas! 

Last  smile  of  this  old  year, 
That  fadeth  out  'mid  pleasantness, 

And  friendly  word  and  cheer; 
Save  when  the  cold,  and  hungry, 

And  houseless  pine  and  shiver, 
And  wonder  oft  if  'tis  as  cold 

In  death's  dark,  dreaded  river. 

Come,  draw  the  curtains  tighter, 

And  make  a  merry  blaze, 
Light  up  the  warm  and  cosy  room, 

And  then  what  fun  we'll  raise! 
"We'll  sing  some  pretty  carols 

In  honor  of  the  day ; 
And  then  a  pleasant  simple  game 

The  hoys  and  girls  will  play. 

Hark! — stay  those  noisy  gambols — 

I  hear  a  pleasant  strain 
Of  children's  music  at  the  door — 

Hark!  there  it  was  rgain. 
They  are  the  carol-singers, 

Who'll  sing  at  our  desire; 
And  then  we'll  have  them  in  awhile, 

To  warm  them  at  the  fire. 

The  snowfall  now  is  over, 

The  sky  begins  to  show, 
So  now  I  think  we'd  better  let 

Our  little  trav'lers  go — 
With  just  one  other  carol 

In  honor  of  this  day, 
Whereon  the  Saviour  came  from 

To  take  man's  doom  away. 


The  Small  Boy  ''Has  Some  Fun." 
He  was  naturally  cruel,  and  he  told  an  ac- 
quaintance one  day  that  he  had  a  new  trick  to 
play  on  the  public— something  entirely  new. 
He  had  a  long  string  and  a  brass  key  tied  to 
the  end  of  it,  which  he  said  was  the  instru- 
ment torture.  Over  the  front  sidewalk  a 
maple  tree  sent  some  pretty  strong  branches, 
making  a  seat  hidden  by  leaves.  Into  this, 
after  dark,  the  boys  climbed.  "Now  wait," 
says  the  principal,  "till  the  first  victim 
comes,  and  don't  make  a  noise."  Pretty 
soon  an  ordinarily    dressed    woman    came 


along,  and  just  as  she  had  passed  he  let  down 
the  key  on  the  hard  sidewalk,  immediately 
pulling  it  up  again.  Both  now  watched  the 
developments.  The  woman  came  to  a  sud- 
den stop,  began  fumbling  in  her  pocket  and 
wondered  what  it  was  she  could  have  drop- 
ped. She  started  on,  but  had  not  got  far  be- 
fore she  came  back  impelled  by  curiosity, 
and  began  a  careful  search  of  the  walk. 
Meanwhile  the  boys  in  the  tree  had  stuffed 
their  fists  in  their  mouths  to  keep  from  scar- 
ing the  game,  and  dared  hardly  look  below 
for  fear  of  laughing  out.  A  sympathetic  sis- 
ter came  along  and  together  they  picked  up 
stones  and  turned  over  all  chips  on  the  walk. 
No  money,  no  key,  nothing  did  they  find; 
and  so  went  on  to  their  homes,  perhaps  to 
worry  all  night,  or  perhaps  a  giggle  in  the 
tree  turned  their  look  of  disappointment  to 
a  very  cheap  smile  and  a  laugh  from  the 
same  place  made  them  have  awful  wicked 
thoughts  about  boys. 

One  victim  found  a  piece  of  tin,  and  lay- 
ing the  cause  of  the  noise  to  that,  was  saved 
a  great  deal  of  worry.  But  when  she  picked 
it  up  and  threw  it  down  several  times  to  test 
the  sound  the  boys  nearly  fell  out  of  the 
tree.  A  man,  when  caught,  would  slap  all 
of  his  pockets,  glance  around  a  little,  but  it 
was  seldom  he  was  brought  to  hard  pan 
search.  When  any  one  saw  the  trick  after 
searching  half  an  hour,  and  saying  all  kinds 
of  things  for  the  amusement  of  the  boys,  he 
simply  went  away  hurriedly.  There  was  no 
remark  to  make,  no  name  to  call.  To  get 
out  of  sight  as  soon  as  possible  seemed  to  be 
the  most  desirable.  The  trick  is  harmless; 
no  one  breaks  a  leg  or  loses  an  eye  in  its 
process.  It  might  be  recommended  to  con- 
stitutionally tired  boys  as  a  good  way  to 
sweep  the  walk.  The  victims  will  throw  all 
the  chips  and  stones  into  the  street  by  curi- 
osity power,  as  it  were. 


Looking  for  the  Lady. 
Some  thought  it  saucy;  others  considered 
it  a  well-deserved  rebuhe,  and  all  smiled.  It 
was  in  a  horse  car  one  rainy  evening.  A  man 
entered  and  asked  a  pleasant-looking  youth, 
comfortably  settled  in  a  corn'er,  to  give  up 
his  place  to  his  female  companion.  A  cheer- 
ful answer  in  the  affirmative  was  given,  but 
for  this  politeness  the  accommodated  parties 
returned  no  thanks.  On  the  contrary,  they 
appeared  to  take  it  for  granted  that  every  at- 
tention would  be  shown  them ;  kept  up  a  silly 
chatter  which  greatly  annoyed  the  other  pas- 
sengers; ordered  the  conductor,  in  a  lordly 
way,  to  leave  them  at  a  certain  street;  cast 
scornful  glances  across  the  aisle  at  a  poorly- 
dressed  widow,  with  her  arms  full  of  bundles 
and,  after  a  little  whispering,  looked  again  at 
her,  then  at  each  other,  and  then  burst  out 
laughing,  while  their  noses  turned  up  dis- 
tainfully.  The  young  fellow  who  had  sur- 
rendered his  seat  had  in  the  mean  time  re- 
tired to  the  rear  platform.  When  the  car 
stopped  to  allow  the  obnoxious  pair  to  get 
off,  the  lad  stepped  aside  to  let  them  pass. 
But  this  did  not  suit  the  fastidious  passen- 
ger. Pretending  that  there  was  not  enough 
room,  he  exclaimed:  "Don't  you  know 
enough  to  get  off  to  let  the  lady  by  ?"  And 
in  reply  came  the  innocent  inquiry,  "Where 
is  the  lady  1" 
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A  propane  upstart— The  man  who  sits  down 
on  a  bent  pin. 

Can  the  boss  of  a  swimming-school  be  said 
to  be  a  doctor  of  dive-in-ity? 

It  is  a  wise  paragrapher  who  knows  bis 
own  joke  after  it  has  been  gone  a  week  or 
two. 

Good  wives  have  it  in  their  power  to  prove 
their  devotion.  The  cool  mornings  are  now 
on  hand. 

"Forbidden  Fruit"  is  a  new  drama  lately 
put  on  the  boards.  The  Adams  all  go  for  it 
though,  as  of  yore. 

It  has  arrived.  It  is  a  poem,  and  it  be- 
gins, "The  glorious  autumn  draws  apace." 
Our  stove  flue  draws  a  poem  admirably. 

At  this  season  of  the  year  the  festive  para- 
graphist  meeteth  with  many  friends  and  his 
ideas  of  meum  el  Ixtam  get  terribly  biased. 

Bob  Ingersoll  has  written  a  poem  on  the 
birthplace  of  Burns.  When  Bob  dies  he 
will  no  doubt  reach  a  burial  place  of   burns. 

A  mdxe  has  no  horns  to  frighten  people. 
It  is  the  promiscuousness  of  his  feet  that 
makes  careful  persons  give  him  good  dis- 
tance. 

The  London  Queen  says  the  demand  of  the 
times  is  for  a  woman  who  can  teach  women. 
Just  so;  but  most  of  them  prefer  to  teach 
men. 

The  man  who  can  invent  some  kind  of 
hold- fast,  warranted  to  keep  the  rear  button 
on  a  shirt  collar,  will  save  much  profanity 
and  vexation  of  spirit. 

"The  day  the  baby  learned  to  creep"  is  a 
touching  little  poem  just  out.  The  year  the 
boy  learned  to  swear  has  not  yet  been  em- 
balmed in  heroic  verse. 

"Give  the  devil  his  due,"  is  all  very  well 
for  a  proverb,  but  there  are  lots  of  men 
around  who  would  not  be  here  if  the  settle- 
ment was  required  at  once. 

If  the  men  who  howl  so  much  about  taxes 
would  pay  their  debts  they  would  find  that 
this  is  in  reality  the  financial  depression  un- 
der which  they  are  laboring. 

"This  world  is  all  a  fleeting  show,"  and  a 
man  never  realizes  it  more  fully  than  when 
he  drops  a  thirty-three  dollar  set  of  false 
teeth  into  a  deep  and  dark  sewer. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Isaac  Bell  (Miss  Bennett, 
formerly)  began  their  honeymoon  by  watch- 
ing the  doings  of  the   Syracuse   Democratic 


Convention.     Taking  their  first   lesson   in    a 
family  free  fight. 

The  Washington  Post  says  that  Bob  Inger- 
soll  has  made  more  money  out  of  hell  than 
the  devil  ever  did  in  it.  And  who  has  posted 
the  Post  that  he  speaks  so  confidently  '? 

The  mosquitoes  and  fleas  have  played  a 
long  and  remarkably  successful  season  this 
year.  They  have  been  received  into  the 
houses  of  some  of  our  very  best  people. 

Cluster  diamond  pins  are  becoming  so 
common  that  hotel  clerks  are  driven  to  the 
necessity  of  parting  their  hair  in  the  middle 
to  distinguish  themselves  from  ordinary 
idiots. 

Cork  corsets  are  the  latest  improved  femi- 
nine gear.  It  is  presumed  they  are  worn  by 
ladies  whom  the  reporters  describe  as  float- 
ing gracefully  through  the  mazes  of  the  gid- 
dy waltz. 

"Always  secure  a  favorite  line  of  retreat," 
was  one  of  Frederick  the  Great's  favorite 
maxims.  And  it  is  of  the  model  bummer, 
as  the  candidates  file  into  the  saloon  night 
before  election. 

The  sign  "Overcoats  cleaned  and  re- 
bound," in  a  tailor's  window,  has  a  sadly 
mocking  significance  to  the  man  who  has  not 
the  amount  named  on  the  face  of  the  pawn- 
broker's check. 

"I  do  not  see  why  we  should  not  be  as 
just  to  an  ant  as  to  a  human  being,"  says  the 
humane  Charles  Kingsley.  The  ant  is  all 
right,  Charles;  it  is  the  mother-in-law  who 
suffers  from  injustice. 

The  eloquent  Conkling  says  that  a  mule 
reposing  in  the  shade  makes  less  noise  and 
stir  than  a  nimble  grasshopper  in  the  sun. 
Which  does  the  eloquent  C.  consider  him- 
self— the  mule  or  the  grasshopper  ? 

Whenever  a  man  begins  to  feel  that  he  is 
so  great  that  the  country  is  standing  out  in 
the  middle  of  the  road  waiting  for  him  to 
come  by,  it  is  about  time  for  his  friends  to 
look  up  some  soft  place  in  a  lunatic  asylum 
to  lay  him  down  in. 


Jakie  on  Watermelon  Pickle. 

Old  lady  Jones  borrowed  Mrs.  Browne's 
recipe  for  making  watermelon  pickle  the  other 
day,  and  being  hard  of  hearing,  and  as  she 
could  see  to  read  very  well,  she  got  her  grand- 
son, Jakie,  to  read  it  for  her.  Jakie  took  the 
paper  like  a  dutiful  child,  and,  holding  it  up- 
side down,  commenced: 

"Take  a  green  watermelon — " 

"Why,  Jakie  ain't  you  mistaken;  I  thought 
the  melon  must  be  ripe." 

"O,  wat's  the  matter  wid  you;  jewever  ses 
a  watermelon  that  wasn't  green  ?" 

"Cut  the  melon  into  four  halves — " 

"But  there  ain't  only  two  halves  to  any- 
thing; I  don't  believe  you  are  reading  that 
right,  Jakie." 

"Well,  don't  halve  it.  But  anyhowthat's 
what  the  reseet  says,  Then  soak  the  water- 
melon in  a  pint  cup— " 

"O,  dear  me!  how  in  the  world  can  you 
put  a  watermelon  in  a  pint  cup  ?" 


"Well,  I  ain't  here  to  tell  you  the  whereas 
and  the  howfores.  I'm  just  readin'  the  facts 
and  you  can  put  in  the  philosophy  to  suityer 
taste.  After  soakin'  the  melon,  put  in  a  skil- 
let and  fry  for  four  days." 

"I  wonder  if  Mrs.  Brown  sent  me  such  a 
a  recipe  as  that,"  said  the  old  lady. ;  but  Jakie 
kept  on. 

"Then  put  the  watermelon  in  a  quart  bowl 
and  pour  over  it  a  gallon  of  vinegar  taking 
care  not  to  spill  the  vinegar — " 

"I'd  just  like  to  know  how  you  can  pour  a 
gallon  into  a  quart  without  spilling  any  of 
it?" 

But  Jakie  continued: 

"Then  sift  a  peck  of  red  peppers  through 
a  milk  strainer  over  the  melon;  and  to  one 
cup  of  butter  add  the  white  and  yolks  and 
shells  of  three  eggs,  and  throw  in  the  hen 
hen  that  laid  'em,  and  four  sticks  of  cinna- 
mon drops,  and  a  bottle  of  Dr.  Mary  Walk- 
er's Vinegar  bitter's,  and  two  teaspoonfuls  of 
sassafras,  and  ten  grains  of  quinine,  and  run 
through  a  coffee  mill,  and  let  it  stand  till  it 
ferments,  and  then  put  it  in  a  tin  can,  and 
then  tie  it  to  a  dog's  tail— this  will  stir  it  up 
to  the  right  consistency— and  then  you  can 
turn  it  off  into  cocks  and  have  it  ready  for 
use.  Serve  it  up  cold  and  then  spread  it  on 
mince  pie,  and  it  makes  a  capital  dessert," 
and  Jakie  slid  out  of  the  door,  and  left  the 
old  lady  looking  like  a  wrinkle  on  a  monu- 
ment, i 

"I  golly!"  said  Jakie,  '"bet  yer  sweet  life 
she  won't  ask  me  to  read  any  more  reseets!" 


Couldn't  Grant  Her  Request. 
A  story  is  current  in  Moscow,  appropos  of 
Russian  official  routine  which,  whether  liter- 
ally true  or  not,  certainly  illustrates  to  per- 
fection the  character  of  the  prevailing  system. 
An  operatic  star  of  some  note,  connected  with 
one  of  the  principal  Moscow  theatres,  wishing 
to  make  a  short  excursion  into  the  country, 
went  to  get  her  passport  countersigned  by 
the  local  authorities.  The  presiding  official 
received  her  very  politely,  and  having  learned 
her  business  inquired  for  her  "written  peti- 
tion." "My  written  petition!"  cried  the  lady. 
"I  have  none;  I  never  knew  that  anything  of 
the  kind  was  required."  "Not  required, 
madam?  on  the  contrary,  nothing  can  be  done 
without  it."  "What  am  I  to  do  then?"  Noth- 
ing easier;  be  good  enough  to  take  this  sheet 
of  paper,  and  write  according  to  my  dicta- 
tion." The  applicant  obeyed,  and  transcribed 
word  for  a  formal  petition  requesting  leave 
of  absence  from  the  city  for  a  stated  time, 
which  was  then  duly  signed,  folded  and 
sealed.  "And  now,"  quoth  the  man  in  office 
"you  have  only  to  deliver  it."  "To  whom 
pray?"  "To  whom?"  echoed  the  official,  with 
a  slight  smile  at  the  absurdity  of  the  question; 
"to  me,  of  course."  The  document  was  ac- 
cordingly handed  across  the  table.  The  great 
man  adjusted  his  spectacles,  broke  the  seal, 
gravely  read  over  his  own  composition  from 
beginning  to  end,  folded  and  docketed  it 
with  methodical  slowness,  and  then,  turning 
to  the  impatient  artiste,  said  with  an  air  of 
official  solemnity:  "Madam,  I  have  read  your 
petition,  and  regret  to  tell  you  that  I  am  un- 
able to  grant  it." 
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HOW    OUR 


Bank   Was    Robbed, 


ONE  bright  morning,  a  few  years  ago, 
great  excitement  prevailed  in  the  London  of- 
fice of  the  "City  and  Provincial  Bank  (Lim- 
ited)." Yet  the  bank  had  just  declared  a  fat  divi- 
dend of  fifteen  per  cent.,  for  the  half  year.  Share- 
holders were  contented,  and  £;od  Mammon  seemed  to 
cast  a  favorable  eye  on  the  welfare  of  the  old  and 
thriving  corporation.  However,  a  mutinous  feeling 
of  discontent  was  plainly  visible  upon  the  faces  of 
the  thirty  odd  employees,  who  swarmed  like  bees 
into  the  hive  every  week-day  morning  for  the  purpose 
of  manufacturing  the  golden  produce  that  delighteth 
the  souls  of  distributing  directors  and  radiant  pro- 
prietors. The  shoe  pinched  somewhere!  "Where  was 
it? 

The  following  notice,  circulated  for  the  perusal  of 
each  clerk,  contained   the  secret   of  the   unwonted 


"Every  gentleman  will  be  required  to  remain  at 
the  banking  house  two  Sundays  in  the  year,  to  assist 
in  guarding  the  premises.  By  order, 

J.  Spoffoeth,  Secretary." 
Here  was  a  revolution — a  coup  d'etat  indeed!  Six 
days  we  should  labor,  but  the  seventh  certainly  did 
not  belong  to  the  City  and  Provincial  Bank.  The 
gilding  of  a  little  extra  pay  might  have  made  the  pill 
a  little  easier  to  swallow,  but  on  this  point  the  notice 
was  discreetly  reticent.  In  the  end,  after  a  few  days 
of  conjecture  and  excitement,  every  one  quietly  re- 
signed himself  to  his  fate,  as  black  and  white  slaves 
are  bound  V>  do  all  over  the  world. 

I  had  been  ten  years  in  the  Bank,  and  received  a 
salary  which,  though  not  magnificent,  was  sufficient 
to  support  in  comfort  a  young  wife;  and  very  happy 
we  were  in  our  snug  retreat  at  Wood  Green.  Of 
course  we  both  thought  it  extremely  hard  to  be  sepa- 
rated even  for  two  Sundays  in  the  year,  stili  we  soon 
saw  tnere  was  nothing  for  it  but  submission. 

Now,  though  I,  in  common  with  others,  rebelled 
against  the  forcible  seizure  of  the  Sunday's  rest,  yet 
it  must  be  owned  there  was  some  reason  for  the  ex 
traordinary  innovation.  The  strong  rooms  of  two 
neighboring  eitablishments  had  been  attempted  with- 
in a  fortnight,  and  a  boy  carrying  bonds  in  Broad 
Street  had  been  decoyed  away  and  the  securities 
stolen.  But,  worst  of  all,  some  pilferiug  had  been 
going  on  for  months  in  our  own  bank.  Stamps  had 
disappeared  to  an  alarming  extent.  Clerks  had 
missed  money  from  their  coats,  and  now  and  then 
the  garments  themselves  were  spirited  away.  Traps 
had  been  carefully  laid,  and  a  detective  spoken  with; 
but  as  yet  the  rogue  had  not  been  discovered,  and 
an  uneasy  feeling  was  rife  among  us  all. 

The  bank  boasted  of  four  porters  or  messengers, 
one  of  whom  (the  chief)  lived  rent  free  in  premises 
that  nearly  adjoined  the  building.  He  was  a  long 
lean  man  named  Bennett,  with  a  parchment  face 
and  a  goatee  beard.  Some  people  said  he  was  civil, 
others  servile;  at  all  events  he  was  quiet,  well  up  to 
his  work,  and  high  in  favor  with  the  authorities.  Of 
the  remaining  three,  one  had  been  a  grocer's  hoy, 
and  the  other  was  a  country  lout  put  into  a  green 
coat  and  brass  buttons,  both  honest  creatures,  but  of 
no  importance  in  the  narrative  The  fourth  was  an 
ex-policeman  named  Lance,  a  blunt,  pleasant  man, 
much  given  to  relating  queer  stories  of  his  former 
life,  and  not  averse  to  a  pot  of  beer  for  his  trouble. 
After  eight  weeks  had  passed  since  the  official  noti- 
fication, it  came  round  to  my  turn  to  keep  guard. 
During  the  week  preceeding  the  mystery  had  become 
still  more  intensified  bv  the  unaccountable  disap- 
pearance of  a  twenty  pound  note,  and  matters  began 
to  assume  a  very  grave  aspect. 

On  arriving  at  the  bank,  the  door  was  opened  by 
the  night  watchman,  an  old  pensioned  soldier,  who 
for  one  pound  a  week  remained  in  the  building  all 
night,  and  vanished  with  the  early  morning  on  the 
arrival  of  the  porters  to  open  the  doors.  A  few  min- 
utes afterwards  Bennnett  walked  in,  accompanied, 
to  my  joy,  with  honest  old  Lance,  whose  wonderful 


stories  I  fondly  hoped  would  help  to  relieve  the  te- 
dium of  a  long,  dull  day;  then,  without  more  ado,  I 
proceeded  to  make  my  first  round.  Preceeded  by 
Bennett  with  a  lighted  taper,  I  marched  up  stairs, 
through  every  room  and  office,  across  perilous  planks 
and  up  dangerous  ladders,  till  we  gained  the  trap- 
door which  opened  on  to  the  roof;  then  down  again 
to  the  lowest  abysses  of  coal  cellar  and  strong  room, 
looking  in  vain  for  some  concealed  Guy  Fawkes,  who 
however  was  conspicuous  by  his  absence.  Very 
minutely  did  I  examine  and  try  the  drawer,  which 
had  already  been  tampered  with,  as  I  knew  it  con- 
tained a  large  sum  in  gold  and  notes.  No — it  seemed 
firm  and  safe,  and  would  take  "a  deal  o'  work,"  as 
Bennett  remarked,  holding  his  taper  close  to  the 
lock.  Lance,  too,  had  a  good  long  look  at  it,  and 
expressed  the  same  sagacious  opinion  as  his  col- 
league. 

Our  first  visit  ended — and  I  was  expected  to  patrol 
at  least  three  times  in  the  day — the  porters  went 
down  to  breakfast,  and  I  adjourned  to  the  manager's 
room,  leaving  the  door  partly  open,  so  as  to  be  able 
to  see  all  round  the  bank.  I  lit  a  cigar,  and,  esconc- 
ing  myself  comfortably  in  the  managerial  arm-chair, 
prepared  to  stay  the  two  hours  which  intervened  be- 
tween the  cessation  of  the  church  bells  and  luncheon 
time.  Suddenly  old  Lance  appeared  again  at  the 
half-open  door,  and  spoke  in  this  wise — 

"'Sense  me,  sir,  but  I've  been  a  pleaceman,  and  I 
don't  think  that  lock's  all  right." 
"Which  lock,  Lance?"  said  I. 
"That  there  drawer  with  the  stamps,  sir." 
"Well,  let  us  look  again." 

So  saying,  we  both  went  to  the  counter  which  con- 
tained the  drawer,  and  Lance  pointed  out  some  small 
scratches  on  the  lock,  and  a  slight  indentation  in  the 
woodwork  surrounding  it. 

That's  a  chisel,  if  I  die  for  it!"  said  the  ex-police- 
man. 

"By  Jove!    You  don't  mean  it?" 
"Sure  of  it,  sir." 

"Well,  let's  have  Bennett  up-stairs  and  hear  what 
he  thinks  of  it," 

Angry  at  being  disturbed  at  his  breakfast,  the 
head-porter  came  grumbling  to  the  place  where  I 
stood,  and,  bending  down  to  the  lock,  impatiently 
inquired  if  it  was  not  a  deal  more  likely  the  cashier 
had  scratched  it  in  the  course  of  busiuess.  After  a 
few  minutes'  further  inspection,  he  look  up  with  a 
knowing  smile. 

"I  believe  Lance  is  right,  now;  it  looks  so  fresh,  I 
shouldn't  wonder  if  the  watchman  knew  something 
about  this." 

"Perhaps  so,"  said  I;  "what  do  you  think, 
Lance?" 

"Well,  he  looks  honest  enough — but  looks  ain't 
always  a  guide,"  said  the  man  quietly. 

"Then  I'll  stop  in  the  bank  to-night,  and  see  if  I 
can  trap  my  gentleman,"  exclaimed  Bennett,  "if 
you'll  leave  me  the  key." 

"I  can't  do  that,"  I  replied,  "but  I  shall  report 
the  fact  to  the  manager  the  first  thing  in  the  morn- 
ing." 

"As  you  like,  sir,"  he  assented  reluctantly;  and 
they  both  returned  to  their  long-neglected  meal. 

Again  I  retreated  into  my  den,  this  time  with 
the  proud  consciousness  of  having  something  im- 
portant to  relate  when  Monday  morning  should 
see  the  stream  of  busy  workers  once  more  settling 
with  books  and  papers  and  filthy  lucre  generally. 
One — nay,  two  cigars  did  I  consume  down  to  the 
last  half  inch,  read  "Byles  on  Bills  nearly  through, 
in  default  of  more  cheerful  literature,  and  I  am 
afraid  a  tiny  doze  must  have  ensued,  as  I  was  awak- 
ened by  Bennett's  voice  close  to  me  asking  what 
I  would  take  for  luncheon.  Mechanically  I  fixed 
upon  the  hackneyed  chop,  and  with  a  pint  of  ale, 
to  be  fetched  from  the  only  eating-hause  that 
deigned  to  open  for  a  couple  of  hours  on  Sunday. 
While  he  was  gone,  I  took  the  opportunity  of 
making  my  second  round,  and  found  nothing  but 
peace  everywhere,  with  the  slight  exception  of  be- 
ing startled  by  the  sudden  appearance  of  the  bank 
cat  from  the  cavernous  depths  of  the  enormous 
coal-cellar.  Eventually  I  returned  to  my  room, 
and  found  a  succulent  chop  smoking  on  the  table, 
flunked  by  a  pewter  pot  of  foaming  stout,  which, 
on  tasting,  I  found  unusually  soft  and  creamy — 
indeed  I  fancied  I  could  detect  a  peculiar  aroma 
in  the  grateful  beverage  which  seemed  to  make  it 
more  than  ordinarily  palatable ;  anyhow  I  thor- 
oughly enjoyed  the  repast,  and  when  an  intensely 
slumberous  sensation  crept  through  all  my  veins, 
my  strongest  effort  of  will  proved  insufficient  to 
keep  me  awake.  While  I  was  still  struggling 
against  the  impulse,  Lance  came  in  to  inform  me 
that  he  was  going  out  to  dine  at  his  home  close 
by,  while  Bennett  was  left  on  guard  below.  As 
he  closed  the  door  behind  him,  my  eyes  shut,  and 
I  fell  asleep,  but  only  for  a  few  moments,  to  be 
reawakened  by  his  voice  again  addressing  me. 

"I  don't  think  I'll  go  out  to  dinner,  sir,"  said  he, 
gazing  at  me  with  a  strange  expression. 
"Why  not !"  vuoth  I  drowsily. 
"Well,  sir,  I  don't  feel  very  bright  to-day,  and  I'd 
rather  stop  indoors;  and  if  you'd  be  so  kind  as  not 


to  mention  to  Bennett  as  I've  come  back.  But  you 
don't  look  very  well  yourself,  sir,  just  now?" 

"Lance,  that  stout  has  made  me  most  confound- 
edly sleepy." 

"Well,  have  a  bit  of  a  nap,  sir.  I'll  see  the  place 
is  all  right — only  I  don't  want  Bennett  to  know  I'm 
here." 

"All  right,  all  right,"  I  replied,  rather  shortly,  for 
I  wanted  to  be  left  to  myself ;  yet  I  was  somewhat 
surprised  at  his  wish  for  concealment  in  so  trivial  a 
matter. 

Again  I  saw  the  man  pass  out  and  partly  close 
the  door,  and  once  more  I  drifted  into  a  heavy  but 
pleasant  slumber.  Soon  I .  was  a  denizen  of  dream- 
land, and  a  sharer  in  its  grotesque  and  fantastic  im- 
aginings. I  thought  I  was  clinging  to  the  telegraph- 
wires  that  stretch  like  webs  over  London,  and  per- 
forming thereon  athletic  feats  in  impossible  posi- 
tions; then  I  flew  through  the  air  towards  my  home 
at  Wood  Green,  spinning  as  I  went  a  thread  of  wire 
by  which  to  return — a  useless  precaution,  as  I  was 
at  once  transported  to  the  desert  of  Sahara,  where  I 
found  myself  on  a  camel's  back  careering  across 
the  burning  plain.  But  in  my  dreams  the  face 
of  the  camel  was  the  face  of  the  ex-policeman 
Lance,  and  ever  and  anon  strange  grating  noises 
seemed  to  be  borne  past  us  on  the  wind. 

The  pace  began  to  slacken;  and,  as  I  spurred 
on  my  steed  to  fresh  exertions,  I  seemed  to  feel  the 
prick  of  the  rowel  in  my  own  flesh.  It  became 
sharper  and  more  painful;  and  gradually  camel,  des- 
ert, chase,  faded  from  my  vision,  and  the  bank  once 
again  dawned  on  my  awakening  senses.  But,  though 
my  aerial  steed  and  his  surroundings  had  all  disap- 
peared, the  spur  unaccountably  enough  remained,  as 
my  nether  limbs  painfully  reminding  me. 

It  was  no  dream  this  time — I  was  wide  awake. 
Quickly  glancing  round,  I  discovered  Lance  crouch- 
ing down  beside  my  chair,  and  vigorously  applying 
a  pin  to  the  calf  of  my  leg,  To  this  proceeding  I 
was  about  to  enter  an  indignant  protest,  when  a  sig- 
nificant gesture  warned  me  to  remain  mute.  His 
face  was  white  with  unwonted  excitement,  as  he  rose 
noiselessly  to  his  feet,  and  beckoning  me  to  the 
small  aperture  in  the  wall  used  for  the  transmission 
of  books  and  papers  between  the  manager  and  clerks 
bade  me  look  upon  a  spectacle  that  make  each  indi- 
vidual hair  on  my  head  stand  erect.  The  drawer 
containing  the  stamps  and  gold  was  being  tampered 
with  before  our  very  eyes  in  broad  daylight.  Stoop- 
ing down  with  his  back  towards  us  was  a  man  softly 
but  swiftly  forcing  the  lock  with  a  chisel.  But  the 
man — the  thief — who  was  he?  I  knew  at  a  glance 
hat  long  lean  form.  It  was  Bennett.  We  both  shrank 
back. 

"Take  off  your  boots,  sir'"  he  whispered  in  a  low 
voice.  I  noticed  that  his  own  feet  were  shoeless. 
"Creep  round  outside  the  counter,  and  wait  till  I 
give  the  word — then  over  and  help  me." 

I  nodded  assent;  and  then  I  saw  Lance  crawl  out 
upon  hands  and  knees  into  the  office,  behind  the 
shelter  of  a  long  high  desk,  at  the  end  of  which  he 
would  be  within  a  few  feet  of  Bennett.  I  crept  away 
to  the  other  entrance  of  the  manager's  room,  which 
led  into  the  large  space  approdriated  to  the  public, 
and,  gliding  noiselessly  along,  I  arrived  where  I 
knew  I  must  be  opposite  the  thief  at  this  work.  Click, 
click,  went  the  chisel  against  the  brass  lock.  It  was 
apparently  a  work  of  time  and  difficulty,  though  the 
sound  of  crunching  woodwork  betoken  the  near  ac- 
complishment of  the  deed.  How  long  the  time  seemed ! 
Had  Lance  been  able  to  get  close  to  him  undiscovered? 
I  judged  so,  as  the  chisel  still  continued  its  grating 
work.  Sometimes  it  stopped  for  a  moment,  and  then 
I  knew  the  man  was  watching  the  door  of  the  mana- 
ger's room,  to  see  if  I  still  was  safe  under  the  influ- 
ence of  the  narcotic  administered  in  my  pint  of  stout. 
Click,  click,  crunch!  and  the  whole  lock  appeared  to 
come  away,  the  drawer  being  at  the  same  time  drawn 
softly  open.     "Now,"  thought  I,  "here  goes." 

Not  yet!  I  could  hear  the  mellow  chink  of  the 
small  bags  of  gold  as  they  were  hurriedly  transferred 
to  the  man's  pockets;  then  the  stiff  rustle  of  many 
sheets  of  stamps  told  of  a  like  destination.  I  listened 
breathlessly.  Suddenly  there  was  a  yell  of  mingled 
fright  and  rage,  and  vaulting  at  one  bound  across  the 
counter,  I  saw  Bennett  falling  backwards,  his  throat 
clutched  by  the  practiced  hand  of  the  ex-policeman, 
who  held  on  with  a  will,  having  sprung  on  him 
silently  from  behind.  The  half-strangled  man  strug- 
gled like  a  fiend,  dealing  me  several  ugly  kicks  with 
his  long  legs  as  I  attacked  him  from  the  front.  But 
the  odds  were  too  many,  and  furthermore  he  had 
been  taken  by  surprise;  in  a  few  moments  he  was 
overpowered,  and  his  hands  and  feet  were  securely 
fastened.  Not  a  word  had  been  uttered  since  the 
commencement  of  the  conflict,  but  now  Lance  looked 
up  and  said  in  a  stern  voice — 

"Got  the  scoundrel  at  last — next  thing's  a  pleace- 
man. Will  you  go  sir,  or  shall  I?"  Here  there  was 
a  fierce  attempt  to  free  himself  by  the  prostrate  thief. 
"Perhaes  I'd  better  stop  with  him,'  continued  Lance 
"you 'lie  get  a  constable  in  a  minute  at  the  station  in 
Old  Jewry." 

Seizing  my  hat,  I  was  off  in  a  twinkling,  and  re- 
turned in  double-quick  time  accompanied   by  a  stal- 


THE    ILLUSTRATED    WASP. 


343 


wart  member  of  the  City  police.  A  few  moments 
saw  the  policeman,  myself,  and  our  chapfallen  pris- 
oner marching  quietly  to  the  station,  where  I  made 
the  charge  anil  left  him  to  the  Bolitudo  of  a  cell  till 
Monday  morning.  On  my  return  to  the  bauk  the 
night-watcnman  had  arrived,  and  I  prepared  to  go 
home. 

"Why,  Lance,  you  must  have  suspected  the  beggar 
before  this?"     I  exclaimed. 

"I've  thought  it  sometimes,  sir,"  he  laughed. 
"Knew  I  should  cop  him  some  day."  Then  with  a 
frown — "Mean,  sneaking  skunk!  I  believe  he  meant 
to  try  to  put  it  on  to  .me  or  the  watchman  here." 

"Well,  all's  well  that  ends  well,  Lance,  and  it  was 
a  clever  catch  of  yours.  We  have  a  nice  story  for 
Mr.  Spoftbrth  to-morrow.    Good  night." 

"Good  night,  sir." 

When  I  walked  into  the  bank  next  morning,  I 
found  the  story  was  alreidy  known.  Little  knots  of 
men  were  eagerly  discussing  the  event,  and  I  as  well 
as  Lance  soon  became  the  centre  of  an  animated 
crowd.  At  eleven  o'clock  I  was  summoned  to  the 
boark-room,  to  the  Committee  of  Directors,  who 
complimented  me  upon  the  capture,  as  if  I,  and  not 
Lance,  had  been  the  hero  of  the  day.  In  the  morn- 
ing newspapers  there  was  a  graphic  account  of  the 
"Great  Bunk  Robbery,"  concocted  by  some  ubiquit- 
ous penny-a-liner,  which  my  wife  read  and  re-read 
with  mingled  pleasure  and  alarm.  Bennett  was 
eventually  sentenoed  to  eighteen  month's  imprison- 
ment, which,  we  all  considered  far  too  lieuient  a 
judgment.''  The  ex-policeman  came  in  for  head-mes- 
senger's berth,  with  a  house  rent  free  and  a  present 
of  fifty  pounds.  In  addition  to  much  very  unmerrit- 
cd  praise,  I  received  a  bonus  of  a  hundred  pounds, 
which,  as  my  domestibicircle  was  shortly  to  be  in- 
creased,; contributed  in  no.small  degree  to  the  house- 
hold at  Wood  Green. 

[the  end.] 


A  Hard  Riddle. 


He  came  in  on  horseback,  reeking  with 
enthusiasm  and  prespiration  and  evidently 
ready  for  battle.  "Why  is  a — "  he  began; 
"what's  the  dif — when  is  a — ■"  "Well,  come, 
which  is  it?"  interrupted  Patrick  Henry,  tes- 
tily, from  his  seat  under  the  apple-tree.  "Do 
not  attempt  to  intimidate  me,"  said  the  new 
comer.  "It  is  a  good  riddle — and  it  is  new 
and  I  made  it  nryself."  "Aw!"  shouted  the 
lawn-party,  but  the  young  man  hastily  took 
a  reef  in  his  blushes  and  went  on:  "When 
is  a  baby  like  an  improbable  story?"  The 
youngest  lady  caught  up  the  colors  which 
the  conundrumist  had  temporarily  dropped 
and  said  nothing;  but  Martha  Park  respond- 
ed, "When  it  isn't  likely,  of  course."  "No," 
said  Geo.  Washington,  which  was  the  young 
gentleman  who  propounded  the  riddle.  "Be- 
cause," ventured  John  Adams,  who  was  au- 
tomatically eating  a  green  apple  in  the  ad- 
joining hammock,  "a  baby  is  like  an  improb- 
able story  when  it  canardly  stand. V  "Not  at 
all!"  exclaimed  G.  W.,  impassively.  "When 
it  is  a  lying  still,"  said  yonng  Thomas  Jeffer- 
son, flinging  a  stone  at  a  pigeon  from  his 
sling  and  coming  within  about  seven  rods. 
"No,"  repeated  the  horseman,  while  not  a 
muscle  of  his  noble  features  relaxed.  "When 
it  needs  confirmation,"  lisped  Moll  Pitcher, 
gracefully  reclining  upon  the  patriotic,  and 
beautiful  garments  which  were  so  soon  to  be 
used  for  wadding  for  artillery.  "No,  my 
dear,"  said  George,  softly,  "not  even  though 
it  were  a  confirmed  lie."  And  he  who  was  so 
soon  to  lead  the  armies  of  the  colonies  be- 
trayed not  a  sign  of  emotion  as  he  cautiously 
took  from  his  right  vest  pocket  a  plug  of  his 
State's  noblest  cereal,  cut  off  a  small  portion 
and  put  it  in  his  right  cheek.  "I  know," 
ejaculated  Alexander  Hamilton,  ceasing  to 
build  his  block-house,  "when  it  cannot  De- 
leaved a  moment."  "That  will  not  answer. 
It  is  ungrammatical,"  said  the  Father  of  his 
Country.  "A  baby  is  like  an  improbable  sto- 
ry," remarked  Israel  Putnam,  putting  in  his 
lip  at  this  auspicious  moment,  "when  it  is  a 
roar-back."  "No,"  said  George,  exhibiting 
no  sign  of  pain  except  in  a  slight  oscillation 
of  his  lower  jaw,  "a  baby  is  like  an  improb- 
able story  when  it  is  too-th-in'."  Nobody 
laughed,  and  he  had  to  take  off  his  spurs  and 
overcoat  and  sit  down  and  explain  it.  They 
thought  he  ought  he  ought  to  have  said 
"teething." 


fj^No  communication  will  be  inserted  unless  the 
real  name  and  address  of  the  writer  is  given.  Any 
fictitious  name,  or  nom  de  plume,  that  the  correspon- 
dent desires,  will  be  published.  The  real  name  is 
only  demanded  as  a  guarrantee  of  good  faith. 

Kentcck. — The  wages  of  sin  are  said  to  be 
death,  but  it  sometimes  occurs  that  they  are 
not  paid  very  promptly. 

Antony. — Whether  Robinson  Crusoe  used 
hair  oil  or  not  is  still  a  disputed  point,  but 
authorities  are  united  in  the  opinion  that  he 
wiped  off  his  chin. 

Janus. — There  is  a  legend  to  the  effect  that 
Mark  McDonald  took  tafl'ey  when  he  was 
young,  but  nobody  believes  that  he  chewed 
on  the  same  stick  with  Miss  Kelly. 

Page. — Mankind,  as  a  general  rule,  is  sub- 
ject to  presentments;  and,  if  you  have  had  a 
presentment  that  you  are  going  to  be  put  in 
jail,  you  had  better  reform  your  ways  and 
become  an  honest  man. 

Byron — Writes  to  know  upon  what  day  did 
Christmas  fall  last  year.  Now,  by  Our  Lady, 
we  have  to  admit  our  ignorance.  We  never 
heard  of  Christmas  falling  upon  any  day. 
Which  was  hurt  most,  Christmas  or  the  day? 

Graham.— Tou  are  wrong;  neither  Mrs. 
Corlett  nor  Mr.  Bierce  claim  the  authorship 
of  the  lines: 

"Round  and  round  the  gooseberry  bush, 
The  monkey  chased  the  weasel. 

Etc." 

Munson — Writes  to  know  if  he  can't  get  a 
work  on  Phonography — and  we  stop  reading 
right  there  for  the  purpose  of  assuring  Mun- 
son that  we  don't  know  of  any  reason  why  he 
can't,  and  that  being  the  case  he  has  our  full 
permission  to  do  so. 

Houston — Wants  to  know  the  difference  be- 
tween a  pound  troy  and  a  pound  from  the 
fist  of  a  Trojan.  And,  in  reply,  we  would 
say  to  Houston,  that,  if  he  is  not  hung  with- 
in the  next  two  years,  the  judicial  system  of 
this  country  will  have  to  be  remodeled. 

Fayette. — Yes,  sir.  The  Courier-Jourv.al 
said,  referring  to  Mrs.  Lewes' (George  Elliot) 
loss  of  her  husband:  "She  has  just  met  with- 
an  irreparable  loss — the  death  of  her  hus- 
band." The  Courier- Jou.rnal\s .a  first  class 
paper  but  that  does  not  alter  the  fact  that 
the  loss  of  a  husband  is  reparable.  The  lady 
might  marry  Dr.  M.  Walker. 

Cleopatra. — After  inquiring  at  all  the  Pub- 
lic Libraries,  the  office  of  the  Board  of 
Health,  the.  Sand-lots,  the  Constitutional 
Convention,  and  various  other  centres  of  in- 
formation we  have  been  unable  to  ascertain 


whether  Zeachus  was  considered  a  religeous 
man  before  he  climbed  that  tree.  Apply  to 
Mr.  Reed,  of  the  Call;  if  he  doesn't  know,  he 
will  make  you  believe  that  he  does. 


Graphic  Questions. 

41.  Who  first  wrote  the  poem  beginning: 

Intra  mintra  cotra  corn, 
Apple  seed  aud  apple  thorn, 
Wire,  briar,  limber,  lock. 

Etc.? 

42.  What  eminent  citizen  of  Europe  first 
combed  his  hair  with  an  auger .? 

43.  Where  did  the  phrase  'Set  'em  up 
agin"  originated? 

44.  Who  was  the  cross-eyed  man  ? 

45.  Is  kerosene  one  of  the  isles  of  Greece? 
If  so,  why  not? 

46.  Who  first  made  a  stand  ?  And  was  it 
a  carpenter  or  a  soldier  ? 

47.  Who  first  thought  of  grinding  an  ax  ? 

48.  Why  was  the  author  of  the  couplet — 

"And  thus  it  the  little  clam 
Is  good  to  boil  and  likewise  can," 

like  the  ghost  of  Charlemage  upon  the  bridge 
at  Frankfort  ? 

49.  What  is  the  name  of  the  distinguished 
athlete  who  first  drove  a  nail  in  a  tub. 

50.  How  many  times  the  word  "the"  oc- 
cur in  the  works  of  Jacob  Abbott  ? 

51.  Who  invented  crutches  ?  And  was  he 
a  layman  ? 

52.  At  what  period  in  civilization  was  the 
handkerchief  or  its  equivalent  first  employed? 

53.  When  was  the  Chinamen  Y  Paw  Fure 
Chin  naturalized  ? 

54.  What  orator  first  used  the  words 
"ginger  blue,"  and  why  was  that  color  se- 
lected? 

55.  What  language  furnished  the  root 
whence  the  word  "gosh"  was  derived  ? 

56.  Who  first  discovered  that  beans  would 
not  come  up  if  planted  in  the  old  of  the 
moon?  Also,  the  prophetic  talents  of  the 
ground  hog  ? 

57.  Does  not  foul  indicate  that  animals 
have  some  sense  of  memory  ?    Or  does  it  ? 

58.  Who  was  it  that  first  said,  "Heaven 
lies  about  us  in  our  infancy,  and  we  lie  about 
Heaven  when  we  got  older?" 

50.     What  is  a  hen,  and  why  ? 


Ghost  Scene  from  the  Sew  Julias  Caesar. 


[Scene,  Brutus'  Apartment— Tune,  Midnight. ] 
Brutus — Let  me  see,  let  me  see.  It  not  the  leaf  turned 

down 
Where  I  left  reading?     Here  'tis  I  think, 
No,  'tis  not.     The  chambermaid  lias  been_ 
Rammiug  around  among  my  books  and  papers,  • 
And  I'm  blessed  if  I  can  find  a  cussed  thing 
Where  I  left  it.     I'll  speak  to-  the  clerk  about  it  this. 
How  ill  this  taper  burns!     I  wonder  to  gracious 
If  they  expect  me  to  pay  $i  a  week 
For  board,  and  put  up  with  a  light 
Like  this?    If  so  they  reckon,  without  their  guest. 
I  don't  want  an  electric  light,  of  course, 
But  I'll  have  a  better  one  than  this 
If  I  have  to  set  lire  to  the  house  to  get  it. 
[Enter  the  Ghost  of  Caesar. J 
Ha!.   Who  comes  here?     Confound  it,  I  thought' 
I  told  thee,  hot  to  come  till  Saturday? 
Thy  paltry  bill  is  only  two  dollars  and  a  half, 
And  yet  thou  mik'st  more  ado  about  it 
Than  I  would  over  a  million. 

Ah!    I  beg  your  pardon.     I  took  you  for  another. 
What!  .  Is't  the  weakness  of  mine  eyes 
That  shapes  this  monstrous,  apparition? 
It  comes  upon  me!    Art  thou. anything? 
Art  thou  some  god,  some  angel,  or  some  devil 
That  makes  my  hair  cold,  and  my  blood  stare? 
Or  art  thou  indeed  the  agent  of  my  landlord? 
Speak  to  me,  what  thou  art, 
And  whichever  way  thou  anBwerest 
I  am — not — at — home ! 
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The  Very  Freshest  American  numor. 

A  cheap  pair  of  slippers — two  watermelon 
rinds. —  Wheeling  Leader. 

"When  a  hunter  scours  the  plain  does  he 
use  hope. — Baltimore  Every  Saturday. 

A  Harrison  man  who  married  a  spare  old 
maid  for  her  money  calls  her  his  bone-Nancy. 
— Newark  Call. 

Even  clothes  line  becomes  unsteady  when 
it  has  too  many  sheets  in  the  wind. — Hacken- 
sack  Republican. 

Why  don't  Judge  Hilton  refer  it  to  Henry 
T.  Clews?  All  the  others  have  been  used 
up. — Phila.  Bulletin. 

,  There  was,  no  doubt,  considerable  mourn- 
ing when  the  sunburst,  but  where  did  the 
daylight  ?— N.  Y.  Neivs. 

"Oh,  my  cold,  bear  feet,"  said  Bruin  as  he 
stepped  out  in  the  snow  to  hunt  up  his  morn- 
ing lunch. — New  Haven  Register. 

It  would  take  many  months  for  a  sailor  to 
sail  from  pole  to  pole,  while  a  barber  goes 
from  pole  to  pole  many  times  a  day. —  While- 
hall  Times. 

"Thus  do  we  burn  the  midnight  toil,"  said 
the  facetious  editor  as  he  consigned  oldMum- 
blepeg's  manuscript  to  the  stove. — Boston 
Iranscript. 

"We  are  told  that  in  Paris  anything  lost  may 
be  recovered.  Is  that  the  reason  why  so  many 
go  there  who  have  lost  their  reputation  ? — 
Cin.  Sat.  Night. 

If  women  are  really  angels,  why  don't 
they  fly  over  a  fence  instead  of  making  such 
a  fearfully  awkward  job  of  climbing? — Turn- 
ers Falls  Reporter. 

It  is  an  unfair  interpretation  of  the  Bibli- 
cal text  to  say  that  man  was  the  principal  ob- 
ject of  creation,  and  the  woman  was  only  a 
side  issue. — N.  Y.  Herald. 

"So  good  of  you  to  bring  me  these  flowers, 
whose  balmy  breath  makes  one  think  that  it 
is  still  spring.  At  the  same  time  a  nice  seal- 
skin sacque"  N.  Y.  World. 

A  correspondent  explains  why  he  hadn't 
written  before  by  saying  he  could  not  "get 
money  enough  together"  to  buy  a  postal 
card. — Fond  da  Lac  Reporter. 

The  question  before  a  Massachusetts  de- 
bating society  is:  "What  is  the  use  of  a  bear's 
tail  ?"  "Why,  it's  what  fills  a  hunter  with  de- 
light when  the  bear  turns  it. — Cin.  Com. 

It  is  to  be  hoped  that  in  the  stock  exhibi- 
tion to  be  given  in  Chicago,  Mrs.  O'Leary's 
cow  shall  be  accorded  the  eminent  place  she 
so  rightfully  deservea.: — Boston  Iranscript. 

Hogs  are  coming  down.  "We  saw  two,  oc- 
cupying four  seats  each,,  coming  down  on  the 
Hamilton  &  Dayton  Boad,  the  other  day,  in 
a  car  otherwise   crowded. — Cin.   Sat.  Night. 


The  Detroit  Free  Press  objects  to  a  winter 
with  mud  three  inches  deep  and  the  hens 
singing  their  summer  songs.  Oh,  very  well; 
who's  doing  this  weather,  sir? — Buffalo  Ex- 
press. 

The  saddest  time,  we  think,  in  a  young 
man's  life  is  when  his  girl  writes  to  him  that 
she  wants  her  old  letters,  and  that  he  can 
have  his  fifty-cent  diamond  earrings  upon 
application. — N.  Y.  Express. 

It  is  an  actual  fact  demonstrated  beyond  a 
doubt,  that  the  sound  of  a  fiddle  in  a  house 
will  drive  rats  away. — Free  Press.  "Which 
may  be  accounted  for  from  the  fact  that  it  is 
the  cat  part  of  the  fiddle  which  makes  the 
noise. — Ex. 

An  eastern  chap  is  blowing  because  he  has 
patented  a  process  for  turning  turnips  into 
wine.  Turnips  into  wine  ?  Why,  bless  your 
soul,  out  west  here  we  turn  nips  into  men 
and  never  think  of  patenting  the  process, 
either. — Keokuk  Constitution. 

While  Edison  is  consuming  his  valuable 
time  in  trying  to  perfect  his  electric  light,  a 
despairing  public  is  praying  for  a  lantern 
that  won't  blow  out  just  when  you  get  to  the 
darkest,  muddiest  and  windiest  spot  on 'the, 
road. — Brookville  Democrat. 

Said  a  lady  who  was  walking  through  the 
drenching  rain  last  Sunday,  holding  up.  her 
wardrobe  to  keep  it  from  dragging  in  the 
wet:  "If  Heaven  is  an  eternal  Sabbath  and 
this  is  a  fair  sample,  I  don't  know  that  I  care 
to  go  there." — Rome  Sentinel. 

The  tenor  of  a  New  York  troupe  has  been 
detected  stealing.  He  ought  to  be  sent  to 
Sing  Sing. — Detroit  Free  Press.  It  was  a 
base  offense. — London'  Advertiser.  Don't 
duct  any  more;  but  if  you  must  try-oh,  try  to 
improve. — Boston  Transcript. 

A  Bhode  Island  boy,  while  firing  at  chick- 
ens, shot  and  killed  a  man,  but  no  man  has 
any  bssiness  in  Bhode  Island  when  a  boy  is 
trying  to  shoot  a  chicken.  There's  hardly 
enough  room  in  the  State  for  the  boy  and 
the  chicken. — Phila.  Chronicle. 

A  man  in  Bradford,  England,  has  been 
put  under  bonds  to  keep  the  peace  for  send- 
ing out  a  bellman  to  proclaim  that  he  would 
sell  his  wife  Amelia.  He  rated  her  low,  and 
her  condition  would  have  been  Amelia-rated 
in  the  event  of  a  sale. — N.  Y.  Mail. 

The  shadow  of  crime  which  has  rested  so 
heavily  upon  Connecticut  was  lifted  some- 
what a  few  days  ago  when  seventeen  Con- 
necticut roosters  completely  whipped  seven- 
teen New  York  roosters — killing,  most  of 
them,  we  are  delighted  to  mention. — Dan- 
bury  News. 

The  horn  of  Bhoderick  Dhu  was  Scotch 
whisky. — Watson  is  out  in  an  ex-planetary 
card  from  Ann  Arbor. — The  cri-sis  seems  to 
be  once  more  rocked  in  the  cradle  of  the 
Orient. — No.  Talmage's  sermons  cannot  be 
preserved.  Nobody  can  can  can-can  cant. — 
N.  Y.  Graphic. 

Nicodemus  said,  "Wake  me  up,  at  the  first 
break  of  day;"  but  don't  be  deceived,  girls, 
the  Nicodemuses  of  old  are  all  dead,  and  Ni- 
codemus, Jr.,  will  make  no  such  request — 
he'll  lay  in  bed  and  snore,  while  you  crawl 
out  and  start  the  fire,  and  let  the  day  break 
all  to  pieces  before  he  gets  up  to  breakfast. 
— Elmira  Gazette. 

"What,"  said  a  young  lady  to  a  sister  com- 
panion, "you  are  not  going  to  marry  that 
tall,  lean,  slender,  consumptive  stricken  fel- 
low, are  you?"  "Yes,  she  is,"  volunteered 
the  young  lady's  little   brother,   looking   up 


from  his  broken  cart-wheel;  "she's  going   to 
marry  him  and  use  him  for  a  carpet-strecher,"  ' 
The    boy    and    the    cart-wheel    passed'  out, 
through  the  same  door. 


The  Premium  Woman. 
Sunday  afternoon  while  three  or  four  hun- 
dred sight-seers  were  loafing  around  the  en- 
trance to  the  State  Fairgrounds,  a  lonesome- 
looking  covered  wagon,  drawn  by  a  faded  old 
horse  and  driven  by  a  woman,  hove  in  view  on 
the  Holden  road.  It  was  plain  enough  that 
some  family  were  on  the  move,  and  it  was  soon 
ascertained  that  the  family  consisted  of  only  a 
woman  and  two  children.  The  wagon  stop- 
ped as  it  reached  the  crowd,  and  bending  for- 
ward to  look  on  every  side  the  woman  briefly 
inquired: . 

"Bin  a  fout  her  ?" 

A  boy  answered  her  that  the  State  Fair  was 
about  to  open,  and  she  called  to  the  children 
under  the  cover : 

"Sam,  you  wake  up,  and  Mary  you  wake  up 
for  here's  the  biggest  crowd  of  folks  you  ever 
.See'd!" 

No  one  in  that  crowd  had  ever  seen  such  a 
homely  woman.  She  was  cross-eyed,  teeth 
out,  nose  awry,  and  mouth  big  enough  for 
two.  A  man  ih  the  crowd  stepped  forward 
after  a  long  look  at  her  face,  and  said : 

"Madam,  we  are  offering  a  premium  here 
for  the  homliest  woman  in  America.  Do  you 
wish  to  enter  for  it?" 

"How  much  is  it?"  she  asked. 
"Two  dollars." 

"And  how  much'll  I  have  to  pay?" 
"Nothing." 

"I'm  in  America  now,  ain't  I?" 
"Yes." 

"Then  sot  me  down  as  the  woman  who's 
going  to  win  that  two  dollars  or  die!  Here, 
Sam,  you  hold  this  hoss  while  I  git  down  . 
whar'  the  jedges  kin  hev  a  fair  look  at  me!" 
Shegotdown.  The  crowd  roared  and  threw 
up  a  hundred  hats,  but  she  drew  herself  up  and 
solemnly  remarked: 

"When  they  offer  a  prize  on  the  homeliest 
woman  in  America  I'm  going  up  to  the  head 
of  the  class  like  a  four-hoss  team !  Whar's  the 
jedges?" 

"Madam,"  said  the  man  who  had  previously 
addressed  her,"you  are  entitled  to  the  prize. 
I  believe  you  are  the  homliest  human  being  I 
ever  saw.  I  don't  think  you'd  look  any  the 
worse  if  you  had  one  eye  out  and  was  bald- 
headed." 

'  'Hand  overthe  chink,"  she  said  holding  out 
her  hand. 

He  placed  a  two-dollar  bill  on  her  palm  and 
said: 

"Champion  homely  woman  of  America, 
accept  this  premium  I" 

"You  bet  I  will!"  was  her  healthy  reply, 
and  in  five  minutes  she  had  four  or  five  dol- 
lars in  change  tossed  at  her.  When  the 
shower  ceased  she  made  one  step  from  the 
ground  to  a  seat  on  the  wagon,  shook  up 
the  old  horse,  bowed  right  and  left  and  said: 
"Now,  Sam,  yoi  git  back  thar',  and  Mary, 
you  git  back  thar',  and  we'll  drive  along  to 
the  fust  vacant  lot  and  go  into  camp ;  fur  if  I 
kin  take  a  prize  here  before  the  Fair  opens, 
what  kin  we  hope  fur  when  the  performance 
gits  under  full  blast!" — Detroit  Free  Press. 
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— In  Pennsylvania  a  man  named  Burns  has 
been  arrested  for  incandiarism.  There  seems 
to  be  something  in  a  name  after  all. 

— The  District  Court  at  Houston,  Texas, 
has  twenty-two  divorce  cases  on  its  docket. 
Which  fact  goes  a  long  way  towards  proving 
that  Texas  is  getting  civilized. 

— The  Thibadoux  (La.)  Sentinel  says  twen- 
ty years  ago  a  leper  appear  appeared  in  La- 
fourche, and  now  fully  fifty  people  are  effec- 
ted with  the  horrible  malady. 

— Those  of  our  readers  who  are  in  search 
of  holiday  presents  of  a  recherche  nature  are 
respectfully  invited  to  peruse  the  advertise- 
ment of  Messrs.  Paillard  &,  Co.  * 

— A  prisoner  arraigned  at  the  bar  of  the 
New  Castle,  Va.,  court,  knocked  the  Judge 
over  with  his  fist  and  felled  the  clerk  with  a 
brick-bat.  The  court  couldn't  put  the  bond 
high  enough  to  hold  him — still. 

— "Mother,  what  is  an  angel?"  "An  an- 
gel? Well,  an  angel  is  a  child  that  flies." 
"But,  mother,  why  does  papa  always  call  my 
governess  an  angel?"  "Well,"  explained 
the  mother,  after  a  moment's  pause,  "she  is 
going  to  fly  immediately." 

— Owing  to  failure  of  contractors  to  per- 
form the  service,  a  ton  of  mail  matter  has 
accumulated  at  Preacot,  Arizona,  and  three 
three  tons,  including  many  registered  letters, 
at  Ehrenburg  station. — Ex.  And  the  ablest 
mathematician  in  the  country  is  now  called 
upon  to  step  up  and  tell  how  many  matrimo- 
nial engagements  have  been  broken  in  con- 
sequence of  this  breakdown. 


SPECIAL  NOTICES. 


A  limited  number  of  complete  second  vol- 
umes of  the  Wasp  may  be  purchased  at  the 
business  office,  602  California  Street. 


Something  New. 
Becipes  for  compounding  any  kind  of  Li 
quors,  Syrups  and  Cordials — the  latest  inven- 
tion. Also  a  complete  stock  of  essences  and 
oils  on  hand.  Havana  Cigar  flavor  a  special- 
ty. Ph.  Cohen,  326  Clay  Street. 


Chew  Jackson's  best  Sweet  Navy  Tobacco. 


Stock  Indicator  Oyster  and  Lunch  House, 
Leidesdorff  street,  bet.  Pine  and  California, 
belowthe  Pacific  Stock  Board.  Oysters  in  all 
styles,  served  from  6  A.  M.  to  6  P.  M.  New 
York  Butter  Cakes  will  be  sold  only  at  the 
old  stand,  519  California  street,  under  Cali- 
fornia Market.         J.  H.  Burns,  Jr.,  Prop. 


Covers  for  filing  the  Wasp  are  a  necessity 
in  houses  of  public  entertainment.  There 
are  always  some  parties  to  appropriate  the 
paper  to  their  own  uses,  and  many  are  the 
complaints  we  hear  about  the  custom.  By 
filing  the  Wasp  in  our  patent  covers,  not  only 
will  the  danger  of  loss  be  measurably  re- 
moved, but  a  handsome  book  will  grow  up 
in  a  few  months,  and  the  paper  will  be  kept 
intact.  We  furnish  the  covers  at  the  busi- 
ness office  for  fifty  cents  each — the  bare  cost 
of  manufacture. 


Philadelphia  Brewery. 
— Philadelphia  Brewery  has  sold  during 
the  year  1877,  41,601  barrels  of  beer,  making 
19,513  of  a  majority  over  any  other  brewery 
in  this  city.  (See  Official  Beport,  U.  S.  In- 
ternal Kevenue,  January,  1878.)  The  beer 
from  this  Brewery  has  a  Pacific  Coast  renown, 
unequalled  by  any  other  upon  the  Pacific 
Coast.  * 


DOTSnSTOLLY'S 

YEAST  POWDER 

FOR  SALE  EVERYWHERE  ! 
Ask    Your     Grocer    For     It 


W.  SE.  LOWSRSE, 

715    MARKET    STREET. 

Paper  Hanging,   Decorating,  etc.,  Window 
Shades  and  Shade  Materials  at  low  rates. 


STOP  AT 


XIal* 


729  €LAV  ST.,  opposite  Plaza, 
And  get  your 

HOT  COFFEE  AND  BUTTER  CAKES  FOR  10  CF.NNTS 

It  will  refresh  you. 

Koast  meats  of  all  kinds  and  game,  kept  at  all 
hours.  dec28-2mos 


Use  SLAVEN'S 

Tosemite  Cologne ! 


HOLIDAY    SURPRISES! 

Great     Novelty     in    FANCY    CANDY    BOXES    at 

J.  YOGEIiEY  &  BRO.'S 
New   Premium    Candy    Manufactory, 

915  Market  St.,  bet.  Fifth  and  Sixth. 
Do  not  forget  to  call  and  see  the  Aoliday  Surprises 


The    Tailor, 


203  Montgomery  St  ,  and  203  Third  St.,  under  the 
Russ  House,  near  Bush  Stree,  has  just  received  a 
large  assortment  of  the  latest  style  goods. 

Suits  to  order  $20.  Pants  to  order  from  $5.  Over- 
coats to  order  from  $15. 

[E^Tbe  leading  question  is  where  the  best  goods 
can  be  found  at  the  lowest  prices.     The  answer  is  at 

JOE   l^OHEIS&E 

203  Montgomery  St.,  and  103  Third  St-  Samples 
and  Bules  for  Self-Measurement,  sent  free  to  any  ad- 
dress.   Fit  guaranteed. 


The  people  who  cater  to  the  theatrical 
tastes  of  San  Francisco,  do  not  seem  to  have 
made  any  great  effort  to  produce  anything  in 
the  way  of  holiday  specialities.     At  the 

California  Theatre 
We  have  had  Mr.  Chanfrau  in  "The  Octroon." 
Mr.  Chanfrau  is  a  man  so  thoroughly  in  his 
element  amongst  bowie  knives,  pistols,  and 
guns,  that  it  seems  almost  a  pity  to  remove 
him  therefrom.  The  management  of  the 
California  should  produce  that  celebrated 
spectacular  comedy  "Punch  and  Judy"  next 
Christmas. 


At  Baldwin's 

There  has  been  some  little  attempt  at  pro- 
ducing holiday  novelty — that  is  holiday  no- 
velty of  eight  years  ago.  Of  course  an  eight 
year  old  play  is  better  than  none  at  all. 


At  the  Bush  Street  Theatre 

Miss  Alice  Oates  has  made  another  effort  to 
persuade  the  public  that  she  has  not  lost  pos- 
session of  her  voice.  She  may  have  suc- 
ceeded with  some,  but  there  are  others  who 
came  away  from  listening  to  "H.  M.  S.  Pina- 
fore" with  a  different  idea. 


At  the  Grand  Opera  House 

Eiee's  Surprise  Party  surprised  every  person 
by  endeavoring  to  give  a  performance  with- 
out the  assistance  of  Mr.  Kennedy's  uphols- 
tery and  paint.  The  effort  was  unsuccess- 
ful. 


At  the  Standard 

Mr.  Kennedy,  surrounded  by  Josh  Hart's 
company  and  all  those  nicely  cushioned  seats 
and  newly  painted  walls,  has  been  presenting 
an  entertainment  of  a  mixed  up  nature. 


Woodward's  Gardens. 
What  the  Zoological  Gardens  are  to  Lon- 
don, the  Jardin  des  Plantes  to  Paris,  or  the 
Central  Park  to  New  York,  Woodward's  Gar- 
dens are  to  San  Francisco — with  the  differ- 
ence, however,  that  the  latter  embodies  all 
the  more  distinctive  features  of  the  first  three 
places.  Spacious  gardens,  an  immense  col- 
lection of  birds,  beasts  and  fishes,  a  well-ap- 
pointed gymnasium,  a  large  and  interesting 
museum  of  curiosities,  an  enormous  pavilion, 
where  musical,  acrobatic  and  theatrical  per- 
formances are  given  every  Saturday  and  Sun- 
day— these  are  a  few  of  the  attractions  pre- 
sented at  this  popular  resort  for  the  nominal 
sum  of  twenty-five  cents. 
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The   Beverage   that  "  Cheers    and   Not 
Inebriates." 

The  "beer  of  Feigenspan  &  Co.,  manufactured  in 
Newark,  New  Jersey,  has  suddenly  acquired  a  fame 
like  that  of  certain  celebrated  brands  of  champagne 
known  all  around  the  world.  There  is  no  secret  in 
Mr.  Feigenspan's  success.  The  virtue  of  this  beer  is 
owing  simply  to  its  being  ihe  pure  life  of  the  malt 
without  the  addition  of  those  chemical  compounds 
that  are  commonly  used  in  lager  beer  to  increase  the 
strength  at  the  expense  of  the  quality — making  the 
liquid  stupefying,  intoxicating;  producing  craze  and 
delirium;  corroding  the  coat  of  the  stomach  and  crea- 
ting a  leathery  taste  in  the  mouth  and  undermining 
the  constitution.  In  January,  1875,  Mr.  Feigenspan, 
a  Cincinnati  brewer  who  had  been  reared  to  the  busi- 
ness, took  the  old  John  Laible  brewery,  on  Belmont 
Avenue,  that  had  been  closed,  and  determined  to 
make  a  purer  beer  than  had  been  produced  to  satisfy 
a  class  of  people  who  would  not  use  the  common 
adulterated  lager.  How  well  he  has  succeeded  the 
reports  of  the  Exposition  at  Paris  show.  At  the  office 
of  the  company,  on  Belmont  Avenue,  the  Journal 
reporter  saw,  this  morning,  bottles  of  nearly  all  the 
other  celebrated  brands  of  lager  be*r  in  the  world. 
Each  one  of  the  other  samples  showed  some  degree  of 
muddiness  or  an  excess  of  fermentation,  but  that  ex- 
hibited by  Feigenspan  &  Co.  was  as  clear  as  crystal 
except  in  regard  to  its  delicate,  wine  like  hue. 

Twenty  barrels  have  been  sent  to  Paris  to  fill  an 
order  since  the  Exhibition  prize  was  awarded.  The 
firm  sometime  ago  sent  a  quantity  of  their  beer  in 
barrels  to  the  coast  of  Africa,  in  a  trading  vessel,  to 
test  its  qualities  for  standing  a  long  sea  voyage  in  a 
tropical  climate.  All  except  three  barrels  was  dis- 
posed of,  and  the  remainder  was  brought  back  to  the 
brewery.  One  of  the  barrels  was  tapped  a  few  days 
ago,  when  the  beer  was  found  in  as  good  condition  as 
if  it  had  never  left  the  vault.  A  bottle  of  beer  was 
shown  to  the  reporter  that  had  made  three  round 
trips  to  France  without  the  slightest  impairment  to 
the  liquid. 

"Feigenspan  &  Co. 's  sales  are  now  at  the  rate  of 
over  20,000  barrels  of  beer  per  year,  of  which  quanti- 
ty they  bottle  one-fourth  for  export.  They  ship  the 
beverage  to  the  Pacific  coast,  Mexico,  South  America, 
the  West  Indies  and  to  Australia.  They  also  supply 
exclusively  the  French  line  of  first  class  steamers  be- 
tween New  York  and  Havre  and  the  Pacific  Mail  line. 
The  French  line  find  Feigenspan's  beer  superior  to 
any  made  in  France.  Besides  all  this,  great  quanti- 
ties are  sold  within  the  United  States.  The  bottled 
beer  is  put  up  with  elegant  fancy  labels,  to  vie  in  ap- 
pearance with  the  first  brands  of  champagne.  H.  K. 
Thurber  &  Co.  and  E.  C.  Hazard  &  Co.,  two  of  the 
largest  wholesale  grocers  in  New  York,  draw  their 
supplies  of  bottled  lager  entirely  from  this   brewery. 

Mr.  Feigenspan  gives  the  business  his  personal 
supervision.  He  exercises  great  care  in  the  purchase 
of  the  best  malt  and  hops,  and  in  keeping  everything 
about  the  establishment  perfectly  clean.  The  bott- 
ling is  done  under  the  supervision  of  Mr.  Huhn. 
Down,  almost  within  the  bowels  of  the  earth,  through 
passages  that  were  suggestive  of  the  descriptions  of 
the  dungeons  of  the  Old  Bastile,  the  reporter  was 
conducted,  where  absolute  darkness  reigns  in  the  ab- 
sence of  torches.  The  vaults,  running  in  several  di- 
rections, are  kept  at  a  temperature  of  about  forty  de- 
grees, and  here  are  stored  tuns  and  tuns  of  the  re- 
freshing liquid.  The  handling  is  all  done  by  means 
of  syphons  and  pumps,  the  latter  being  worked  by  a 
Backus  water  motor.  The  brewery  throughout  is  a 
model  of  cleanliness. 

This  beer  having  been  tested  by  the  beer  drinking 
community  of  the  Pacific  coast,  has  given  such  uni- 
versal satisfaction  that  all  the  leading  saloons  in  the 
city  are  placing  it  before,  their  regular  customers  as 
the  finest  beer  in  the  market. 

Messrs.  F.  W.  Sillman  &  Co.,  328  Sansome  street, 
are  sole  agents  for  the  Pacific  coast. 

WE8TOST8 

Bakery  and  Restaurant, 

No   9  STOCKTON  STREET. 

Best   of  Cakes   and   Pies  for  the  holidays. 
Balls  and  parties  supplied-  deel4-lm 

PATENT  COVERS 

For  Filing  the  WASP, 

Can  be  obtained  at  the  office  a  50  cents  at  piece. 

SMOKE  OLD  JUDGE 

CIGARETTES  the  Best  in  the  "World 
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DIIM  HOUSEKEEPER  IN  THE  £001211/ 

Should  read  this  very  carefully,  and  learn  how  to  secure  A  HANDSOME  SET  OF  \ 

SOLED  SILVER  PLATED  SPOONS,  WQETH  ^4jD©0 , 

Tlic  Douglas  Silver  Plating  Company,  No.  S3  Randolph  Street,  Chicago,  III.,  have,  during  late  , 
bankrupt  sales  of  Eastern  manufacturers,  purchased  over  100,000  SETS  of  the  besi  mado  solid 
Silver-plated  Spoons,  and  at  less  than  one-fourth  cost  of  actual  manufacture.     Desiring  to  Liiro-    j 
duce  these  goods  into  every  neighborhood,  they  offer,  fnr  SIXTY  DAYS  ONLY,  to  every  reader  of 
this  paper  the  opportunity  of  securing  a  PREMIUM  SET,  upon  receipt  of  sixty  cents,  to  pay  actual   ' 
cost  of  packing,  postage  or  cxpressage,  etc.,  and  the  following  voucher:  , 


VOUCHER. 


iwmntm»ii&VKmTvmmMH 


,:g«M;.iwaa;i-Mi-aMJMBa!»','CTm^^ 


asBBSSESsssa: 
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DOUGLAS   SILVER   PLATING-   CO.,    , 

_.       — ]p«r       *~    8S    RANDOLPH    ST.,  CHICAGO,   ILL,      fc>     ^ 

"los"  diiiid  oo  cents,  to  pay  actual  cost  of  packing,  postage  or  expressage,  etc.,  upon  a  U  -j., 

I  full  set  of  your  solid  Silver-plated  Spoons,  and  I  agree,  upon  receipt  of  spoons,  to  show  them    ;  QJ 

"V  frjpnris  a^d  aronainfmnnreq  in  mv  neighborhood.  [j  fi~\ 

I  Cut  out  the  above  voucher,  and  inclose  it  vrith  sixty  cents  to  $^ 
|  Douglas  Silver  Plating  Company,  No.  SS  Randolph  St.,  Chicago,  >j^ 
j]  111.,  giving  your  name  and  postotme  in  full,  and  you  will  receive  %J 
|  by  return  mail  a  handsome  set  of  solid  silver-plated  spoons.  &"Z\ 

l  Remember  that  this  offer  is  open  only  for  sixty  days,  after  ps'.^ 
*  which,  price  of  these  spoons  will  be  $4.00.  .**         QgJ 

^©©©©oaeaooa©©®©©©©©:^^,!"/ 


EKMEHBEE:  , 

ALL    SILVERWARE 
FULLY   WARRANTED. 


WARRANTED  VWMS^ONLY  M  -EACH 


hook  m  WATCHES, 

Warranted  for  One  Year. 

This  bankrupt  stock  of  Watches  must  be  closed  out 
In  90  days.  The  former  s*ricc  «r  tlicsc  W:«U'lies 
was  $13.00  cncGs.  They  are  silvered  case  and  open 
face,  all  one  style,  and  of  French  manufacture,  the 
movements  of  which  being  well  known  the  world  over 
for  their  fine  finish.  They  are  used  on  railroads  and 
KlcmnboatM,  where  accurate  lime  is  required,  and 
give  good  satisfaction.  Think  of  it,  a  £12.00  Watch  for 
oialj  §3-00,  and  wan-ranted  one  year  lbrlime.n 
Cincinnati,  O.,  October  1st,  1S7S> 
The  Walters  Tmonrtin?  Co.  is  an  old  established  and 
very  reliable  house,  and  we  cheerfully  recommend 
them.  Cincinnati  Post. 

After  the  closure  of  sale  of  this  bankrupt  stock  of 

Watches,  which  will  continue  DO  dars  from  date  of  this 

[  paper,  no  order  will  be  rilled  at  less  than  St2.00eacrt;  so 

fileose  send  your  order  at  once.  With  each  Watch  we 
urnlsh  our  Nneelal  warrantee  for  one  year  for 
acj  :ir:ii«  lime.  We  will  lorward  the  Watch  prompt- 
ly on  receipt  of  f;::.oo.  or  will  send  C.O.D.  if  customers 
desire  and  remit  SI .00  on  account.  ' 

Address  all  orders  to    Walters  Importing  Co., 

ISO  Elm  Street,  Cincinnati,  O.  I 
GSfTO  WATC1I  SI*E{'I;BjAT4»ISS:  We  call  particular 
attention  to  these  Watches,  as  they  sell  readily  at  from  £1:1.00  | 
to  £20.00  each.  BgrCut  this  Advertisement  Out. 


WARRANTED  WATCHES  ONLY  S3    EACH 


"And    they  shall  lay 
hands  on  the  sick,   and 
they  shall  recover." 
Christ  in  Mark  XVI- 18. 


"The  promise  is  unto 
you,  and  to  your  child- 
ren, and  to  all  that  are 
afar  off."  Peter  in 
Acts  11-39. 


Those  who  are  sick  "and  need  a  phyisician"  are  advised  to  call  upon  ProfeRsor  J.  D.  McLennan,  the 
celebrated  healer,  No.  18  Third  street,  San  Francisco  He  has  cured  hundreds  in  this  city,  most  of  them 
ladies  and  gentlemen  of  high  standing  in  society,  whose  testimonials  are  furnished  on  application  at  the 
office.  The  Professor  is  a  Natural  Healer,  and  performs  his  wonderful  cures  without  medicines.  Phy- 
sicians having  in  charge  cases  that  baffle  their  skill,  and  resist  the  potency  of  drugs  will  confer  a  blessing 
on  such  by  recommending  them  to  this  wonderful  man. 

Dr.  C.  E.  Davis,  M.  D.,  of  St.  Helena,  Cal.,  says:  "After  four  days  treatment  I  am  entirely  relieved.  I 
have  now  a  good  appetite  and  feel  well.     I  consider  Dr.  McLennan  a  marvelous  healer." 

From  Dr.  J.  L.  "Wilburt,  D.  D.  S.,  703  Market  street,  San  Francisco:  "We  know  something  of  Dr.  Mc 
Lennan's  institution  by  personal  experience.  *  *  Its  medicine,  which  consists  mainly  of  the  laying  on 
of  hands,  is  delightful  and  refreshing.     It  soothes  and  invigorates." 

From  the  Rev.  Juo.  Tyerinan,  of  Australia:  "Evidently  there  is  no  better  magnetic  healer  in  the  whole 
world  than  Dr.  J.  D.  McLennan  of  San  Francisco,  Cal.  Praise  only  drops  from  the  lips  of  those  who  have 
been  under  his  treatment." 

From  the  San  Francico  Chronicle  of  July  20,  1878:  "A  "Worker  of  "Wonders.  He  casteth  the  devils  out  of 
a  Chronicle  reporter." 

From  the  San  Francisco  Evening  Post  of  August  1,  1878:  "The  truly  wonderful  success  which  Dr.  J.  D. 
McLennan  is  meeting  with  in  the  cure  of  difficult  and  complicated  diseases,  is  both  startling  and  extraor- 
dinary. *  "  He  is  enabled  to  effect  cures  which  have  defied  all  other  methods  of  treatment,  and  his 
rooms  are  thronged  daily  with  patients  anxious  to  secure  his  aid." 

From  the  Dominion  Press,  Oak.,  August  22,  1878:  "And  we  therefore  have  no  hesitation  in  recommend- 
ing him  to  our  friends  who  may  be  so  unfortunate  as  to  need  his  assistance.' ' 

Besides  the  above,  I  can  refer  with  pleasure  to  the  following  prominent  gentlemen  that  have  been  under 
my  treatment;  Gov.  A.  P.  K.  Saffords,  of  Arizona;  Judge  S.  P.  Hall,  of  San  Francisco;  Judge  L.  E.  Pratt, 
San  Francisco;  Judge  Currey,  San  Francisco;  and  over  one  thousand  and  six  hundred  others. 

N.  B. — Dr.  J.  D.  McLennan,  V.  M.  D.,  is  permanently  located  at  No.  18  Third  street,  Sin  Francisco 
to  whom  all  communications  should  be  addressed.     Consultation  personally  or  by  letter  free. 
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CIGARETTES  the  Best  in  the  World. 
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COLGMA  VINEYARD. 

Constantly  on 
hund 

WINES  &  BRANDIES, 
Burgundy, 

Muscat,     Catawba, 

KED,   WHITE, 
and     other     WINES. 

Robert  Chalmers,  Coloma. 

FOE  SALE  BY 

ROBERT    ^ELI., 

General  Agent  for  San  Francisco,  also 
Dealer  in 

Fine  Wines  and  Liquors, 

412  Sansoine  Street, 


San  Francisco. 


Bartlett's  Auction  Salesroom, 

No.  3  DUPONT  ST.,  near  Market, 

Those  desirous  of  procuring  nice  selections  of 
Standard  and  Miscellaneous  Works  will  never  have 
a  better  opportunity  to  select  from  so  good  an  assort- 
ment and  at  less  rates.         BAKTLETT  &  CO., 

dec7-ot  Auctioneers. 


A.    SCHROEPFER, 

AECHITEOT, 

Has  removed  his  office  to  Thurlow  Block, 
cor.  Keanry  street,  between  Sutter  andPost, 
Room  38.     Elevator  in  the  building. 


Fresh,  Pure  and  Wholesome! 

The  Joy  of  every  Family !     Manufactured  every  day, 
of  the  best  materials,  by 

D.  GAXTTTt  <»£  GO„„ 

"Wholesale     and    Retail    Confectioners, 

107  MONTGOMERY  STREE1. 

The  attention  of  the  Trade  is  called  to  our  immense 
assortment  of  CANDIES  and  other  goods,  and  war- 
ranted to  keep  in  all  climates.  Prices  Low  and  terms 
liberal,  Orders  from  the  interior  promply  and  care- 
fully attended  to.  Broken  Candy,  15  cents  a  pound. 
Mixed  Candy,  20  cents  a  pound. 


Grand  Headquarters. 


SSG  BOXES 


—FOE- 
HOLIDAY,  BIRTHDAY,  AND  WEDDINC  PRESENTS. 

IE.  J.  PAILLARD  &  CO. 

Manufacturers  and  Importers 
120  SUTTER  STREET,  San  Francisco, 

G80  Broadway,  New  York,         St.  Croix,  Switzerland. 

Music  Boxes  and  Orchestrions 

REPAIRED. 
nov23-2mos 


Dr.  J,  L.  WILBERT,  Dentist, 

Has  REMOVED  to 

18    Third    Street; 

Nine  Doors    from    Corner    Market    Street. 


Clay  Si  Restaurant, 

613  aud  614  CLAY  STREET. 


The  Finest  Place  on  the  Coast!    All  the  Luxuries  of 
the  season!      First  class  in  every  respect! 

A.  WILSON,  Proprietor. 

dee28-2t 


Henry  Ahrens.         Henry  Tietjen.         Th.  v.  Borstel. 


1420--1434  Pine  St.,  near  Polk. 


Henry  Ahrens  &  Co. 

Proprietors. 


O.  D.  O.   SULLIVAN.  JAS.  R.  KELLY 

SULLIVAN,  KELLY  &   CO., 

Importers  and  Dealers  in 

PAINTS,  OILS,  GLASS,  ETC.,  ETC. 

101,  103,  105  Front  and  110  Pine  St. 
San  Francisco. 


f!i.f~\T  T")  Any  worker  can  make  S12  a  day  at  home.      Costly 
^J^-U-Lf  outfit  free.    Address  True  &  Co.,  Augusta,  Maine. 


OLD  JUDBS 

CIGARETTES  the  Best  in  the  "World. 


BREWERY, 

HOWARD    STREET, 

Between   8th   and    9th   Streets, 

BE.  HUNAN,  Proprietor. 


BALDWIN'S 


ARRET 


James  Lintott, 
914  MARKET  STREET 

—  AND— 

No.  9  ELLIS  STREET. 


$66 


a  week  in  .vour  own  town.  Terms  and  $5  outfit  free.    Ad 
dress  H.  Hallett  &  Co.,  Portland,  Maine. 


NOTICE. 


The  public  are  respectfully  informed  that  no  adver- 
tisements of  an  improper  or  suspicious  nature  will 
be  published  by  this  paper. 


<1»C    4-f*   *JiO^  Pcr  ua-y  at  home.    Samples  worth  §6  free. 
<DtJ    IU    tpA\J   Address  Stikbo*  &  Co..  Portland,  Maine. 


S10KE  OLD  JUDGE 

CIGARETTES  the  Best  in  the  World. 


MERCER'S 

Marsh  Mallow  Candy 

FACTORY, 

"WHOLESALE    AND    RETAIL, 

No.  17  POWELL  ST.,  opp.  Baldwin's  Hotel,  San 
Francisco. 

Branch  of  518  KEARNY    STREET. 

GPSpeeial   Attention  paid  to  Country  Orders.^] 


In  every  City  and  Town  in   California,   CANVAS- 
SERS for  the 

Illustrated  Wasp. 

Reliable  parties  ont  of  employment,  will  find  this 
a  lucrative  business.     For  information,  address, 
Wasp  Publishing  Co., 
602  California  Street,  cor.  Kearny. 

BACK    NUMBERS 

OF    THE 

ILLUSTRATED  WASP 


Parties  desiring  to  complete  their  files  of  the 
WASP  can  do  so  by  sending  their  orders  to  this  of- 
fice. We  have  reserved  a  number  of  copies  of  each 
issue  which  can  be  had  at 

Ten  Cents  a  Copy. 


j$jgJ£ Lund .  San-Franeisc P j 


PIPER-HEIDSIECK. 

CIGARETTES  the  Best  in  the  World. 
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THE    ILLUSTEATED    WASP. 


Wright'i  Kttktt, 

813  Market  St.,  above  Fourth. 


Detailed  at  the   Lowest  Wholesale   Prices. 
IN  COD  WE  TRUST  !  all  others  must  pay  C.  O.  D. 

E^"This  Market  sells  Meat  one  quarter  lower  than 
any  Market  that  gives  Credit. 

STONE  &  HEDGE,  Proprietors. 


R.  HOE  &  CO. 


New  York  and  London. 


SAN  FRANCISCO  AGENCY, 


&  BOWEN, 


3  Fremont  St.,  cor.  Market, 

Where  will  be  found  Presses  of  the  latest  Improved 
Styles.     The  GEEAT  SUPEBIOEITY  of  our 

Xiithograpli 


Is  admitted  by  all  who  have  availed  themselvps  of 
Messrs.  Bo^qui  &  Co's  generous  invitation  to  witness 
the  working  of  the  Machine  we  recently  furnished 
them. 


"We  have  a  large  stock  of 


Second    Hand    Presses ! 


— VEKT  CHEAP— both  of  our  own  and  other  Manu- 
facture, all  put  in  thorough  order  and  the  latter,  in 
many  cases  better  than  when  new. 


SBER1M, 
Savings  and  Loan  Society 

OFFICE:— Northeast   Corner  of  Mont- 
gomery and  Market  Streets. 


OFFICEKS: 


President 

TlCE-PfiESIDENT 


M.  D.  SWEENY 

.  0.  D.  O'SULLIVNA 


TEUSTEES: 
M.  D.  Sweeny,      C.  D.  O'Sullivan,    M.  J.  O'Connor, 
P.  McAran,  John  Sullivan,        Gus.   Touehard, 

Jit.  J.  Tobin,  Peter  Donohue,      Jo.  A,  Donohue, 

Teeasukeb EDWAED  MAETIN 

Attobney EICHAED  TOBIN 


REMITTANCES  FROM  THE  INTERIOR 
May  be  sent  through  Wella,  Fargo  &  Co'a  Express  Office  or  any  re- 
liable Banking  House,  but  the  Society  will  not  be  responsible  for 
their  safe  delivery. 
The  signature  of  the  depositor  should  accompany  bis  first  deposit 
A  proper  Pass  Book  will  be  delivered  to  the  Agent  by  whom  the 
deposit  is  made. 
Deposits  received  from  $2.60  upward.     Office  Hours  from  9  to  3. 
JTUy21-tf  ' 


The  Finest  and  Cheapest  CLOTHING 
BROTHERS.      Men's    and  Boys' 


d,jnf 

mm 


ill'  i."     ^9m\ 

mm         «lv  ' 


yem   (gfassqs 


— AT— 

MuUer's  Optical  Depot. 

136  Montgomery,  near  Busii 


m 


m  PIPTH&  BRYANT  STS  "(^^^(g^^^W^ 


DIA 


IN  SOLID  GOLD  MOUNTINGS 


M1 


Lefevre  Ring,  $1.         Set  of  Studs,  $1.        (The  Shah)  Stud,  $1.       Lefevre  Ear  Drops,  $1. 
The  articles  as  above  represented  are  guaranteed  to  be  solid  gold  mountings  I 
containing  THE  WOATDIiHFlII.    LKl'KVItlK  IIIASO.M). 

THE  ONLY  PERFECT  FAC-SIMILE  OF  THE  REAL  DIAMOND  IN  THE  WORLD  [ 

Which  for  Wear,  Brilliancy,  ami  Beauty  are  not  excelled  by  the  iiatnral  gem. 
The  wonderful  Lefevre  Diamond  Is  of  tho  purest  whiteness,  as  delicately  cut,  and  | 
possesses  the  same  refractive  qualities  and  exact  proportions  as  the  real  diamond. 

"The  wonderful  I.kfkvuk  Diamond  is  a  marvelous  and  perfect  imitation  of  the  real  gem,  and  the  American  Jewelry 
Company  are  entitled  lo  great  crodit  for  their  energy,  in  being  able  to  mount  them  in  solid  gold  for  81.00."— Cin'Ci  Enquirer.  B 

"  The  Lefuvrb  Diamonds  are  coming  Into  great  favor  In  the  world  of  fashion,  and  30  far  as  appearances  go,  are  just  I 
as  beautiful  as  the  genuine  jewels.  The  company  publish  an  interesting  catalogue  In  which  the  history  or  these  cele-  r 
bra  ted  gems  Is  told,'' — Andreiat'  Bazar. 

We  « ill  send  Free  by  REGISTERED  MAIL  to  any  Addrens  In  America, 

ON  RECEIPT  OF  ONE  DOLLAR  EITHER  OF  THE  ABOVE  ARTICLES 


Together  with  our  (Jftiiilujjiii:  on    linimoiids,  containing  v:ilii;iuli-  int'onnntiun  with  illuntrmiuiia  :ind  unceo  | 
of  the  newest  styles  of  rich  Gold  Jewelrv  and  Watches  which  we  munufncture.    Address  alt  orders  to 

AMERICAN  JEWELRY  COMPANY,  5  Arcade,  Cincinnati,  0. 

We  refer  to  any  established  business  house  or  the  pressor  Cincinnati  as  to  our  reputation  for  fair  and  honorable  dealings. 


S-E.S3 


ftg  1 


SB  3 


and  GENT'S  FURNISHING  GOODS  1  HOUSE  on  the  Pacific  Coast,  ROOS 
Clothing,    Gent's   Furnishing   Goods.  1 35  &  37  Kearny,  S.  W.  cor.  Post,  S.F. 


THE    ILLUSTRATED     WASP. 


351 


San  Francisco  and  North  Pacific  It.  R 


Commencing   MONDAY,  NOV.   11th,  1878, 
and  until  further  notice,  Trains  and  Boats 
will  leave  San  Francisco: 
(Ticket  office,  "Washington  Street  "Wharf.) 


3r\f\  P.  M.  DAILY,  [Sundays  Included]  Steamer  "Jamea  M. 
•W  Donahue,"  (Washington  Street  Wharf),  connecting  with 
Hail  and  Express  train  at  Donahue,  for  Pctaluma,  Santa  Rosa, 
Uealdsbur*,',  Cloverdale  and  way  stations.  Making  Stage  con- 
nections at  Lake  villa  for  Sonoma;  at  Oeyaerville  for  Skagg's 
Springs;  at  Cloverdale  for  Ukiah,  Lakeport,  Mendocino  City, 
and  the  Geysers. 

!Rj,Connections  made  at  Fulton  on  following  morning  for  Kor- 
bcl's.  Guefnevilleand  the  Redwoods.     Sundays  excepted. 

[Arrive  at  San  Fnuicisco  at  10.30  A.  M.] 


tfcn.Freight  received  from  7  A.  M.  to  2.30  P.  M.,  except  Sunday. 


A.  HUGHES,     A.  A.  BEAN, 

Geii.  Manager.         Sup't. 


P.  E.  DOUGHERTY, 
Gen.  P.  &T.  Ag't. 


BOOK  BINDERS 

ANE 

Blank  Book  Manufacturers, 


543   Clay  Street 

SAN  FRANCISCO. 


jan5-tf 


Corns,  Bunions,   Ingrowing 


Nails,  Freckles,  Warts,  Moles,   eiiectually  cured  by 
the  celebrated  Chiropodists, 

FEISTEL   &   ttERARD,   from  Paris, 

838  Market  Street,  opp.  Fourth.    Parlors  2  and  3,  up 
stairs. 


IB.  S.  BUH^TS, 


ii  Wasp 


Office  in  E.  P.  Haswell's  Book  Store, 

Fourth  Street,   between   J  and   Ii, 

SACRAMENTO,  CAL. 


JOHN  H.  CARMANY  &  CO., 

Newspaper,  Book  &  Job  Printers 

409  Washington  Street. 

Publishers  of  the  Commercial  Herald  and  Market 
Review,  California  Horticulturist,  San  Francisco 
Market  Review  (letter-sheet  form),  Wine  and  Liquor 
Herald,  Freight  Circular,  etc. 

Printers  of  the  "WASP. 
novl7-tf 


YOUTHS'  DIRECTORY, 

1417  Howard  Street, 

(Maintained  by  the  Citizens  of  San  Francisca.) 

FREE 


For  Friendless  Boys  seeking  Work.  GOOD  LADS 
FOR  ANY  SERVICE,  furnished  without  charges  to 
Employers  or  Employees.  Office  Hours'  9  A.  M.  to 
1  P.  M.  A.  P.  DIETZ,  Superintendent. 


aMieiiiWPiii ; 
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